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PREFACE. 


I  THINK  it  necessary  to  state  the  cause  of  my  having 
become  sponsor  for  the  following  novel. 

When  the  first  two  volomes  were  perused  by  me, 
I  admired  them  exceedingly,  and:  warmly  encouraged 
a  continuance  of  the  work.  It  %as  speedily  com- 
pleted, and  on  being  sent  for  publication,  it  was 
intimated  that  if  the  novel  came  out  under  the  bimH« 
of  some  one  whose  works  were  already  known  at  the 
circulating  libraries,  it  might  conduce  to  its  more 
immediate  success. 

I  have  not  scrupled  to  take  that  duty  on  me ;  first, 
because  I  nncerely  admire  the  book,  and  secondly, 
because  I  conceive  that  I  have  a  perfect  right  to 
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employ  any  influence,  however  small,  that  I  may 
legitimately  possess  in  a  relation  of  Uteratnre,  which, 
if  it  had  always  heen  fiedthfiiUy  and  honestly  ad- 
ministered by  those  who  have  the  real  power  to  abuse 
it,  or  to  render  it  beneficial,  would  not,  in  the 
present  case,  be  matter  for  justification. 

Thb  Editor. 
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CHAPTER  L 

"  A  maa  lie  wu  to  all  tbe  countiy  dear/' 

In  one  of  the  most  Becluded  and  pictaresque 
parte  of  aecladed  and  picturesque  Westmoreland 
— ^and  eloee  to  the  village  from  which  it  took  its 
name,  there  stood,  some  fifteen  years  ago,  the 
small,   thatched   Parsonage   of  Glandale.     It 
was  in  all  truth  a  sweet  spot  to  look  upon  ;  the 
old  house  itself  nearly  covered  with  ivy,  with 
here  and  there  a  trained  rose-tree  raising  its 
blushing  face  amidst  ^e  darker  green  of  the 
creeping  plant,  and  the  tall  sycamores  that  lined 
the  garden-walls,  throwing  such  a  pleasant  shade, 
in  the  warm  sunnner  days,  on  the  sinooth  grass* 
plots,  and  flowering  shrubs;  and  dark  woods 
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and  quiet  valleys  were  around  it ;  and,  at  a  short 
distance,  glittering  at  the  bases  of  a  cluster  of 
bare  hills,  one  of  those  beautiful  lakes  for  which 
this  part  of  England  is  so  celebrated,  added  its 
effect  to  heighten  the  striking  loveliness  of  a 
spot,  which  had  often  been  declared  to  be  with- 
out its  equal  in  Britain.  But  whatever  might 
have  been  its  claims  to  this  distinction,  they 
were  never  questioned  by  the  worthy  rector  and 
his  gentle  wife,  whose  happy  abode  it  was. 

The  Bev.  Arthur  Herbert,  or  as  he  was  more 
generally  called,  the  good  parson  of  Glandale, 
had  lived  here  more  than  twenty  years,  deser- 
vedly beloved  by  his  little  flock ;  for  his  heart 
was  with  his  vocation ;  and  the  interests,  the 
hopes  and  fears  of  those  around  him,  he  made 
his  own.    And  a  calm  and  happy  life  he  led  with 
the  chosen  of  his  youth.     Truly  they  might 
have  said,  the  lines  have  fallen  tons  in  pleasant 
places ;  one  blessing  of  the  heart  only  had  been 
withheld,  they  were  childless ;  but  if  ever  a  sigh 
arose  at  this  reflection,  it  was  instantly  checked 
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by  tlie  remembrance  of  the  many  other  sources 
of  happiness  they  possessed.  Mr.  Herbert  Was 
a  few  years  past  what  is  called  middle-life^  but 
time  had  dealt  gently  with  him,  for  his  troubles 
had  been  few.  His  wife  was  somewhat  younger, 
and  a  sweeter,  worthier  being  never  blessed  a 
husband^s  love. 

Such  were  the  persons,  and  the  state  of  things 
at  Glandale,  when,  one.  erening,  as  the  rector 
and  his  wife  sat  togeUier  in  their  little  parlour,^ 
enjoying  the  pure  summer  air  as  it  entered  at  the 
open  window,  bearing  the  deUcate  perfume  of 
theit  &Tourite  roses,  Mrs.  Heibert  suddenly 
uttered  an  exclamation  of  surprise  at  seeing  the 
village  postman  enter  the  garden-gate — for  rela- 
tions they  had  few,  and  correspondents  still 
fewer.  The  good  re(^r  had  just  carefully 
wiped  his  speetaeles,  and  replaced  them  in  their 
leathern  case,  (for  he  had  been  reading  to  his 
wife  a  funeral  sermon,  that  was  to.be  preached, 
on  the  ensuing  sabbath,)  but  these  he  hastily. 
drew  out  again,  and  prepared  to  peruse  the  large,. 
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triply  sealed  letter,  which  the  servant  with  a 
wondering  fape  presented  to  him.  It  was  from 
a  brother  in  India,  from  whom  he  had  not  heard 
for  many  a  long  year — ^written  on  his  death-bed, 
and  bequeathing  tcT  him  the  goardianship  of  his 
only  child,  whose  mother  had  died,  he  said,  soon 
after  its  birth.  Few  particulara  were  given, 
beyond  that  the  child  was  a  girl,  and  the  ex- 
pression of  the  dying  man''8  wish  that  she  should 
remain  at  Glandale  until  she  had  attained  the 
age  of  seventeen,  ^^when,^  added  the  writer, 
^'  another  guardian  whom  I  have  appointed,  an 
old  friend  of  mine,  .who  is  still  in  India,  will 
have  returned  to  England  with  his  family ;  and 
under  their  protection  she  will  be  introduced,"" 
continued  the  dying  nabob,  with  a  dash  of  vain- 
glory on  tlie  solemn  side  of  his  almost  opened 
grave — ^^  she  will  be  introduced  to  that  society 
which  I  trust  your  care  and  instruction  will  fit 
her  to  adorn.**" — Enclosed  was  a  copy  of  his^  will, 
and  a  communication  from  his  acting:  executor — 
in  whose  handwriting  was  the  address  on  the 
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securely  sealed  envelope — stating  that  Mr.  Her- 
bert had  died  a  few  days  after  having  written  the 
letter  now  forwarded,  and  had  expressed  a  wish 
that  it  ehonld  be  sent  to  England  without  delay. 
The  writer  added  i^,  that  the  child  would  sail 
in  a  few  days  from  Bombay,  attended  by  her 
nurse,  and  accompanied  also  by  a  son  of  the 
other  guardian  mentioned  in  her  father^s  will ; 
and  further  suggested^  that  it  would  be  advisable 
for  her  uncle  himself  to  meet  her  in  London, 
and  take  her  home.  The  will  contained  the  same 
instructions  as  those  given  in  the  letter.  A 
handsome  legacy  was  bequeathed  to  the  rector, 
and  a  few  trifling  ones  to  friends  in  India,  and 
the  remainder  of  a  fortune — from  the  documen* 
tary  record  of  its  details,  evidently  amounting 
to  something  about  two  hundred  thousand  pounds 
— ^was  left  to  his  only  child  Eva,  to  accumulate 
under  trust  (with  its  necessary  deductions)  until 
she  should  be  of  age;  which,  as  far  as  the  law 
would  permit,  the  testator  willed  should  be  at 
eighteen,— an  Indian  idea  of  the  period  of  woman- 
hood no  doubt  influencing  the  nabob  in  this. 
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Mr.  Herbert  laid  down  the  letter  with  Sk 
troubled  countenaace,  while  his  wife  testified 
only  pleasure  at  the  thought  of  having  a  child 
whom  they  could  rear  and  love  as  their  own  ; 
and  a  thousand  pleasing  visions^  of  the  future 
were  passing  rapidly  through  her  mind,  when  she 
noticed  the  unusual  gravity  of  her  husband,  and 
anxiously  inquired  the  cause.  She  knew  that 
he  could  not  feel  any  very  active  grief  at 
hearing  of  the  death  of  a  brother  with  whom  he 
had  not  been  in  the  slightest  communication  for 
upwards  of  a  dozen  years,-^and  .she  was  right. 
The  good  man  was  not  thinking  of  his  brother, 
but  of  his  brother^s  child,  and  of  the  anxious 
trust  reposed  in  him.  He  pictured  to  himself 
a  spoiled  and  wilful  girl,  a  petted  heiress,  whom 
he  was  expected  to  mould  into  an  amiable  and 
accomplished  woman ;  and  to  cultivate  a  mind, 
where,  perhaps,  already  the  seeds  of  pride  and 
vanity  had  been  sown.  In  fact,  he  saw  only  the 
dark  side  of  the  picture,  for  he  remembered  her 
father-^a  wilful,  haughty,  overbearing  boy,  in 
the  home  where  their  common  parent,  a  grey- 
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hsured  admiral,  had  often  treated  with  severity 
outbursts  of  paasion  which  sometimes  ahnost 
broke  ,the  heart  of  the  affectionate  mother  of 
the  old  sulor^s  sons;  and  afterwards  whose 
youthful  follies  became  so  imperious  and  so 
great,  that  it  was  found  neci^ssary  to  send  him 
out  of  the  way ;  and  80  he  was  shipped  off  to 
India,— an  exportation,  considered  by  the  friends 
of  the  young  man,  rather  as  the  means  of  re* 
lieving  themselves  of  a  burden,  than  as  a  con- 
signment with  which  any  worthy  hope  could  be 
embarked.  And  sent  out  he  was,  to  be  out  of 
the  way  of  mischief,  and  to  make  his  fortune  in 
India.  Something  of  this  Mr.  Herbert  now 
expressed  to  his  wife ;  but  the  only  shadow  on 
the  smiling  prospect  which  she  could  perceive, 
was  the  necessity  for  her  husband^s  immediate 
absence  from  Glandale;  for  they  saw. by  the 
post-office  date  of  its  shipment,  that  the  letter  had 
been  some  weeks  delayed,  and  doubted  not  that 
young  Eva  was  already  in  England.  No  time 
therefore  was  to  be  lost.    The  assistant  of  a 
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neighbouring  rector  was  called  upon,  and  he 
agreed  to  perform  the  duties  of  the  ensuing 
Sunday ;  and  that  evening,  Mr.  Herbert,  for  the 
first  time  since  his  marriage,  le/t  his  home,  on  a 
journey  which  would  take  him  beyond  the 
bounds  of  watery  Westmoreland. 

And  short  as  this  separation  seemed  likely,  in 
all  probability,  to  be,  the  parting  was  a  severe 
trial  both  to  the  husband  and  wife ;  for  it  was 
the  first  of  its  kind ;  and  Mrs.  Herbert,  though 
she  was  neither  young  nor  romantic,  wept  more 
bitter  tears  as  she  sat  that  night  alone  in  her 
little  parlour,  than  she  remembered  everi;o  have 
done.  A  weight  was  on  her  spirits,  which  she 
in  vain  endeavoured  to  shake  off;  she  could 
neither  read  nor  work,  nor  pursue  any  of  her 
usual  occupations ; — and  thus  passed  the  three 
first  days  of  her  husband^s  absence ;  when,  on 
the  fourth,  a  letter  came,  informing  her,  first,  of 
his  safe  arrival  in  London,  and,  secondly,  that 
he  had  ascertained  that  the  vessel  in  which  their 
niece  had  embarked  was  expected  in  a  very  few 
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days,  ^^  and  in  a  week  at  furthest,^  added  the . 

^smter,  ^^  I  hope,  my  Annie,  to  be  at  our  own 

beautifiil  Glandale  again/^    And  in  a  postscripl, 

he  commended  some  favoarite  rose-trees  to  her 

special  care ;  which,  he  said,  he  expected  to  find 

in  full  bloom  on  his  return. 

And  now  the  fond-hearted  wife  was  happy 
agsun ;  and  with  a  brightened  countenance  pre-^ 
pared  to  visit  in  the  village  some  poor  clients  of 
her  thoughtful  kindness,  who,  she  remembered, 
with  a  feeling  of  shame  at  the  indulgence  of  her 
own  apparently  selfish  sorrow,  had  been  neg- 
lected  since    her   husband^s    departure.      She 
lingered  in  one  house  where  an  infectious  fever 
was  raging ;  and  to  the  surprise  of  all  the  village, 
(for  she  had  constantly  been  in  the  habit  of 
visiting,  and  even  nursing  the  poor  in  worse  dis- 
eases,) she  was  herself  seized  with  it  on  the 
following  day,  and  ere  the  close  of  the  third 
succeeding,  the  good,  the  pious  Christian,  the 
beloved  and  happy  wife,  lay  a  corpse,  in  that 
house  where  she  had  enjoyed  for  so  many  years 
^uch  pure  and  unbroken  happiness. 


Digitized 


by  Google 


10  THE    POOB    COUSIN. 

And  the  husband  returned  to  his  beautiful 
Glandale,  and  found  its  quiet  valleys  as  full  of 
sunny  peace,  and  its  de^  woods  as  rich  in  forest 
green;  and  the  pure  lake  sleeping  as  calmly,  and 
the  sheen  of  the  sunbeams  on  its  waters  as  cease- 
less as  when  he  had  left ;  and  hie  cherished  rose- 
trees  too  were  blooming  as  he  had  expected :  but 
the  rose  of  his  heart  was  withered,  and  nature 
had  no  more  charms  for  him ;  the  wife  of  his 
bosom  was  gone,  and  his  home  was  desolate. 
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CHAP.    11. 


"  I  Stand  upon  youth's  fragile  bark, 
Buoyant  with  hopo's  wild  wav«." 


Eva  Hkrbebt  was  a  few  months  tnrned  of  twelve 

years  of  age,  when  she  was  welcomed  to  England 

by  her  uncle.     He  saw  a  beautiful  girl,  ali'eady 

with  the  outline  of  a  graceful  figure, — something 

of  a  brunette ;  but  the  smooth    forehead,    the 

dark  luminous  eyes,  that  seemed  to  change  with 

every  passing  feeling ;  the  short  upper  lip,  and 

the  dash  of  woman^s  will  which  min^jled  with 

the  sweet  lexpression  of  the  little  mouth,  gave 

the  countenance  a  t<me  of  purity  and  frankness, 

which  won  her  nucleus  heart  at  once« 

She  had  been  her  father^s  sole  idol,  and  her 
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sorrow  for  his  death  was,  for  a  time,  violent  and 
ungoveniable.  For  weeks  after,  she  would  see 
no  one  but  the  old  nurse  who  now  accompa- 
nied her  to  England  ;  to  this  person,  who  had 
been  with  her  from  infancy,  she  was  fondly 
attached ;  and  old  Janet  returned  her  affection 
with  that  devotion  which  the  heart  gives  to  one 
object,  when  it  is  the  sole  one — and  at  length 
succeeded  in  moderating  the  intensity  of  the 
daughter'^s  grief,  so  that  by  the  time  she  arrived 
in  England,,  although  she  still  thought  of  hei 
father  with  sorrowful  r^et,  Eva's  heart  was  oc- 
ca3ionally  as  light,  and  her  laugh  as  joyous  as 
when  he,  by  whom  she  had  been  so  worshipped, 
had  made  her  happiness  his  only  thought,  and 
listened  with  rapture  to  every  tone  of  that 
merry  voice. 

But  besides  old  Janet,  she  had  another  com- 
panion and  consoler  in  Stuart  Aylmer,  the  son  of 
her  Indian  guardian,  who,  returning  to  England 
from  a  visit  he  had  paid  his  family,  had  willingly 
devoted  his  time,   during  a  somewhat  tedious 
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Yoyi^t  to  the  amusement  of  his  sister'^s  play- 
fellow aud  hb  father^  ward«  And  it  was  with  a 
passion  of  grief  that  absolutely  frightened  her 
quiet  uncle,  that  Eva  parted  from  this  kind  com* 
panion  on  their  arrival  in  London,  and  made  him 
promise  again  and  again  to  cometo  Glandale,  on 
his  return  from  a  journey  which  he  was  to  make 
to  Italy. 

Such  then  was  the  niece  of  the  good  parson  of 
Glandale  whom  he  had  brought  to  his  home,  and 
eagerly  the  warm-hearted  child  now  strove  with 
all  those  gentle  arts  with  which  nature  had  so 
eminently  gifted  her,  to  win  her  uncle  from  the 
indulgence  of  a  grief  that  had  bowed  his  spirit 
to  the  earth ;  and  after  the  first  struggle,  when 
reason  itself  had  nearly  given  way  before  the  all- 
absorbing  influence  of  such  agony,  he  listened, 
with  an  aching  heart  indeed,  but  still  a  grateful 
smile,  to  her  earnest  and  affectionate  efforts  at 
consolation,  and  even  blessed  God  that  such  a 
comforter  had  been  sent  at  such  a  time*  But  it 
was  not  till  the  second  Sunday  after  his  return, 
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that  he  could  resume  hia  duties  in  that  ehurch, 
where  he  had  been  united  to  her  whom  now  he 
mourned,  and  where  each  sabbath,  for  so  many 
years,  he  had  looked  down  on  that  meek  and 
happy  face,  raised  fondly  and  approvingly  to  his, 
and  listened  to  that  sweet  voice  which  he  ever 
distinguished  from  all  others,  as  she  joined  in 
the  simple  hymns  of  praise  to  their  Creator ; 
and  it  was  with  a  filtering  step  that  he  ascended 
the  pulpit  stairs,  and  prepared  to  preach  the  \ery 
sermon  he  had  been  reading  to  his  wife  the 
day  on  which  his  brother's  letter  arrived, — ^the 
last  they  had  spent  t<^ether ;  and  each  heart 
painfully  sympathised  with  his,  as  he  spoke  of 
the  departed,  and  prayed  for  strength  to  support 
so  sore  a  trial ;  but  as  his  eyes  wandered  round 
the  simple  building,  every  object  so  forcibly 
recalled  her  image,  that  his  voice  grew  thicker 
and  more  tremulous,  till  he  almost  feared  to 
proceed.  There,  sat  the  children  of  her  own 
little  school,  and  many  of  them  were  weeping, 
for  they  were  orphans  and  had  loved  her  as  a 
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mother ;  and  the  old  blind  man  that  every  body 
knew,  sat  near  the  pulpit — ^in  the  same  place 
where  he  had  sat  £or  the  h»t  twenty  years — in 
the  easy  chair  her  care  had  provided  for  him, 
and  tears  too  were  flowing  from  his  sightless  eyes ; 
and  more  than  all,  there  was  her  own  vacant  seat! 
And  still  thicker  grew  the  stricken  husband's 
voice,  till  his  words  could  scarcely  be  dlstin-* 
guished ;  and  every  listener  rejoiced  when  he 
hastily  concluded  that  mournful  sermon,  and 
buried  his  feusein  his  hands,  to  stifle  the  choking 
sob  which  still  was  heard,  and  l<mg  after  rdmem«> 
bered,  when  the  grass  was  high  on  the  grave  of 
her  whose  loss  had  occasioned  it. 

Eva  waited  at  the  church-door  for  her  uncle, 
and  silently  took  his  hand,  but  spoke  not  till 
they  reached  the  parsonage,  and  then  with  a 
look  of  child-like  but  impassioned  sympathy, 
threw  her  arms  round  the  moumer^s  neck,  and 
mingled  her  tears  with  his.  He  drew  his  brother's 
weeping  child  to  his  bosom,  and  from  that  moment 
she  became  unto  him  as  a  daughter,  and  her 
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happiness  a  new  inducement  for  him  to  struggle 
with  his  regrets.  And  he  did  struggle,  and  man- 
fully too ;  and  though  his  cheek  was  now,  and 
ever  after  paler,  and  his  head  more  bent  than  of 
yore,  few  noticed  the  change,  and  still  fewer 
guessed  the  ceaseless  yearning  of  the  heart  to 
the  receding  past,  and  the  weariness  of  spirit 
which  accompanied  him  whithersoever  he  went. 
And  thus  time  sped  at  the  beautiful  parsonage 
of  Glandale,  and  Eva  grew  more  lovely  and 
womanlike  every  year,  and  more  dear  and  ne^ 
cessary  to  her  uncle^s  heart,  and  old  Janet 
remained  witii  her,  and  contributed  not  a  little 
in  ministering  to  the  wayward  impulses  of  the 
youthful  heiress  ;  and  in  due  course  of  time  a 
governess  came,  and  for  a  few  months  kept  a 
resolution  she  had  made,  to  curb  her  pupiPs 
somewhat  oriental  spirit,  and  bring  her  into 
subjection, — ^but  even  she  at  last  yielded  to  that 
pupiPs  fascination,  and  the  cold  and  stately  Miss 
Penelope  Stanley,  gentlewoman  of  all  accomplish- 
ments, became  in  her  turn  one  of  the  playfellows 
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dxA  warehippers  of  the  affectionate  but  impulsi\  «• 
girl;  for  tbaagh  the  daily  studies  wrMX'  -\'\^ 
attended  to,  it  was  no  longer  as  a  preci*])i.e.'<- 
and  a  scholar,  but  as  an  elder  with  a  younger 
and  belored  sister*  And  they  explored  tliose 
beautiful  vaDeys  together,  and  Eva  would  speak 
of  India  and  her  childish  days,  and  6i  her  father 
who  had  loved  her  so  well,  and  of  Stuart  Aylmer 
the  companion  of  her  voyage,  whom  she  siud  she 
had  so  loved;  and  the  quiet  governess  sometimes 
smiled,  but  oftener  sighed  at  the  young  girl's 
enthusiasm. 

And  thus  Eva  reached  her  seventeenth  year, 
and  it  wanted  but  a  few  months  of  its  completion 
— the  period  when  she  was  to  join  the  family  of 
her  other  guardian— who  had  been  some  time  in 
England — and  she  looked  forward  to  it,  half  fear- 
fully and  half  in  joy ;  fearfully,  when  she  thought 
of  leaving  all  whose  love  and  communion  had 
become  so  necessary  to  her  heart,  for  the  society 
of  comparative  strangers;  and  joyfully,  as  a  young 
beauty  ever  looks  to  that  world,  to  a  knowledge 
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of  which  romances  have  been  her  only  guide. 
And  rapidly  sped  these  few  last  months  to  all,  but 
sadly  and  most  sorrowfully  to  the  fond  unde,  who 
saw  the  last  tie  that  bound  his  heart  to  earth  about 
to  be  broken ;  and  jealously  would  he  try  to  keep 
her  ever  by  his  side,  feeling  restless  and  unhappy 
when  she  left  him  for  a  moment.  And  Eva  grew 
still  fonder  of  the  beautiful  spot  which  she  was 
about  to  leave,  and  would  steal  out  when  he  was 
taking  his  aftemoon^s  nap,  and  wander  alone  in 
the  deep  larch-woods,  and  linger  in  the  grassy 
valleys  where  so  many  of  her  happy  hours  had 
been  passed;  and  there  was  one  spot  in  par- 
ticular, called  the  '^  Murmuring  Olen*" — because 
it  retained  in  low,  continuous  murmurs  the  echoes 
of  a  waterfall  which  appeared  in  the  distance 
like  a  white  streak  of  cloud  through  the  dark 
pine-trees — that  she  liked  above  all ;  and  there 
she  had  often  sat  during  the  still  evenings  of  the 
long  summer  days,  and  with  some  old  romance 
upon  her  knee,  that  Janet  (against  her  better 
judgment)  had  been  prevuled  upon  to  procure, 
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imagined  herself  the  heroine  of  the  tale  she  read, 
and  the  hero  her  imagination  ever  pictured  was 
Stnart  Aylmer;  and  although  she  could  now 
smile  at  the  remembrance  of  those  day-dreamings, 
yet  the  siune  image  almost  nnconscioosly  mingled 
in  the  yotmg  girl's  though  and  visions  of  the 
future, — ^that  future  which  she  loved  to  people 
mih  all  that  was  bri^t  and  beautiful ;  and  if 
ever  a  spot  of  &ir  EngUA  land  was  calculated 
to  inspire  and  foster  such  wilful  dreams,  it  was 
the  beautifulandlonely*^  Murmuring  Glen.''  So 
sweet  and  solemn  was  the  place,  and  so  connected 
with  mournful  legends,  that  the  country  people 
avoided  it— from  something  perhaps  of  that  feeling 
which  makes  them  dislike  to  enter  an  empty  cathe- 
dral church, — and  thus  it  had  the  charm  of  seclu- 
sion, which  enhances  the  value  of  so  many  of  life's 
best  things.  The  steep  banks  on  either  side  were 
covered  with  blue-belle,  which  in  early  summer 
almost  concealed  the  green  of  the  short  spiral 
grass;  with  here  and  there  an  old  oak-tree  shading 
the  richer  sward  at  the  base  of  the  acclivities ; 
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and  a  small  clear  stream  ran  through  the  centre, 
mingling  its  tinklings  with  the  murmurs  of  the 
water-fall. 

And  this  was  the  place  to  which  Eva  came  * 
most  frequently  now,  and  often  lingered  till  the 
twilight  was  grey ;  dreaming  sweet  dreams  of 
happiness  that  no  voice  had  yet  whispered  to  her 
could  never  be  realized ;  and  the  last  evening  of 
her  stay  at  Olandale  arrived,  and  as  usual  she 
stole  out  alone  and  bent  her  steps  towards  the 
Glen,  to  which  she  was  to  bid  a  long,  it  might 
be,  a  last  adieu ;  and  her  heart  was  sad,  for  she 
saw  what  her  undo  sufiered  at  the  anticipation 
of  their  parting,  and  often  she  had  been  on  the 
point  of  renouncing  all,  and  boldly  avowing  her 
determination  to  remain  with  him.  But  Eva's 
was  but  a  womui'^s  heart  after  all;  she  was  con- 
scious of  her  surpassing  beauty,  and  the  rest  may 
be  imagined.  She  opposed  no  obstacle  to  her 
departure,  she  was  happy  at  the  thoughts  of 
going ;  and  yet,  on  this  last  evening  her  spirit 
was  very  sad,  and  she  sat  for  hours  abstractedly 
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vratching  the  httle  brook  winding  its  durping 
course  throngh  the  valley;  and  for  the  first  time 
she  saw  dark  shadows  in  her  vision  of  the  future; 
a  strange  fear  of  coming  evil  crept  into  her  heart, 
and  for  the  first  tim^  ^so  she  shed  the  tears  which 
are  more  bitter  than  those  of  childhood.  She 
ielt  that  in  leaving  Glandale  she  was  embarking 
on  an  unknown  sea,  which  her  pres^it  sensations 
told  her  might  be  a  troubled  one;  but,  like 
Basselas,  her  heart  yearned  for  something  be- 
yond the  haj^y  valley ;  and  in  search  of  that 
ignUfaiuuM^  the  meteor  of  lifo^  she  was  content 
to  encountw  all  the  perib  that  must  attend  her 
departure  from  the  security  of  tranqmllity.  But 
these  few  hours  of  lonely  musing  had  made  her 
wiser  than  before.  It  was  the  eve  of  a  new  era 
in  her  destiny,  and  she  felt  it  to  be  so ;  and  Eva 
Herbert  returned  to  the  house  more  of  a  woman 
in  feeling  than  when  she  left  it. 

It  was  a  mournful  evening  at  the  parsonage. 
Her  uncle  and  Miss  Stanley  were  to  accompany 
her  to   London ;  for  the  latter  was  to  reside  in 
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th0  neighbcfurhood  of  the  metropolis ;  and  Eva 
rejoiced  that  she  should  hare  at  least  one  friend 
near  her.  Many  were  the  plans  which  the  young 
heiress  formed,  to  be  put  in  execution  when  she 
should  come  of  age,  for  a  reunion  with  those 
friend^  so  dear  to  her ;  and  they  listened  and 
smiled  on  her  as  they  had  ever  done^  yet  her 
heart  grew  sadder  and  sadder  as  the  evening 
wore  away*  And  when  the  hour  of  separating 
came,  and  Era  reeeiyed  her  oncle^s  usual  kiss  and 
blessing,  she  could  not  raise  her  eyes  to  the  old 
man^s  face,  but  rushii^  to  her  own  room,  gave 
wi^  to  a.  passionate  flood  oi  tears ;  and  until 
slefip  closed  her  weeping  eyes,  all  her  brilliant 
Tisions  of  the  fixture  were  foigotten. 
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CHAPTER  III. 


"  She  goes  nnto  lore  yet  nntried  and  new, 
She  pari!  from  lore  that  hath  ever  heen  trae.'* 


A  FAiBEB  sun  had  never  shone  over  the  woods 

and  rallejs  of  Olandale,  than  that  which  arose 

on  the  following  morning ;  and  Eva  hailed  it  as 

a  happj  omen,  and'  smiles  again  lighted  up  her 

speaking  face,  as  she  descended  to  the  breakfast- 

parlonr,  and  silently  took  her  seat  by  her  uncle's 

side,  and  placed  her  little  hand  in  his.     But  no 

answering  smiles  met  her  own — a  look  of  painful 

despondency  marked  the  old  man^s  features; 

yet  his  thoughts  were  not  now  with  the  beautiful 

being  by  his  side,  but  with  her  whose  loss  he  had 
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never  ceased  to  mourn.    The  preparations  for 
his  present  journey  recalled  the  last  he  had 
taken,  and  the  deep^  deep  misery  that  accompa- 
nied his  coming  bade, — nor  was  this  one  likely 
to  end  more  happily.    Again  he  should  return  to 
a  desolate  home,  more  desolate  now  than  ever ; 
for  no  young  voice  would  be  there  to  utter  words 
of  cheering,  no  light  footstep  would  henceforth 
rouse  him  from  his  mournful  musings,  and  no 
bright  smile  gladden  his  winter^s  hearth — ^*  alone, 
evermore  alone  V^  such  were  the  words  his  sink- 
ing heart  kept  whispering  to  itself;  and  still  he 
heeded  not  his  niece's  presence,  till  Eva  walking 
to  the  window  tluew  it  open,  and  then  gently 
drew  her  uncle  to  the  spot.     It  was  a  sweet 
May  morning,  and  the  dew  was  yet  sparkling 
on  the  grass  and  flowers;   everything  looked 
bright  and  fresh  in  that  little  garden,  as  bright 
and  fresh  as  it  had  ever  looked ;   there  was  no 
change  there ;  but  Mr«  Herbert  turned  from  the 
fair  scene  with  a  sickening  sensation,  as   he 
reflected  that  this  would  be  the  last  time  the 
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eyes  he  loTed  would  gaze  on  it  with  him,  for 
though  Era  again  and  again  had  promised  to  re* 
turn  to  Qlandale  when  she  became  of  age,  he 
could  not  but  fcel  how  conditional  such  a  promise 
must  be ;  long  before  then— and  he  scarcely  hoped 
it  otherwise— another  might  claim  that  affection  of 
which  at  present  he  kn^w  he  had  the  largest  share, 
or  many  events  that  none  could  foresee,  but  com- 
mon enough  in.  this  changing  world,  might  oc- 
cur to  prevent  their  re-union,  that  re-union  which 
y^fis  now  all  he  had  to  look  forward  to  on  this  side 
'the  grave.  And  in  such  sad. reveries  he  con- 
tinued till  Miss  Stanley  joined  them,  when  they 
sat  down  to  their  morning  meal, — ^and  then  they 
once  more  separated  to  make  the  final  arrange** 
ments  for  their  departure. 

The 'journey  was  a  melancholy  one,  and  the 
spirits  of  each  of  that  little  party  saddened 
more  and  more  as  its  termination  approached. 
Eva  and  Miss  Stanley  parted  with  mutual  feelings 
of  affection  and  regret,  but  with  many  promises 
of  continued  intercourse  and  correspondence; 

VOL.   I.  0 
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the  latter  left  her  companions  within  a  short 
distance  of  London,  where  some  friends  of 
hers  then  resided,  and  the  uncle  and  niece 
were  alone ;  and  thongh  they  knew  that  this  was 
the  last  time  perhaps  for  years  that  they  might 
enjoy  unrestrained  commnnion,  neither  spoke  du- 
ring the  remainder  of  the  journey ;  each  for  the 
other^s  sake  striving  to  hide  those  feelings  which  a 
single  word  would  have  betrayed.  The  hearts  of 
both  were  full,  and  thus  sadly  and  silently  they 
reached  the  house  of  Mr.  Aylmer,  on  the  eyening 
of  the  second  day  from  that  on  which  they  had 
left  Glandale. 

The  noise,  the  lights,  the  ceaseless  hurrying  to 
and  fro,  everything  that  met  her  wondering  sight, 
so  unlike  the  tranquil  sameness  of  the  home  she 
had  left,  produced  a  painful  and  bewildering  sen- 
sation in  Eva^s  mind,  as  she  reflected  how  soon 
she  would  be  without  a  friend — ^at  least  without 
that  friend  who  was  at  present  all  the  world  to 
her — in  this  strange  and  uncouth  looking  place ; 
imd  tears  were  glistening  in  her  eyes  when  she 
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was  shown  with  her  uncle  into  the  spacious  and 
splendidly  fdnushed  drawing-room  of  one  of  the 
finest  mansions  in  Portland-sqnare* 

Old  Janet  had  hurried  to  her  mistress  on  de* 
Bcending  from  her  seat  on  the  box,  where  she  had 
been  feasting  her  eyes  and  ears  with  sights  and 
soonds  to  which  they  had  been  long  unused,  for 
though  bom  in  London,  she  had  spent  most  of  her 
life  fiir  away  from  it,  and  now  hailed  it  again  as  an 
exile  welcomes  the  land  of  lus  birth ;  and  eagerly 
ahe  employed  all  her  simple  rhetoric  in  endeavour- 
ing  to  persuade  her  ^^dearMissEva^Hhat  she  must 
be  happy  in  such  a  grand  and  lorely  place,  before 
which^  she  declared,  the  Tillage  of  Glandale  would 
nerer  dare  to  hold  up  its  head ;  and  Eva  thanked 
her  for  her  attempts  at  consolation,  and  assured 
Janet  she  felt  their  kindness  not  the  less,  because 
at  present  she  could  not  profit  by  them,  and  then 
she  commended  the  old  woman  to  the  care  of  a 
smart,  bustling  housekeeper,  who  now  made  her 
appearance. 

In  a  few  minutes  after,  an  elderly  gentleman* 
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with  .a  benovelent,  good-tempered  face,  whom 
Eva  perfectly  remembered,  entered  the  drawing-^ 
room,  and  cordially  welcomed  his  beautiful  ward 
to  London,  apologizing  for  the  absence  of  his  Mrife, 
who,  he  said,  (not  expecting  Miss  Herbert  till4he 
following  day)  had  gone  with  her  daughters  to  the 
opera ;.  he  was  then  introduced  to  her  uncle,  and 
politely  pressed  him  to  make  their  house  his  home 
during  his  stay  in  town,  which,  however,  Mr. 
Herbert  declined,  alleging  his  intention  of  re^ 
turning  to  Glandale  on  the  following  day  ;  and 
during  all  this  time  Eva^s  tears  were  flowing  fast, 
for  the  barrier  she  had  opposed  to  this  display 
of  feeling  once  broken  down,  they  could  no. 
longer  be  restrained ;  and  Mr.  Aylmer,  respect- 
ing her  emotion,  left  her  alone  with  her  uncle, 
saying  he  was  going  to  send  an  old  acquaintance, 
his  youngest  daughter,  Fanny,  who  being  not 
yet  "  come  out,**^  he  ad^ed,  was  allowed  the  pri- 
vilege of  staying  at  home,  to  preserve  her  com- 
plexion, and  read  to  her  old  papa.  And  but  a 
§faort  time  did  the  uncle  and  niece  now  remain 
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together,  for  Mr.  Herbert  longed  for  solitude,  to 
indulge  those  feelings  which  he  knew  would  but 
increase  his  companion'^s  own  grief  to  witness ; 
and  hastily  wringing  her  hand,  and  Invoking  a 
thousand  blessings  on  her  head,  he  hurried  from 
the  room,  promising  to  see  her  again  on  the  mor^- 
Tow, — and  in  a  few  moments,  Eva  heard  the 
post-ehaise  leave  the  door. 

Several  minutes  elapsed,  and  still  she  stood  in 
the  same  spot  where  she  had  parted  from  her 
uncle,  semingly  unconscious  of  every  surrounding 
object,  her  eyes  dim  and  heavy  from  weeping,  and 
her  brain  dizzy  with  the  change  a  few  hours  had 
wrought  in  her  situation.  She  was  aroused  from 
her  sorrowful  meditations  by  hearing  a  soft  voice 
pronounce  her  name ;  on  turning  round,  she  saw 
by  her  side  a  very  young  and  exceedingly  inte- 
resting looking  girl,  and  the  sweet  child-like  voice 
fell  on  her  ear  Uke  pleasant  music,  as  the  speaker 
said, — ''^  Miss  Herbert,  you  do  not  remember  me. 
It  is  more  than  four  years  since  we  parted.  I 
am  Fanny,  little  Fanny  that  weUf  and  then  your 
fftvourite  playfellow.     There  is   but  one  year 
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between  us,  I  belieye — ^but,  oh  how  beautifoly  how 
veiy  beautifbl  you  are  grown  !^  she  continued, 
gasingwith  unfeigned  admiration  at  her  com- 
panion»  *^  Let  me  take  you  to  your  room,  I  am 
60  eorry  mamma  is  out ;  but  I  will  not  treat  you 
as  a  stranger,  even  for  a  moment.  I  have  so 
longed  for  your  c<»ning,  and  I  am  sure  we  shall 
be  friends/^  And  thus,  as  she  led  the  way  to 
Eva'*s  room,  and  long  after  they  were  both  seated 
there,  Fanny  Aylmer  rattled  on  from  one  subject 
to  another,  scarcely  ever  waiting  for  an  answer, 
and  seemingly  right  glad  to  have  found  so  atten- 
tive and  quiet  a  listener.  She  spoke  of  her  bro- 
ther, whom  she  said  she  scarcely  knew,  except  by 
his  letters  ;  and  Eva  listened  eagerly  to  this,  and 
longed,  but  dared  not  ask,  when  he  would  return ; 
she  learned  only  that  he  was  abroad  with  an  in- 
valid uncle,  the  same  with  whom  he  had  spent 
his  youth ;  and  Fanny  only  ceased  talking  when 
her  companion,  affectionately  wishing  her  good 
night,  begged  to  have  Janet  sent  to  her,  as  she 
was  anxious  to  retire  early  to  rest,  after  the  far 
tigues  of  the  two  preceding  days. 
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fiat  it  is  right  that  the  reader  should  now. 
know  aomeihing  of  the  fiimily,  of  which  Eya 
Herbert  had  become  a  member. 

Mr.  Ayhner,  like  Eva^s  father,  had  been 
sent  to  India  when  very  yoong,  and  like  him  too, 
had  amassed  a  considerable  fortune  there ;  but 
truly  English  in  heart  and  character,  he  had 
ever  looked  forward  with  eagerness  to  a  return 
to  his  native  land,  especially  when  he  was  married 
and  had  a  family ;  but  for  his  children's  sake,  he 
continued  toiling  for  wealth  in  a  country  he  de* 
tested,  that  in  his  latter  days  he  might  see  them 
enjoy  it  in  the  one  he  had  always  loved.  His 
wife  was  a  perfect  contrast  to  himself,  inasmuch 
as  she  despised  everything  and  eveiybody  who 
had  the  misfortune  to  be  English ;  and  how  she 
ever  came  to  nu^Le  up  her  mind  to  many  an 
Englishman,  was  a  matter  of  ceaseless  astonish- 
ment to  all  who  knew  her,  except  her  husband — 
for  in  him  mnoere  regret  soon  swallowed  up  any 
feeling  of  surjwise  he  might  at  first  have  shared 
in  common  idth  her  other  acquaintance.    It  will 
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baturally  be  supposed  that  Mr6.  Aylmer  was  not 
«ui  EDglishwoman  herself,  bnt  alas !  the  truth 
must  be  told ;  she  had  the  unhappiness  to  be  not 
only  an  Englishwoman^  but  a  cockney.  H'OT  dis- 
like to  her  offending  country  was  supposed  to 
have  been  imbibed  during  a  six  months'*  sojourn 
at  a  fashionable  boarding-school  in  Dieppe, whither 
she  had  gone  to  be  ^' finished,'^  before  her  parents 
had  received  the  offer  of  a  distant  relative  in  India, 
to  take  one  of  their  daughters  and  get  her  eligi^ 
bly  married  in  that  country,  where,  he  assured 
them,  a  girl  had  only  to  go,  instantly  to  find  an 
excellent  husband.  This  proposal  being  highly 
acceptable  to  the  father  and  mother  of  four  mar-^ 
riageable  daughters,  Clara,  the  prettiest,  but  least 
amiable  of  the  quartett,  was  immediately  selected, 
and  sent  to  that  roost  desirable  land,  where,  in  a 
jshort  time  after  her  arrival,  she  became  the  wife 
of  the  wealthy  and  respected  Mr.  Aylmer.  On 
his  part  the  match  was  one  of  afiection,  for  he 
had  been  much  struck  with  her  pretty  fiEbce  and 
apparently  simple  manners;    on  hers  it  was 
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pareljr  a  matter  of  canvenance^  and  too  soon  he 
became  conTinced  of  this.  Though  he  ever  treated 
her  ^th  the  greatest  respect  and  consideration, 
those  feelings  which  had  existed  at  the  commence- 
ment of  their  union  were  very  speedily  succeeded 
by  others  of  a  different  nature ;  and  had  it  not 
been  for  his  children,  to  whom  he  was  most  fondly 
attached,  Mr.  Ayhner  would  have  had  little  do- 
mestic happiness  to  boast  of.  As  it  was,  there 
came  frequent  thunder- clouds  athwart  their 
matrimonial  horizon,  which  it  required  all  his 
forbearance  and  good  temper  to  endure.  Of 
these  qualities,  so  necessary  in  the  marriage  state, 
he  certainly  possessed  more  than  an  ordinary 
share;  and  thus  his  life  was  less  harassed  than  it 
otherwise  would  have  been ;  his  greatest  domestic 
trial  having  been  that  of  sending  his  children 
from  him* 

Stuart,  the  eldest,  left  his  family  at  a  very  early 
age,  for  they  feared  hb  health  was  suffering  from 
the  diinate ;  and  under  the  care  of  a  brother  of 
his  &ther\  he  completed  his  education,  hefore 
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he  again  saw  any  of  them ;  and  it  was  in  re-- 
turning  from  tbe  first  visit  he  paid  to  India, 
that  his  kindness,  and  perhaps  handsome  face, 
won  the  jnyenile  affections  of  Eva  Herbert. 

There  were  three  more  children,  daughters ; 
and  concerning  their  education,  a  fiery  conflict  had 
taken  place, — ^the  &ther  urging  his  most  earnest 
wish  that  they  should  be  placed  at  a  school  in 
England,  the  mother  insisting  that  they  should 
be  sent  to  France ;  and  it  was  during  this  debate 
that  Mr  Aylmer,  for  the  first  time  since  their 
marriage,  said  many  harsh  and  even  bitter  things 
to  his  wife,  and  ended  by  declaring  that  if  she 
chose  to  make  two  daughters  as  vain  and  fri- 
volous as  herself,  she  might  take  the  consequence, 
but  he  was  determined  that  one  at  least  of  his 
children  should  grow  up  without  thinking  it  a 
misfortune  to  be  an  Englishwoman,  and  therefore 
Fanny,  the  youngest,   should  never,  with  his 
consent,  set  her  foot  on  the  shores  of  that  country 
to  which  he  imagined  his  wife  owed  most  of  her 
faults.     And   Mrs.    Aylmer,   astonished  at  a 
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nvarmtli  and  firmnees  he  seldom  disp  lajed,  ceased 
to  offer  any  opposition  to  this  arrangement,  and 
80  it  was  decided.  The  two  eldest  girk,  Isabel  and 
darSf  were  educated  at  a  fashionable  Pariuian 
school,  and  Fanny,  to  whom  the  reader  has  been 
already  introduced,  grew  np  under  the  care  of  a 
well-informed  English  gentlewoman,  a  distant  rela- 
tive of  Mr.  Aylmer ;  and  the  result  was  as  the  fa- 
ther anticipated.  When  his  daughters  joined  their 
parents  on  the  arrival  of  the  latter  in  England, 
he  found  the  two  eldest  as  artificial  and  anti- 
English  as  even  their  mother  could  desire,  but 
Fanny,  his  darling  Fanny,  more  than  realised 
his  expectations  respecting  her.  With  less  stri- 
king beauty,  and  fewer  showy  accomplishments, 
she  excelled  her  sisters  in  everything  where 
mind  or  disposition  was  concerned,  and  her  en- 
dearing affection  and  constant  attention  to 
himself)  soon  consoled  him  for  the  heartlessness 
and  affectation  of  the  other  two;  who  affected  to 
despise  their  ^^  ignorant,  dowdy^  sister  (tliese 
were  the  terms  they  usually  applied  to  her)  ; 
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and  Fanny/  in  her  torn,  soon  ceased  to  regard 
their  praise  or  censure  as  a  matter  of  any 
moment.  And  thus  things  continued  up  to  the 
time  of  Eva  Herbert^s  introduction  to  the 
family* 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


"  There's  no  miniatiire 
In  ber  fiur  fiio^  but  is  a  copious  theme. 
Which  would,  disoouTsed  at  large  of,  make  a  volome/ 


Eva  was  awakened  on  the  following  morning,  by 
the  merry  voice  of  her  young  companion  of  the 
preceding  evening,  who  came  to  ask  if  she  might 
take  Janef  8  place  in  assisting  her  to  dress ;  '^  for,'^'' 
continued  the  laughing  girl,  ^^  I  mean  to  become 
your  very  shadow ;  1  have  so  longed  for  a  person 
about  my  own  age,  to  talk  to  and  confide  in,  and  to 
love ;  for  my  sisters,  I  assure  you,  think  it  quite 
beneath  their  dignity  to  converse  with  such  an 
unfashionable, ill-bred  being  as  myself;  and  you, 
I  am  perfectly  certain,  will  be  just  the  friend  I 
have  so  long  and  ardently  wished  for/^  And  thus 
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she  continued  while  Eva  made  her  toilet,  and 
then  they  descended  together  to  a  small  summer- 
room  where  Fanny  and  her  father,  who  were 
early  risers,  usually  spent  an  hour  or  two  before 
the  rest  of  the  family  came  down.     Here  they 
found  Mr.   Aylmer,  who  fondly  embraced  his 
daughter,  and  extended  his  hand  to  his  ward ; 
and  the  look  of  frank  kindness  that  accompanied 
this  action,  made  the  latter  feel  that  in  him  she 
should  find  a  second  uncle.     The  hour  this  little 
party  now  spent  together  was  a  very  pleasant 
one ;  the  grey-haired  Indian  merchant  spoke  to 
Eva  of  her  father — ^his  own  old  acquaintance 
and     contemporary, — ^and     that     dear     name 
awakened  so  many  tender  memories,  that  to  her 
)  time  flew  by  unheeded;  while  Fanny  sat  con- 
itedly  gazing  at  the  perfect  beauty  of  her  new 
md.     Mr.  Aylmer  himself  was  happy  in  the 
a  that  his  youngest  and  best  loved  daughter 
uld  no  longer  be  without  a  companion,  and  it 
9  with  mutual  feelings  of  regret  that  they  saw 
I  servant  enter  to  announce  that  breakfast  was 
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ready — Mrs.  Aylmer  having  sent  to  say  she 

would  take  hers  in  her  own  room,  where. she 

shoold,  after  that,  be  happy  to  see  Miss  Herbert. 

And  to  thebrci^&st-room  they  went,  and  there 

foimd  the  eldest  Miss  Aylmer,  who  languidly 

advanced  to  greet  their  new  inmate,  and  this 

ceremony  over,  she  again  sank  in  the  large 

fauteuil  which  she  had  drawn  dose  to  the  fire, 

though  it  was  now  the  middle  of  May,  and  did 

not  condescend  to  open  her  lips  again  till  the 

meal    was   concluded,   when   she   asked    Miss 

Herbert   to   accompany  her  to  Mrs.  Aylmer's 

room. 

This  of  course  was  complied  with,  and  Eva, 
already  snffidiently  disgusted  with  the  daughter, 
no  sooner  saw  the  mother,  than  she  conceived  an 
unconquerable  aversion  towards  her.  Reclined 
in  a  chaise  longucy  elaborately  dressed,  and  still 
more  elaborately  rouged,  with  a  complexion  on 
which  the  climate  of  India  had  left  even  more 
than  its  usual  ravages,  Mrs.  Aylmer  presented 
the  idea  of  a  person  whom  old  age  had  surprised 


Digitized 


by  Google 


40  THE   POOR  COUSIN. 

with  all  the  follies  and  vanities  of  youth  upon 
her.  Besides  all  this,  there  was  a-  look  of 
quierulous  discontent  and  ill-nature  plainly  de- 
picted in  her  £eu»;  and  as  she  raised  it  to  examine 
that  of  her  young  guest,  Eva  thought  she  had 
neyer  beheld  so  unpleaaing  an  aspect* 

^'-Well,  really.  Miss  Herbert,  I  never  should 
have  recognised  you  again,^  began,  this  lady,  after 
the  usual  compliments  had  passed, — ^'  who  would 
have  thought  that  four  years  could  make  such  a 
difference  in  anybody,  thought  to  be  sure  there 
are  my  own  daughters  grown  out  of  aU  knowledge; 
but  then  they  have  had  the  advantage  of  living 
during  that  time  in  France,  which  has  given  them 
a  certain  air  tUstingui  that  it  is  quite  impossible 
ever  to  acquire  in  thisGk>thic  country.  I  presume, 
my  dear,  jjovlt  education  has  been  terribly  neg- 
lected, shut  up  as  you  have  been  in  a  place  where 
the  people  can  be  only  half-civilised.  Isabel 
shall  hear  you  play  and  sing  by-and-bye,  and 
she  will  be  able  to  judge  what  further  instruction 
you  may  require.    Now  there  is  my  Fanny,  poor 
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ehild,  her  fiither  would  not  let  her  go  to  France, 
but  she  is  taking  lessons  in  French  and  music^ 
and  70a  can  have  the  same  instfactors ;  for  I 
suppose  70U  would  not  wish  to  come  out  till  you 
have  lost  a  little  of  your  rustic  manners,  which, 
however,  a  constant  association  with  my 
daughters  will  soon  enable  you  to  do."^ 

Here  Mrs.  Aylmer,  exhausted,  or  feigning 
to  be  so,  from  haying  made  such  a  lengthy 
speech,  leant  back  in  her  chair,  awaiting  an 
answer. 

Now  to  say  that  Eva  was  astonished  at  this 
address,  would  convey  but  a  very  feeble  impres- 
sion of  the  state  of  her  mind.  If  the  reader  can 
understand  what  it  is  to  have  certain  fixed 
opinions  that  have  grown  with  his  growth,  and 
strengthened  with  his  strength,  completely  over- 
turned and  set  aside  by  a  few  apparently  insig- 
nificant words,  he  may  form  some  faint  notion  of 
her  sensations  while  listening  to  Mrs.  Aylmer^s 
speech,  and  of  the  diflBculty  she  found  in  fram- 
ing a  suitable  reply.    It  must  be   recollected 
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that  Eya  Herbert  had  been  a  spoilt  child,  in 
more  than  the  usual  acceptation  of  the  term, — 
for  not  only  her  immediate  friends,  but  all  who 
knew  her,  did  homage  to  the  little  beauty^s  love- 
liness and  fascination ;  she  had  been  the  idol  of 
her  own  small  circle ;  accustomed  ever  to  hear 
herself  lauded  above  all  others ;  every  change 
in  her  countenance  noted  and  approved,  every 
lively  word  she  uttered  that  could  by  any  effort 
of  ingenuity  be  tortured  into  a  witticism,  treasured 
up  and  repeated  again  and  again,  till  even  praise 
grew  irksome  to  her ;  and  now  to  be  addressed 
not  only  as  a  child,  but  an  ignorant,  unpolished 
country  rustic— 

"  Oh  !  *twaB  too  much,  too  dreadful  to  endure," — 

and,  in  all  probability,  Mrs.  Aylmer  would  have 
been  as  much  astonished  in  her  turn,  at  the 
answer  her  young  guest  was  meditating,  had  the 
latter  been  allowed  an  opportunity  of  uttering  it; 
for  Eva^s  cheeks  had  a  deeper  colour  than  was 
their  wont,  and  her  eyes,  usually  so  soft  in  their 
brightness,   now  flashed  forth  glances  of  any- 
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tlmig  but  love  ;  but  at  this  ihrettteniiig  moment 
a  BerYvnt  came  to  umomice  that  her  mide  was 
wsiting  for  her  below,  and  without  a  word  she 
roahed  out  of  the  room,  and  in  a  few  seconds 
found  herself  again  in  hia  arms. 

It  would  have  greatly  modified  the  wounded 
pride  of  the  young  heiress,  could  she  have  heard 
the  oonyersation  that  took  place  on  her  abrupt 
exit  from  the  boudoir. 

^^  It  will  be  no  use,  mamma,  began  Miss  Ayl- 
mer,  ^'  you  may  talk  yourself  into  a  ferer,  that 
little  minx  will  have  her  own  way ;  and  upon  my 
word,  I  do  not  see  what  you  should  be  afraid  of, 
I  am  at  a  loss  to  understand  what  papa  meant 
about  her  extraordinary  beauty;  why,  she  is 
-nearly  a  mulatto  in  the  first  phM^e, — but  really 
Englishmen  hare  such  strange  ideas  on  these 
sttlijects.  Now  in  France— oA  ma  belle  France^ 
qneje  te  regrette  I — ^in  France,  I  repeat,  mamma, 
nobody  would  look  at  her  twice ;  there  is  no 
toufnare^  none  of  that  *'*'je  ne  saie  quoT  air 
about  her.    that    fascinates    people    of   taste; 
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your  {tATS  of  her  eclipsing  us,  really  appear  most 
ridiculous.'*^ 

*^  Not  half  so  ridiculous,  Bella,  as  your  pre- 
tended blindness  to  what  every  one  must  see ;  it 
is  folly  to  deny  it  to  ourselves,— if  that  girl  is 
allowed  to  go  into  society  with  you  and  your 
sister,  you  may  both  of  you  as  well  sit  knitting 
stockings  by  the  school-room  fire,  as  hope  to  get 
admirers.  Her  fortune,  too,  will  be  ten  times  as 
much  as  yours; — ^nothing  could  be  more  unfor- 
tunate than  her  coming  just  now, — so  difierent 
from  what  I  expected  too  f ' 

'^  And  pray,  mamma,  if  I  may  presume  to  in- 
quirO)  in  what  do  you  find  Miss  Herbert  so 
isuperior  to  your  own  daughters  T" 

"  Don^t  be  a  fool,  child ;  have  I  not  enough 
to  vex  me  already !  you  and  Clara  are  handsome 
and  well-bred,  and  accomplished ; — ^the  latter,  I 
flatter  myself,  in  no  slight  degree,— and  this  is 
owing  to  my  unwearied  perseverance  in  getting 
you  sent  to  France, — but  Eva  Herbert  is  no 
4;ommon  beauty ;  I  have  seen  many  lovely  girls, 
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girls  irbo  have  been  the  tbaists  and  idols  of  their 
day,  but  I  never  saw  anything  to  be  compared 
to  her — now  do  not  intermpt  me,  Isabel^  |  tell 
yon,  I  was  quite  confounded  when  she  entered 
the  rooEQ,  for  I  thought  little  of  what  your  father 
told  us  last  night,  though  even  that  determined 
me  to  persiiade  her  not  to  come  out  this  season ; 
— bat  what,  for  goodness^  sake,  is  the  matter, 

child  r 

Poor  Isabel,  no  longer  able  to  contain  her 
feelings,  had  burst  into  a  passionate  flood  of 
tears.  .  . 

*^  Mamma,  I  hate  her  !^  was  all  she  said,  as 
she  hastily  quitted  the  room  and  slammed  the 
door  after  her. 

And  Mrs.  Aylmer  could  with  great  sincerity 
have  echoed  her  daughter's  words ;  but  then  it* 
would  neither  have  taken  away  one  particle  of 
Eva's  beauty,  nor  added  one  shilling  to  her  own 
diildren^s  dowry,  and  therefore  the  words  re- 
mained unsaid ;  and  the  prudent  mother  set  her 
thoughts  to  work  to  find  out  the  best  means  of 
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counteracting  the  anticipated  evil  effects  of  this 
new  star,  rising  on  the  feshionable  hcricon  at  the 
same  time  with  her  own  accomplished  but  un- 
interesting daughters. — ^But  where,  during  this 
period,  was  the  innocent  subject  of  all  this  mo* 
therlj  manoeuyring! 

Eva,  on  parting  from  her  uncle,  had  locked 
herself  in  her  own  room,  refusing  to  admit  even 
Fanny,  and  spent  the  whole  morning  in  tears ; 
it  was  not  for  many  hours  after  that  she  even 
recollected  the  conversation  she  had  had  with 
Mrs.  Aylmer ;  and  when  at  length  she  did  re- 
call it,  the  remembrance  was  anything  but 
pleasing  to  her.  Eva  was  not  vain,  in  the  usual 
meaning  of  the  word,  but  she  could  not  avoid 
knowix^  she  was  beautiful ;  and  ifc  had  occasion- 
ally occurred  to  her  that  there  might  be  some 
gratification  in  others  knowing  it  too ;  besides, 
as  she  said  to  herself,  she  had  c<Hne  to  London 
for  the  express  purpose  of  seeing  more  of  society 
than  she  could  do  at  Glandale, — it  was  her  fa- 
therms  wish  that  she  should  do  so ;  '^  and  why,'^ 
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repeated  she,  *^  shoald  I  make  myseif  a  baby 
again,  and  apend  anotiier  year  in  the  school- 
room, jsist  to  please  that  excessively  disagreeable 
old  woman  !^  And  then  she  wondered  when 
Stnari  wonld  return,  and  if  he  was  altered^  and 
then  she  reflected  that  it  might  not  be  so  tedious 
studying  a  little  longer  with  Fanny,  if  he  were 
sometimes  their  companion  and  assistant ;  but 
still  she  remained  undecided  as  to  the  course  she 
should  pursue,  when  Fanny  again  craved  ad- 
mittance; this  time  it  was  not  refused;  and 
receiving  permission  to  dismiss  Janet,  who  had 
come  to  dress  her  young  mistress  for  dinner, 
the  intruder  seated  herself,  and  thus  began : — 

^'  I  aun  come,  dear  Eva,  to  have  a  little  con- 
fidential chat  with  you ;  for  it  is  quite  inqpossible 
that  I  can  let  you  remiun  any  longer  ahme, 
crying  yourself  into  fits.  I  fear  you  wilL  never 
leam  to  love  us  as  you  do  your  unele ;  but  you 
most  try  to  be  as  happy  as  you  can«  Papa  is 
most  anxious  about  you;  it  would  make  him 
very  nnoomfortaUe  to  think  that  your  remain- 


Digitized 


by  Google 


4$  THE   POOB  COUSIN. 

ing  hexe  was  a  penance  to  you.'  I  declare,  Eva, 
I  am  already  half  jealous ;  he  talks  so  much 
about  you. — Ah,  that  is  right;  it  rejoices  me 
much  to  see  a  smile  on  those  coral  lips.'" 

^'  It  wojald  indeed  be  the  height  of  ingratitude, 
Fanny y**^  said  Eva,  ^^  were  I  insensible  to  your 
kind  efforts  at  consolation*  I  have  felt  deeply 
this  first  parting  from  my  uncle ;  but  I  shall 
aoon  get  over  it ;  and  then  you  will  find  my 
gaiety,  I  fear,  as  troublesome  as  my  sadness  now; 
but  you  have  something  particular  to  speak 
about?'' 

"  Yes,''  replied  Fanny,  assuming  a  tone  of 
meek  gravity ;  '^  I  have  heard  that  you,  or  at 
least  your  countenance,  all  beautiful  and  placid 
as  it  now  seems,  exhibited  this  morning  certain 
signs  of  rebellion  against  my  lady  mother,  when 
she  proffered  her  most  disinterested  advice,  that 
you  should  defer  your  <Ubul  till  the  next  season 
and  for  thia  heinous  sin  I  am  come  to  take  you 
to  task." 
•  **  Spare  me,  Fanny,"  said  Eva, "  I  plead  guilty 
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tothocharge.  I  did,  forthemonient) fedangrj 
at  being  treated  like  a  child,  and  donbtleea  my 
treacberoofl  ootmienance  expressed  as  muoh;  but 
I  will  make  my  apologies  so  prettily,  that  even 
yoor  mamma  (who  I  do  think  dislikes  me  al- 
ready) shall  graoiottaly  extend  a  pardon.^^ 

''  All  in  good  time>  nwek  penitent  bdy ;  but 
now  hear  me,  and  in  the  fii«t  plaee  yon  mnsi 
know  that  papa  and  mama  have  had  a  sort  of 
dispute  about  yon  this  momiog,^ 

**  About  me,  Fanny  T 

^^£v«a  so;  insignifieant  as  yon  doubtless 
think  yourself^  jpou  have  actually  been  the  oause 
of  something  very  nearly  t^roashii^to  a  quarrel 
between  two  people,  who,  to  tell  the  truth,  (for 
you  know  friends  should  have  no  seerets,)  scarcely 
ever  exchange  half  a  dosen  words  togetbeiv-^ut 
I  am  going  to  tell  you  how  it  happened,  I  was 
in  Cltra^s  room  while  you  were  with  mamma  this 
Qornii)^;  she  was  recounting  to  me  her  imagined 
wn^oesta  of  last  mght^-^though  Clara  is  really 
pretlyf  and  not  mar  so  a&cted  as  Bdia,— wdl, 
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while  thus  employed,  Isabel  suddenly  rushed  ioto 
the  room,  her  eyes  red  and  swollen  with  crying, 
declaring  she  would  not  stay  at  home  to  be  so 
treated;  that  ail  the  house,  including  mama,  had 
gone  mad  about  your  beauty ;  that  herself  and 
Clara  would  be  despised  and  neglected,  and  a 
great  deal  more  that  was  unintelligible,  for  she 
had  again  commenced  crying,  and  it  ended  in  a 
violent  fit  of  hysterics.  At  this  interesting  mo* 
ment  it  happened  that  papa  was  passing  the  door, 
and  hearing  such  a  violent  sobbing,  he  came  in  to 
ihquire  the  cause,  which  I  was  obliged  to  ex- 
plam  as  well  as  I  could.  Now  if  there  is  one 
thing  that  provokes  papa  more  than  another,  it 
is  seeing  a  person  in  hysterics,  which  he  says  is 
nothing  but  French  humbug-Jbe  caUs  all  kinds  of 
affectation  and  felly  /V^ncA-— and  though  I  really 
tried  to  inake  Bella  appear  as  little  ridiculous  as 
possible,  he  got  very  angry,  and  ordered  a  jug  of 
cold  water  to  be  thrown  over  her,  and  that  she 
should  be  left  alone ;  but  by  this  time  mama 
l^ad  heard  of  it,  and  came  to  comfort  and  condole 
with  her  injured  child.  From  her  papa  insisted  on 
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hearing  a  correct  stotement  of  what  had  paseed 
in  her  room,  whkh  macna  gave,  together  with  a 
not  very  flattering  opinion  of  your  temper ;  yon 
see  I  am  very  candid  with  yon, — and  then  she 
declared  that  yoa  were  much  too  young  to  come 
oat, — ^that  papa  ought  to  insist  (in  his  office  of 
guardian)  upon  yoor  studying  a  year  with  me ; 
by  that  time,  she  sud,  Bel  and  Clara  would  most 
likely  he  well  married,  and  then — ^But  I  am  not  at 
liberty  to  repeat  her  second  motherly  suggestion ; 
it  is  enough  to  say  that  papa  was  most  indignant 
at  the  idea  of  such  mancBUvring,  and  insisted  upon 
her  never  again  interfering  in  any  way  with  you. 
He  then  left  the  room  with  me ;  and,  when  we 
were  alone,  papa  authorised  me  to  repeat  to  you 
as  much  as  was  necessary  of  this  conversation, 
and  to  add  that  it  was  hUi  sincere  wish  that 
while  imder  his  protection  you  would  look  upon 
him  as  a  father,  and  feel  no  more  reatraint  to- 
wards him  than  though  he  really  stood  in  that 
relationship  to  you.    And  for  myself  dear  Eva, 
I  need  not  repeat  that  I  ahready  regard  you  as 

n  2 


Digitized 


by  Google 


S2  .THS  POOB  oouaiK. 

a  siater ;  and  X  do  hope  that  papa  and  I  shall  be 
able  between  us  to  make  your  resideBce  here 
agreeable  to  jw^ 

^^  You  are  very,  yery  kind,  Fanny,  and  I 
thank  you  sincerely  for  your  cwidour  and  affee* 
tion ;  but  how  can  I  eyer  be  suffioiently  gratefal  to 
Mr.  Aylmer  (or  his  gr^  <^|i9icUiation  toiwards 
me, — a  strange?  too,--w|nd  one  whose  presence 
has  already  created  dissexisioii  in  his  fiamily !  Oh, 
would,^  continued  Eva«  the  t^ara  starting  to  her 
eyes, — "would that  I  had  nevQr  left  my  happy 
valley  r 

"  Nay  this  is  unkind  towards  me,  Eva ;  think 
how  much  pli^ure  I  should  have  missed  had  you 
never  come  among  us ;  you  cannot  fancy  the  de- 
light I  feel  in  having  some  one  of  my  own  age 
that  I  can  c^  a  friend;  yoU  wonder,  perhaps, 
thaii  I  lE^eak  indifferently  and  coldly  of  mj 
sistea^,,  that  I  aon^^intes  even  ridicule  their 
follies;  it  is  wt^ng,-^I  am  sure  it  is  very, 
very  wrong  ;^  but  you  know  not  the  provocation 
I  have  had.    I  met  thetn  after  a  separation  of 
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more  than  three  jearS)  with  the  most  earnest 
wish  to  love  and  look  up  to  them ;  but  oh,  Eva^ 
if  joQ  could  hare  seen  how  every  effort  I  made 
to  win  their  confidence  and  love  waa  repnUed 
and  ridiculed,  how  everything  1  said  or  did  waa- 
laughed  at  and  condemned,  as  out  of  tluste  or 
old-&ah]oned  and  vulgar,  you  would  no  longer 
wonder,  that,  little  by  little,  my  feelings  changed, 
till  indifier^Mie  took  the  place  of  the  warmest 
sisterly  affection ;  and  that  I  ev^  occasionally 
pay  back  the  ridicule  they  once  so  unsparingly 
bestowed  upon  me.  But  now  that  I  bAve  found 
a  friend  in  you,  I  am  so  happy  that  I  intend  to 
be  at  peace  with  all  the  world,  and  to  listen  and 
smile  most  benignly  whenever  my  charming 
sisters  speak  to  me  of  their  admirers  and  their 
conquesta-^which,  by  the  bye,  are  the  only  things 
they  ever  do  speak  to  me  aboutr— instead  of  turn- 
ing away  impatiently,  as  I  own  I  have  often 
done,  and  as  you  will  be  doing  from  me,  I  fear, 
unless  I  cease  talking.  See,  it  only  wants  five 
minates  to  six ;  I  have  actually  been  half  an 
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hour  chattering^  and  not  allowed  yon  to  pot  in  a 
word/' 

'^  Well  then,  Fanny,  I  will  make  up  for  it  now; 
for  I  shall  ask  you  to  listen  to  me  for  five  minutes. 
«*-just  while  I  finish  dressing — ^without  interrup-. 
tion.  I  am  exceedmgly  grieved  at  having  been 
the  cause  of  annoyance  to  your  kind  and  worthy 
father,  as  well  as  to  Mrs.  Aylmer  and  her  daugh- 
ter ;  and  were  it  not  that  I  feel  I  am  obeying 
my  owii  poor  fathe/s  wishes  by  remaining  here, 
I  should  at  once  return  to  Glandale, — ^nay,  hear 
me  out,  Fanny:  it  will  be  no  great  sacrifice  on 
my  part  to  yield  to.  your  mama^  desire,  that  I 
should  study  for  a  year  with  you.  I  am  not  vain 
enough,  believe  me,  to  suppose  that  my  coming 
out  now,  could  in  any  way  interfere  with  your 
sisters^  prospects ;  but  since  Mrs.  Aylmer  docs 
me  the  honour  to  imagine  so  improbable  a  thing, 
I  will  cheerfully  consent  to  remain  for  another 
season  in  the  school-room ;  and  with  you,  my 
dear  Fanny,  for  a  companion,  I  doubt  not  it  will 
be  passed  quite  as  happily  as  though  my  time 


Digitized 


by  Google 


TUB  POOB  COUSIN^  55 

was  ocenpied  with  balk,  routs,  concerts,  und  the 
opera ; — by  tlie  bye,  I  must  go  to  the  opera ;  I 
cannot  give  up  thai ;  I  will  wear  a  hood  or  a 
mask,  if  your  maina  pleases ;  but  go  I  must ; 
and  this  is  the  only  concession  in  return  for 
mine  that  I  shall  ask/*^ 

''  Ah,  dearest  Eva,  if  I  thought  it  would  be 
really  no  sacrifice  on  your  part,  how  very  happy 
your  determination  would  make  me ;  we  might 
then  be  always  together,  and  papa  will  be  so  de- 
lighted to  have  another  companion  in  the  Ipnely 
evenings  he  spends  when  mama  and  my  sisters 
are  out.  And  yet,*^  continued  Fanny,  ^^  I  think 
I  should  enjoy  hearing  of  the  admiration  yoii 
would  excite,  if  you  went  into  society.  Yes,  that 
would  be  delightful ;  and  it  might  humble  Clara 
too  a  little,  who  imagines  herself  a  Venu^  de 
Medicis  at  least.  But  then  there  is  another 
reason,  a  pet  reason  of  my  own,  totally  distinct 
from  all  I  have  mentioned  yet,  that  makes  me 
anxious  you  should  npt  be  seen  too  much  at  pro* 
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sent.  Nowyoaneednottiy  togaessit;  beeause 
it  is  quite  impossible  such  an  idea  eottld  erer  enter 
yotir  head.^ 

Perhaps  Fanny  was  right ;  yet  if  so,  and  Eva 
could  not  guess  this  pet  idea,  why  did  she  blush 
so  brightly,  and  warmly  kissing  her  companion'^s 
cheek,  whisper, — **  It  is  all  settled,  love ;  I  am 
quite  delighted  at  the  choice  I  have  made  ;  so 
let  us  go  and  tell  your  papa  !** 

On  descending  to  the  drawing-room  they  found 
the  rest  of  the  company  assembled.  Eva  was 
presented  to  the  second  daughter,  and  her  man*- 
ner  was  somewhat  less  frigid  than  that  of  the 
eldest  had  been,  though  at  first  Clara  seemed 
rather  startled  at  the  beauty  that  was  to  rival 
'her  own* 

Mrs.  Aylmer^s  manner  was  also  more  gracious 
now ;  and  when  her  young  guest,  with  the  na- 
tural ease  of  an  instinctively  graceful  demeanour, 
apologised  for  having  quitted  her  apartment  so 
abruptly  in  the  morning,  her  answer  was  all 
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that  oould  be  expected  or. desired  on  such  an 
occasion;  and  as  the  offended  Isabel  did  not 
make  her  appearance^  something  like  harmony 
reigned  amongst  them.  Nothing  conld  exceed 
the  kindness  and  attention  of  Mr.  Aylmer  to 
his  ward ;  and  the  latter  soon  took  an  oppor-^ 
tnnity  of  declarii^  to  him  the  result  of  her 
conversation  with  Fanny ;  to  which  he  replied, 
that  she  was  at  liberty  to  follow  her  own  incli- 
nations  in  all  things,  and  that  no  one  should  in'* 
terfere  with  her* 

In  the  conrse  of  the  evening,  Clara  asked  Eva 
to  accompany  her  in  a  vocal  du^t,  which  the 
latter  cheerfolly  complied  with ;  and,  to  the  de- 
light of  Mrs.  Aylmer,  there  was  here  ample  room 
for  criticism ;  for  though  Eva^s  voice  was  sweet 
and  melodioiis,  it  wanted  cultivation  and  effect ; 
and  it  gave  immense  pleasure  to  the  vam  and 
ill«bred  mother  to  point  out  these  defects,  and 
compare  them  with  her  own  daughter's  finished 

style.     And  Eva  now  listened  pretty  patiently  ; 
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and  if  occasionally  she  did  bite  her  red  lips  till 
they  became  still  redder,  it  must  not  be  ^preatly 
charged  agunst  her ;  for  the  harangue  was  very 
long  and  tedious,  and  the  speaker  only  concluded 
her  remarks  on  the  incalculable  advantages  of  a 
Frendi  education,  when  her  husband,  with  an 
impatient  ^^  pshaw  V^  interrupted  her,  and  begged 
that  she  would  remember  that  Miss  Herbert  had 
not  come  to  London  to  be  lectured  like  a  child. 
But  Eva,  who  was  anxious  that  no  more  un* 
pleasantness  should  arise  on  her  account,  ad- 
vanced with  the  most  perfect  good-tempered  ease 
to  her  hostess ;  and  as  she  wished  her  good  night, 
said,  that  being  fully  conscious  of  her  own  many 
deficiencies,  she  had  determined  on  taking  the 
kind  and  judicious  advice  that  lady  had  proffered 
in  the  morning.  Mrs.  Aylmer  saw  ndt,  or  failed 
to  understand,  the  slight  curl  of  the  pretty  lip 
that  accompanied  these  words ;  but  the  look  and 
smile  of  peculiar  satis&ction  with  which  they 
were  received,  made  Eva  fancy  that  some  other 
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cause  beside  the  one  Fanny  had  assigned,  must 
exist  to  render  her  not  '^  coming  ont^^  a  matter 
of  such  great  interest  to  the  selfish  and  designing 
mother.  And  she  pondered  on  this,  and  Fanny's 
pet  idea,  long  after  she  had  retired  to  rest. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


"  Oh  you  who  at  lighter  aiBictioiiB  repine, 
Arrest  jroor  oomplidiiiiigB  and  list  ye  to  mine !" 


The  reader  most  now  turn  from  the  bright 
commencement  of  Eva  Herbert^s  career,  and 
follow  the  narrative  into  the  still  chamber  of  the 
dying. 

On  a  cottch  near  an  open  window  overlook- 
ing the  Bay  of  Naples,  lay  a  lady  in  the  prime 
of  life,  though  the  streaks  of  grey  that  mingled 
with  the  jet  of  her  soft  black  hair,  and  the  heavy 
languor  of  the  half-closed  eyelids,  told  too  plainly 
that  her  prime  was  already  blighted.  White 
as  marble  was  the  sunken  cheek,  and  thin 
almost  to  transparency,  the  small  hand  that 
strayed  so  tenderly  amid  the  flaxen  ringlets  of  a 
fair  boy,  who  rested  his  head  on  the  pillows  of 
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her  eoQOh)  and  deep  and  fidirv^tit  the  look  of  l<)^e 
that  beamed  from  those  gentle  eyed  upon  the 
child,  te  h^  BtMf  whi«pered-^''Do  not  aead  me 
away,  iiiama»  till  Alice  retnratf,  and  I  will  be 
very,  t^ry  qniet.^ 

Alaa!  poor  afflicted  one,  little  ivaafittchan 

^ittniranoe  needed,  tot  aeldom   wae    that  eoft, 

plaintive   roice  taised  above  a  whiilper%     No 

indueetneat  had  that  fair  child  to  mingle  in  the 

sportu  and  pleaenres  befitting  hie  ago— he  wae 

blind,  and  had  been  so  trom  his  birth.    Never 

had  ^oee  bine  eyes  looked  On  the  glorious  smi, 

or  watered  the  growth  of  floweris,  or  marked  the 

wond^tr  of  the  earth.    A  sad  and  lonely  life  he 

would  have  led,  bnt  for  the  nntiring  devotion 

of  that  fond  mother,  whose  every  thought  and 

hope  was  centered  in  her  blind  boy.  **And  this,^ 

she  murmured,  gating  on  him  now,  as  he  clung 

closer  to  the  hand  that  caressed  him,  '^  this  alone 

is  the  bitterness  of  death!   I  could  have  bom^ 

all,  all,  but  to  leave  my  child.    Alice  loves  him, 

but  not  with  a  mother^s  love,  and  she  will  marry. 
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and  her  husband  may  be  harsh  to  hinii  and — '*'* 
but  the  picture  seemed  too  dreadful  for  the  dying 
mother,  and  she  sunk  back  on  her  pillow  and 
wept  conynlsively. 

At  that  moment,  a  slight,  pale  girl  entered 
the  room,  and  ran  to  the  side  of  the  sufferer. 

*'  Mama,  dearest  mama,'^  said  she,  ''  you 
are  woirse  again !  oh,  why  did  you  let  me  leave 
you  this  morning!  let  me  send  instantly  for  the 
doctor !  And  look  at  this  basket  of  beautiful 
fruit !  Nina  would  insist  on  my  bringing  it  to 
you.  If  you  could  eat  a  little  of  it,  I  am  sure  it 
would  refresh  you  this  warm  evening^-and  now 
I  am  going  to  send  Margaret  for  Dr.  C        ^ 

^'  Stay,  Alice  love,  it  is  needless,^  replied  her 
mother,— ^^  it  is  the  mind,  and  not  the  body 
that  suffers  now.  Sit  down  by  me,  for  1  have 
much  to  say  to  you,  and,  oh  my  children,  do 
not  blame  me  that  I  have  so  long  concealed  what 
I  must  no  longer  hide  from  you — I  am  dying ! 
Nay,  Alice,  do  not  weep ;  to  you  I  look  for 
support  and  consolation  in  the  approaching  trial; 
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and  you/ my  cherished  boy,  be  eomforied ;  ^oar 
aiBter  will  be  kind  and  good  to  yoa  ;  she  will 
watch  over  and  care  for  yonr  happinees  ae  I 
have  done.  She  will  never  leare  nor  forsake  yon, 
and  6od  will  reward  her  for  it*  Alice,  I  mnst 
exacts  or  rather  implore  a  promise  from  yon,  to 
enable  me  to  die  in  peace — ^bnt  I  mnst  first  tell 
you  some  particnlars  concerning  your  father  and 
my  own  family,  abont  which  I  have  so  frequently 
evaded  your  inquiries.^ 

*'  Nay,  mama,  do  not  &tigue  yourself  by 
talking  now ;  when  you  are  stronger  you  will 
tell  me  all,  for  I  can  think  of  nothing  at  present 
but  your  illness.^ 

^^  I  shall  never  be  stronger  in  this  world,  my 
child,  so  listen  to  me  now*  You  have  often 
heard  me  speak  of  my  father  with  affection  and 
regret — but  you  know  not  all  the  cause  I  have  to 
do  so.  Oh  how  that  old  man  loved  me,  Alice !  I 
cannot  recall  it,  even  now,  without  tears  of  bitter 
self-reproach,  for  the  misery  I  subsequently 
caused  him.     I  had  an  only  sister,  who  was  one 
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year  jroungor  than  myseU^H>ar  mother  had  died 
when  we  were  quit^  ohildren^^thiB  siater  was  a 
quiet,  gentle  girl,  andlam  Borethonight  of  nothing 
beyond  the  simple  duties  and  amnsetnents  that 
occupied  our  calm  and  eventlesB  days,  in  the 
quiet  county  of  Cumberland,  where  my  Other's 
property  lay.  But  I  was  of  a  wanner  and 
rikore  restless  nature,  and  at  times  a  feeling  of 
ennui  and  weariness  would  creep  oyer  me,  at  the 
close  of  those  long  summer  evenings,  that  to 
her  brought  such  unmingled  pleasure ;  when  our 
father  would  take  us  to  row  on  the  lake,  or  make 
us  gallop  our  ponies  along  the  margin,  by  the 
side  of  his  old  grey  hunter ;  or  elimb  with  us 
one  of  the  adjacent  hills,  or  sit  delighted  in  the 
summer-house  of  the  garden,  sipping  hi«  wine, 
while  we  read  to  nim  long  accounts  of  hunts  and 
steeple-chases.  But  I  soon  grew  impatient  and 
disgusted  with  all  this.  I  was  nineteen,  Alice, 
when  I  first  saw  your  father.  He  had  come 
down  to  Cumberland  to  hunt  for  a  few  weeks  in 
our  neighbourhood,  and  had  an  accident  near  to 
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out  howe-^io  whioh  my  father  had  him  carried 

in  a  state  of  inaensibility.    Daring  the  time  that 

Captain  Norton  itraa  our  gaest,  my  Cftther  die* 

covered  that  he  was  the  son  of  an  old  a^naint* 

aaee  of  his  own,  with  whom  he  had  had  some  dis^ 

agreement  which  was  neter  explained  to  me;  bnt 

nrfiether  it  w«i  the  rankling  remembr^ce  of  this, 

or  one  of  those  strangeantlpathies  that  fellow  mor* 

tals  ooeasionally,  even  M  iirst^ght,  conceive  to^ 

mirds  each  other,  I  nereir  knew.  At  all  events,  he 

who  till  then  I  had  never  he^rd  speak  harshly  of 

any  one,  took  a  most  unaccountable,  and  to  me  it 

seemed,  unjust  aversion  to  Maurice  Norton— -and 

this  aversion  was  returned  tenfold  by  the  object 

of  it,  thoagh  I  guessed  it  not  then. 

''  Your  fikther,  after  his  recovery,  lingered  in 
our  neighbouriiood ;  we  met  frequently,  and  soon 
became  lovers.  And  now,  Alice,  mark  well  what 
follows.  I  have  told  you  how  the  old  man  my 
father  dooted  upon  me,  how  he  ever  preferred 
me  with  all  my  wayward  tempers  and  negligence 
of  his  comforts,  to  my  good  and  quiet  sister. 
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whose  every  thought  was  to  contribute  to  his 
happiness;  I  knew  this  well,  and  jet,  AUce, 
when  after  hearing  the  detail  of  our  love,  he 
aaid| — and  his  very  lips  were  white, — ^Einily,  if 
you  marry  that  man^  ydu  will  break  your  old 
£ather^s  heart,^  I  turned  coldly,  sullenly  away, 
with  a  determination  to  sacrifice  his  feelings  to 
my  own«  And  I  did  so ;  I  believed  that  After 
our  marriage  all  would  be  made  up ;  aiid  my  sis- 
ter^s  prayers,  my  father^s  tears  were  disregarded, 
and  in  a  few  months  from  the  time  we  first  met, 
I  became  the  wife  of  Maurice  Norton. 

"  Then  began  my  career  of  suffering — my 
woman^s  lot!  but  I  deserved  it  all,  aye  and  much 
more,  for  my  husband  eveir  loved  me,  and  thus  I 
was  spared  the  bitterest  drop  in  the  cup  of  misery, 
the  agony  of  watching  the  decay  of  affection. 
Yes,  Heaven  be  pnused,  this  last  and  sorest 
trial  was  never  mine ;  but  there  were  others, 
other  woes  that  wore  my  life  away,  and  have  at 
length  brought  me  to  what  I  am. 

^^  My  father  did  not  curse  me — I  think  I  could 
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hayebome  ihat,  bat  he  gave  me  hisivaimett 
bleeaiiig  with  the  JEtfeweU  words,  and  while  tears 
qnicUy  chased  each  other  down  his  pale  cheeks, 
aaid,— oh,  the  words  are  still  ringing  in  my 
mind, — *  Emily,  yon  have  chosen  your  own 
lot,  may  it  be  a  happy  one ;  and  if  it  be  so,  J 
would  not  haTe  you  think  of  the  desolate  hearts 
you  leave  behind ;  but,  oh,  my  child,  if  sorrow 
should  ever  overtake  you — ^if  you  should  find 
when  too  late  that  you  have  been  leaning  on  a 
broken  reed,  then,  my  Emmy,  come  back  to  those 
hearts  that  have  so  cherished  you,  they  will  al- 
ways  be  open  to  receive  you.^  And  more  he  would 
have  added,  Alice,  but  my  husband  entering  at 
that  moment,  hurried  me  away.  One  hasty  em- 
brace,  one  fervent  pressure  of  the  hand,  and  the 
parting  was  over. 

''  Very  soon  I  discovered  how  bitterly  Maurice 
returned  my  father^s  dislike ;  and  though,  in  my 
husband,  it  was  not  a  c^ntaneous  feeling,  but 
rather  the  result  of  knowing  himself  hated,  it 
was  no  less  deeply  rooted  on  that  account.     His 
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Mtore  was  imforgtTing,-^!  might  almoBt  say  re* 
Tenjjjeful;  oiid  a  few  vreAs  only  tfter  marriage, 
at  a  time  when  my  whole  sotil  was  devoted  to 
him,  he  told  me,  not  harshly  or  passionately, 
but  with  a  studied  ealmnessi  that  made  me  des- 
pair^  that  a$  kis  mfe  he  forbade  me  to  hold  any 
intero6ui«e  or  eonespondence  with  my  father.  In 
tain  I  remonstrated,  and  uiged  the  duties  of  a 
child  lo  its  parent,  and  that  parentis  unvarying 
love  to  me;  all  in  vain;  he  knew  his  power 
over  me,  and  ended  by  declaring  I  must  choose 
between  them.  Oh,  Alice !  it  was  a  moment 
of  angnish--M)f  retribution  too,  I  firmly  believe. 
What  oould  I  do!  what  would  any  woman 
who  loved  have  done ! — ^I  renounced  my  father  f 
My  dster  still  corresponded  with«me,  and  to  her 
I  continued  to  make  excuses  for  not  going  to  see 
them ;  I  could  not  tell  the  real  cause,— perhaps 
they  guessed  it.  However  that  might  be,  for 
some  time  she  wrote  less  frequently,  and  I  was 
happier  that  it  was  so. 
*♦  During  that  period,  you,  Alice,  were  bom. 
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How  I  longed,  with  all  a  mother^a  pridt  in  lier 
fiiai-boim  to  Bbow  my  smiling  ch«rabto  my  own 
parent  and  sister !  how  often  to  myself  I  pietared 
the  joy  with  which  they  would  welooma  you  to 
their  hearts  I — bat  it  might  not  be. 

'^  Yonr  father  ^oried  in  liis  child,  and  we  were 
blessed  for  a  while.  I  had  a  small  fortane  which 
had  been  left  to  me  by  a  godfiither^  and  this, 
with  my  hnsbandV  half-pay,  siipfwrted  ns  b 
tolerable  oomfort,  and  these  were  my  happiest,  or 
rather  least  misersbla  days^.for  never  oonld  I  get 
the  parting  look  and  words  of  my  poor  father  out 
of  my  mind ;  they  haunted  me  day  and  nighty— ^ 
and  thus  nine  years  passed  away.  At  tha  end 
of  that  period,  I  received  a  letter  firom  my 
sister,  compkuiing  bitteirly  of  my  n^ect  of 
them,  and  uiging  me,  in  the  most  earnest 
manner,  to  set  off  immediately  for  my  fiiiher^s 
bouse,  as  he  was.  in  a  declining  state  of 
health,  and  d|ily,  almost  hourly,  entreating 
hw  to  send  f<v  me«  Jiidge,  Alice,  of  my  feelr 
ings,  when  having  shown  the  letter  to  ray  bus- 
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iaaii^  aad  imploring  him,  even  on  my  knees,  to 
allow  me  to  go  to  my  dying  father,  he  calmly 
took  it  out  of  my  hand,  croshed  it,  and  stamped 
it  beneath  his  foot*  Had  there  been  the  slightest 
sign  of  passion  in  what  he  did,  I  might  have 
had  hope  of  his  relenting, — but  there  was  none, 
it  was  cold,  undying  hatred ;  and  I  said  not  a 
word  more.     I  turned  away  with  a  brain  on  fire. 
My  feelings  towards  my  husband  seemed  changed 
then,  land  this  was  the  bitterest  trial  of  all — 
1  felt'  at  that  terrible  moment  that  I  loved  him 
no  longer,   and  I  determined  to  brave  his  re- 
sentment, and  go  to  my  &ther  at  once.    And 
the  same  evening  I  commenced,  preparations  for 
my  Journey. 

^^  While  thus  occupied,  my^usband  entered 
my  room,  and  surveyed  me  with  astonishment. 
I  trembled  while  I  answered  his  question  as  to 
what  I  was  doing — I  trembled  then,  but  what 
were  my  feelings  when  he  said  quietly,  but  with 
•an  eye  that  sparkled  as  I  had  never  seen  it  be* 
fore, — « Emily,  my  mother  died  in  a  mad-house. 
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she  was  thi^vaited  by  one  most  dear  to  her,  and 
the  malady,  which  had  been  for  a  century  in  her 
Sunily,  at  this  oppoeition  broke  out  in  her.  / 
wa$  i^koays  comidered  hke  my  mother  /^ 
.  ^«  With  these  words  he  left  the  room;  and  I  re- 
mained rooted  (o  the  spot  where  he  had  found  roei 
Oh !  the  imae^  of  horror  that  mshed  tomnltn* 
oosly  through  my  mind  daring  the  succeeding  half 
hour  that  I  stood  there  alone.  At  one  moment, 
I  pictured  to  myself  the  husband  I  had  so  wor- 
shipped (and  who,  with  aU  hisiuilts,  had  ever 
fondly  loved  me)  a  raving  maniac,  and- brought 
to  this  state  by  my  opposition  to  his  wishes ; — 
it  was  a  hideous  vision ;  but  I  had  never  known 
till  then  that  there  was  madness  in  his  family,, 
and  the  intellig;ence  stunned  me;  the  next, 
I  saw  my  aged  father  vdth  the  damps  of  death 
upon  hie  forehead,  feebly  calling  on  my  name, 
and  turning  his  dying  eyes  ever  with  a  yearning 
gase  towards  the  opening  door,  and  then  sinldng 
back  again  with  a  piteous  l<)ok  of  despair,  be* 
cause  I  came  not;  and  I  seemed  to  hear  my 
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aister^siEuld  voice  leproMh  me  as  his  muiderer  ! 
and  then,  a  liuikbed  other  Tmoes,  as  if  of  mov- 
ing spirits,  i»peated  her  words.  And  this  is  the 
last  of  that  dreadful  time  that  I  remember.  It 
was  too  mvch  for  me^w^ny  brain  was  over- 
wrought,«-«4uid  deliriom  followed.  I  afterwards 
learned  that  I  had  been  found  m  a  state  of  insen- 
sibility, and  that  for  several  dnys  my  life  was 
despaired  oL  At  the  eni  of  this  time  I  awoke 
as  from  a  trance,  and  saw  my  husband  bending 
fiondly  over  me.  When  he  found  that  eon- 
sciottsness  had  returned,  he  stooped  down»  and 
kissing  my  forehead,  whiqwred  kindly, — *  Emily, 
when  yon  are  well  enough,  you  shall  go  to  your 
father.^  Oh  the  magic  of  those  simple  words  f 
From  that  moment  my  strength  rapidly  re- 
turned, and  in  another  week  I  waa  readjr  to  set 
out  for  Cumberland, — a  long  journey,  AHee, 
for  we  lived  in  a  retired  part  of  North  Devon, 
partly  on  account  <^  its  cheq>ne8s — tor  our 
united  incomes  only  amounted  to  about  three 
hundred  a-yeM«— and  partiy  because  my  husband, 
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always  an  impetuoufl  rider,  liked  the  hoDting  in 
that  hilly  country. 

^«  I  never  knew  what  had  wrought  this  change 
in  Manrice^s  apparently  fixed  determination.  It 
might  have  been  his  love,  and  his  feara  for  my 
health, — ^whatever  it  was,  I  cared  not  then.  I 
felt  my  tenderness  for  him  return  with  tenfold 
strength  from  this  nnezpected  concession,  and 
taking  yon  with  me,  Alice,  I  started  for  that 
dear  home  which  I  had  left  so  thoughtlessly  nine 
years  before.  It  was  a  weary  journey,  and  sick- 
ening fears  oppressed  me  as  its  close  drew  near. 
My  heart  bounded  and  sank  again  as  I  caught  a 
first  glimpse  of  the  blue  Cumberland  hills.^  I  had 
not  written  to  apprise  my  family  of  my  coming, 
and  I  left  you  at  the  village  inn — ^you  may  re- 
member something  of  it,  dear  Ally — ^while  I 
walked  myself  through  the  well-known  fields 
leading  .to  the  lawn  of  my  father^s  house.  No 
one  I  saw  appeared  to  know  me,  and  I  was  glad* 
of  it,  for  a  horrible  foreboding  of  evil  was  at  my 
heart,  and  I  could  not  have  listened  or  replied  to 
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a  familiar  voice,  till  my  fears  were  either  con* 
firmed  or  dispelled.  It  was  iieaiiy  dark  when  I 
reached  the  house,  for  I  was  still  too  feeUe  to 
walk  £EU3t.  I  knocked  softly  at  the  door,  bat  no 
one  answered  it-«»I  looked  up  at  the  windows  and 
saw  a  dim  light  burning  in  one  of  the  rooms.  My 
fears  increased,  and  finding  the  door  was  not  fast- 
ened, X  opened  it  and  went  in.  The  lower 
apartments  were  all  deserted,  and  though  my 
knees  trembled  so  that  I  could  hardly  support 
myself^  I  managed  to  get  up  stairs.  I  intended 
to  go  first  to  my  sister^s  room,  but  hearing 
as  I  passed,  a  slight  noise  in  the  one  where  I 
had  observed  the  light,  I  entered  it,  and  saw 
that  the  candles  were  burning  by  the  side  of  my 
father^s  corpse ! 

*'  Oh,  Alice,  think  how  great  the  sin  of  ingra- 
titude to  a  parent  must  be,  to  require  such  retribu- 
tion as  this !  I  have  had  many  trials  since,  days 
^d  nights  of  unpitied  misery,  but  in  that  one 
moment  might  have  been  concentred  the  agoniea 
of  a  life.    He  had  died,  then^  in  the  belief  of  my 
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lietttleBBiieaB  and  indifference  towards  him,*— my 
want  et&i  of  conunon  hunanity,  and  to  sach  a 
fatber  too !  whose  life  einee  my  birth  had  been 
devoted  to  the  study  of  my  happiness  and  wel- 
&re, — ^whose  puiing  words,  even  whrai  I  so  stub- 
bornly opposed  bim,  had  been  those  of  the  warm- 
est Uessing  and  affection.  And  perhaps  he  had 
cuised  me  at  the  last ! 

*'  Such  were  the  thoughts  that  shook  my  soul 
as  I  stood  by  the  side  of  my  &ther^s  coffin— I 
had  neyer  seen  death  before-H)h,  Alice,  it  is  an 
awful  sight  !^  continued  the  dying  woman  (so  re- 
pulsive to  the  instincts  of  the  living,  even  when 
about  to  die,  is  death !)  ^*  how  the  world,  and  all 
its  cares  and  vanities  shrink  into  insignificance 
when  we  lookupon  a  body  like  our  own,  converted 
into  a  senseless  dod  of  earth ;  tbe  soul  that  ani* 
mated  gone  from  it  for  ever,  that  soul  which  a 
few  short  isjB  or  hours  before,  thought,  and 
felt,  and  hoped,  even  as  ourselves. — But  these 
ideas  are  gloomy  ones  for  you,  my  child,  and  I 
do  ill  to  give  them  utterance— for  soon  they  will 
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be  forced  upon  you.  Listen  now,  my  story  is 
nearly  told,  and  you  shall  hear  my  object  in 
making  yon  acquainted  with  much  that  I  have 
thought  it  unnecessary  to  tell  you  before. 

^'  I  was  roused  from  my  first  stupifying  shock 
of  grief  by  a  little  spaniel  that  had  belonged  to 
my  father^  which  was  watching  beside  the  corpse. 
The  dog  had  been  a  pet  of  mine ;  and  now  it 
jumped  up  and  licked  my  hand,  and  whined 
piteously,  still  looking  towards  its  master.  It 
seemed  to  reproach  me  for  my  neglect,  and  to 
say,  *  I  have  been  more  faithful  than  you  !^  and 
I  pushed  it  away,  and  hurried  from  the  room. 

''  I  have  wondered  since  that  I  neither  {iunted 
nor  screamed,  but  instead  of  that  I  seemed  en- 
dued with  unnatural  energy  from  the  moment  I 
knew  the  worst.  I  sought  my  sister^s  room ; 
and  I  found  her  there  alone  ;  paler  and  thinner, 
it  is  true,  than  when  we  parted ;  but  with  the 
same  calm  look  her  features  had  ever  worn — she 
was  examining  some  papers,  and  started  violently 
on  seeing  me.     I  waited  not  for  greeting,  for 
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questions,  or  explanations ;  but  breathlessly  en- 
quired if  my  Ceither  had  cursed  me !  *  Emily,^ 
she  said,  ^  your  name  was  the  last  on  his  lips, 
and  coupled  with  a  blessing/ 

'^  How  my  stricken  heart  thanked  her  for  those 
words  !  I  fell  at  her  feet,  and  would  have  mingled 
my  tears  with  hers,  but  her  manner  was  cold  and 
distant  towards  me.  She  did  not  know,  she 
could  not  guess — for  her  nature  was  so  calm  and 
passionless — ^the  agonies  I  was  suffering,  or  surely 
she  wonld  have  spoken  some  words  of  love  and 
comfort;  but,  no !  in  a  quiet,  measured  voice, 
she  told  me  that  our  fieither  had  never  been  the 
^me  since  my  disobedience — that  it  preyed 
on  his  mind,  amd  finally  ruined  his  health ;  then 
added  to  this,  she  said,  were  trials  of  a  pecuni- 
ary kind, — a  mining  speculation  in  which  he  had 
embarked  a  large  portion  of  his  property,  failed  ; 
and  for  the  last  twelve  months  they  had  known 
some  of  the  privations  of  poverty.  My  sister 
told  me  all  this,  Alice,  and  added,  that  she 
should  be  obliged,  by  her  own  exertions,  to  gain 
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her  daily  bread ;  I  implored  her  to  give  up  the 
idea,  to  come  with  me,  to  share  whatever  we 
posaessed  ;  but  iu  vain  I  entreated ;  her  deter> 
mination  was  fixed ;  *  and  that  you  may  not  press 
me  further,  Emily ,^  she  said, '  I  will  tell  you  my 
reasons.  It  may  seem  harsh  to  you ;  but  I  owe 
it  to  myself. 

«^  ^  We  are  both,^  she  continued,  ^  the  children 
of  him  who  lies  dead  in  the  adjoining  room — 
he  loved  us,  but  not  equally.  You,  Emily, 
were  the  favourite,  though  your  affection  for  him 
was  never  half  so  great  as  mine  ;  but  I  was  not 
jealous,  for  I  knew  that  your  manners  were 
more  calculated  to  inspire  love  than  my  own. 
I  was  B6  proud  of  you  too !  but  our  natures  were 
very  different,  and  the  best  of  my  affections  were 
given  to  our  father.  I  could  have  died  to  secure 
his  happiness !  Think  then  what  I  must  have 
suffered  to  see  him  wasting  day  by  day,  yet 
never  murmuring  or  reproaching  you  asthe  cause; 
but  /  knew  it  was  so,  and  my  love  for  you 
diminished.    May  Heaven  forgive  me,  my  sister. 
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if  I  am  inflicting  nnneoessar^  pain^  but  I  must 
tdl  yoathat  I  believe  yoor  disobedience  broke 
bis  heart,  and  I  conld  not  live  with  yon  again 
in  sisterly  Iotb— not,  at  least,  till  time  has 
softened  this  bitter  remembrance.  You  will  of 
of  coiUBe  remain  till  after  the  fnneral,  and  then 
we  C0D  both  go  oar  separate  ways/  Alice,  this 
was  my  sister,  my  only  relative  on  eartii  except 
oiy  husband  and  you,  who  spoke  thus ;  but  I 
oould  not  blame  her,  although  eveiy  word  fell 
like  icy  drops  upon  my  heart.  I  knew  how 
devotedly  she  had  loved  our  father,  and  though 
<be  looked  and  spoke  so  calmly  now,  I  doubted 
not  that  her  sufferings  were  acute,^^though 
bliss  compared  to  mine.-  I  said  no  more  to 
ber  then,  but  returned  that  night  to  the  inn, 
without  even  telling  her  you  were  there,  and  we 
did  not  meet  again  tiU  the  funeral.  I  knew  she 
wished  it  thus,  and  in  truth  I  was  glad  to  be 
slone,  that  I  mi^t  weep  and  pray  in  quiet. 
1  think  she  remarked  the  traces  of  what  I  had 
Buffered,  on  my  countenance,  when  we  met  before 
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oar  father^B  grave ;  for  she  stood  by  me  and 
took  my  hand,  and  when  the  mournful  ceremony 
was  over,  she  offered  to  return  with  me  to  my 
temporaiy  abode,  and  remain  with  me  till  I 
went  away.  Our  father^s  house,  with  all  that  it 
contained,  was  already  in  the  hands  of  trustees 
for  his  creditors — I  accepted  her  offer,  and  she 
seemed  pleased  with  you  ;  but  oh  how  different 
to  what  I  had  anticipated  was  this  first  meeting 
between  my  child  and  my  only  sister !  It  was 
clear  that  her  affections  were  entirely  .ilienated 
from  me,  and  my  only  wish  now  was  to  get 
back  to  my  husband.  I  thought  he  would  not 
refuse  to  sympathize  with  my  sufferings,  now 
that  the  object  of  his  long-cherished  hatred  was 
gone  for  ever  from  among  the  living ;  I  looked 
to  him  for  comfort  and  support,  for  alas  !  I  had 
none  other  save  my  God  ! 

^^  Well,  Alice,  my  sifter  and  myself  parted 
the  day  afber  the  funeral ;  and  here  I  may  men- 
tion that  she  was  never  enabled  to  fulfil  her 
design  of  gaining  independence  by  her  own  ex- 
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ertions.  She  died^  poor  thing,  a  few  months 
after  our  £a1iier ;  her  grief  for  his  Ions,  which 
though  80  little  shown  was  deep  and  lasting, 
hastening  the  progress  of  that  fatal  disease,  con- 
sumption, to  which  she  had  always  had  a  tend- 
ency.— ^But  to  return  to  myself.  My  husband 
received  me  most  kindly,  though  he  forbade  any 
allusion  to  my  journey,  or  its  object.  Our 
mourning  dresses  explained  that  there  had  been 
death — and  he  sought  to  know  no  more.  It 
wanted  then  but  a  few  months  of  the  time 
when  I  expected  again  to  become  a  mother, 
and  this  helped  to  sustain  my  drooping  and 
shattered  spirits,  as  well  as  to  increase  my  bus- 
band^s  tenderness  towards  me.  He  would  seek 
with  eagerness  for  every  new  amusement  he 
fancied  I  might  like ;  and  one  day,  on  my  ex- 
pressing a  wish  for  some  book  that  was  not  to  be 
obtained  at  the  small  town  near  which  we  lived, 
he  declared  his  intention  of  riding  a  distance  of 
fifteen  or  twenty  miles  to  procure  it.  I  was 
very  unwillmg  for  him  to  do  this,  as  his  owi) 

B  5 


Digitized 


by  Google 


82  THE  POOB  COUSIN. 

horse  was  ill,  and  the  one  he  proposed  riding 
was  imperfectly  broken  in ;  indeed  I  cared  little 
about  the  book,  and  had  merely  mentioned  it 
because  I  would  not  have  him  suppose  I  took  no 
interest  in  things  that  had  formerly  given  me 
pleasure ;  however,  my  remonstrances  were  vain  ; 
he  was  determined  on  going,  and  he  went. 

"  I  remember  the  day  well,  it  was  towards 
the  end  of  summer,  and  I  walked  out  with  you, 
Ally,  in  the  green  lanes  near  our  house ;  and  by 
and  bye,  we  came  to  the  village  church*yard ; 
and  I  entered,  and  rested  under  the  shade  of  a 
large  yew-tree,  while  you  played  among  the 
tomb-stones.  The  summer  air  was  so  soft  and 
balmy ;  and  I  felt,  I  remember,  something  like 
retumii^  happiness,  as  I  mused  alone  in  that 
quiet  spot.  I  lifted  up  my  heart  in  thankful- 
ness to  Heaven  that  my  husband  and  child  were 
still  spared  to  me ;  I  also  thought  on  the  one 
that  was  coming  to  form  a  new  bond  of  love  be- 
tween US5  and  hope  once  more  strove  to  find  a 
home  in  my  weary  heart.    I  lingered  long  in  the 
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old  chnrehyard,  for  I  liked  the  quiet  sanctity  of 
the  plaee ;  and  it  was  not  till  past  the  hour  at 
whic}i  I  might  have  expected  your  father,  that  I 
left  it  to  go  home. 

"  Alice,  I  cannot  linger  on  the  scene  which 
follows ; — in  another  hour  from  the  time  I  quitted 
the  chnrehyard  I  knew  that  I  was  a  widow  !  The 
horse  your  father  rode  had  started  violently  at 
wme  object,  plunged  and  fell,  throwing  its  rider 
agaiDflt  the  iron  ratlings  of  a  house  he  was  pass* 
ing.  The  spikes  entered  his  forehead  above  the 
eyes — and  instant  death  was  the  consequence. 
Though  they  kept  the  body  from  my  sight,  I 
leaniedthe  manner  in  which  he  had  been  killed ; 
and  I  should  then  have  died  too,  I  am  convinced, 
had  not  the  thoughts  of  the  little  life  within  my 
own,  sustained  tAe  ihroogfa  this  new  and  dreadful 
trial.  But  in  my  agony  I  believed  that  I  was 
destined  to  wretehedness — ^that  it  was  more  than 
I  had  deserved,  and  I  repined  presamptuously, 
Alice,  against  the  band  that  had  chastened 
me.    Aye,  and  I  did  more*  than  this;  in  th« 
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bitterness  of  my  spirit,  I  prayed  in  the  words  of 
the  Indian  mother,  *  Let  not  my  child  be  a 
girl,  for  very  sad  is  the  lot  of  woman  V  I  fancied 
that  men  were  exempt  from  the  worst  of  the 
trials  that  we  suffer,  and  I  dreaded  bringing 
another  being  into  the  world,  fated  to  misery. 
Well,  Alice,  my  prayer  was  heard;  the  child, 
to  whose  birth  I  had  looked  forward  with  so 
much  of  hope — ^the  child  who  was  to  form  a 
new  link  between  my  husband  and  myself,  was 
bom  before  the  turf  was  green  on  that  husband's 
grave.     It  was  a  boy — but  it  was  blind  ! 

^'Bear  with  me,  dear  Alice,  now,  I  cannot 
calmly  recal  the  sufferings  that  followed,  they 
were  sufferings  that  cannot  be  spoken  ;  but  at 
length  after  months  of  that  despairing  wretch- 
edness which  is  akin  to  madness  itself,  all  my 
feelings,  all  the  energies  of  my  nature  that  re- 
remained  formed  themselves  into  one  absorbing 
passion — ^unutterable  love  for  my  blind  boy.  And 
you  can  testify  with  what  constancy  this  devotion 
has  continued.     For  his  sake,  I  prayed  for  life ; 
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for  his  sake,  I  struggled  agiunst  my  failing 
health ;  in  fsMst,  for  him  and  him  alone,  I  have 
lived ;  and  in  this  one  exdnsive  feeling  I  know 
I  have  often  overlooked  and  been  ungrateful  for 
all  your  patient  love,  my  Alice.  May  Heaven 
reward  yon  for  it  better  than  I  have  done  ! 

^'  And  now,  my  child,  I  mnst  come  to. the  pro- 
mise I  wonld  demand  of  yon ;  and  this,  I  fear, 
wiU  seem  more  selfish  even  than  my  former 
neglect — ^bnt  I  cannot  die  in  peace  without  it/^ 

'*'  Tell  me  what  it  is,  mama,'^  said  the  weeping 
girl,  ''  and  do  not  fear  that  I  shall  not  make  it, 
or  break  it  when  it  is  made.*" 

"'  It  is  this,  Alice,  theU  you  will  never  marry 
tokUe  ponr  Maurice  lives.  I  believe  and  trust 
his  life  will  be  a  short  one.  Look  at  him  sleep* 
ing  now  !  How  beautiful  he  seems !  that  rich 
flush  on  his  cheek  is  not  the  hue  of  health  :  oh, 
no !  my  angel  boy  will  soon  join  me  in  Heaven ! 
but  I  wonld  not  leave  the  world  in  the  agony  of 
thinking  that  while  he  lives  he  may  be  subjec- 
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ted  by  sttangen  to  cnielty  or  harshxieBs.  Even 
neglect,  yon  know,  would  break  hbi  heart ;  and 
while  you  remain  nnfettered  by  dearer  tiea,  I 
fear  not  that  yon  will  fidl  to  act  a  mother^s 
part  towards  him.  Oh,  dear  Alice!  by  all 
your  hopes  of  happiness,  and  as  you  would  give 
peace  to  your  dying  mother'^s  soul,  sacredly, 
solemnly  make  me  this  promise  !^^  . 

And  the  daughter  did  promise,  and  with  tears 
and  caresses  implored  her  mother  to  dismiss  her 
fears,  pledging  herself  to  study  her  brother^s 
comfort  and  hairiness  in  all  things  before  her 
own ;  and  she  was  rewarded  by  a  smile  of  peace, 
and  a  fervently  uttered  blessing.  Alice  feh  at 
that  moment  there  was  no  sacrifice  which  would 
have  been  too  great  for  her  to  have  made  for  that 
dear  roother^s  sake;  and  she  sat  by  her  side, 
and  held  her  hand  tiU  she  slept  (for  weariness 
and  exhaustion  had  succeeded  the  unusual  exer* 
tion  she  had  made)  and  even  then,  her  devoted 
child  did  not  leave  her,    except  to  put  little 
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^'^cetobed,  and  then  she  took  her  station, 
^^  the  nigjit,  by  tiie  side  of  the  snfferer,  and 

^  bitter  were  the  tears  that  lonely  and  hope- 
^  pA  ahed  as  the  long  honis  of  the  silent  night 
^^  dowly  away,  while  she  watched  her  mo- 
^^^^9  flushed  cheek  and  unquiet  sleep. 

*Kce  Norton  was  fondly  attached  to  the  only 
i^'^  fhe  had  ever  known,  for  she  had  been  too 
7^g  at  the  time  of  her  Other's  death,  to 
^Te  had  much  communion  of  affection  with  him, 
^i  though  she  could  not  aroid  perceiving  that 
®^«n  by  her  mother  she  was  by  no  means  so  dearly 
Wed  as  her  brother,  this  did  not  diminish  her 
affection  for  either;  she  had  long  been  aware  that 
W  mother^s  health  was  declining,  but  had 
Qeyer  thought  that  death  was  near — and  having 
no  other  relative  on  earth,  at  least  none  that 
sbe  knew,  it  may  be  imagined  what  her  feelings 
were,  now  that  she  was  led  to  contemplate  the 
possibility  of  a  speedy  separation.  Her  mother^s 
history  too  had  affected  her  so  deeply  that  in 
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listening  to  it  she  had  forgotten  for  the  time  that 
the  sufferer  belieyed  her  trials  were  about  to  be 
finished  by  death ;  and  it  was  not  till  Mrs.  Nor- 
ton spoke  of  the  promise  she  required,  that  her 
weeping  child  remembered  the  occasion  of  her 
demanding  it.  And  even  yet  she  could  scarcely 
bring  herself  to  believe  that  she  should  really  be 
left  a  desolate  wanderer  on  the  earth — or  worse, 
with  one  entrusted  to  her,  whose  helplessness  and 
affliction,  while  they  made  him  dearer,  rendered 
the  charge  one  of  tenfold  responsibility  ;  and  as 
Alice  with  a  throbbing  head  and  swimming  eyes 
thought  of  all  this,  she  felt  tempted  to  pray  that 
the  same  graye  might  enclose  them  all ! 

After  a  restless  sleep  of  some  hours,  Mrs. 
Norton  towards  morning  awoke,  and  her  daugh- 
ter again  implored  permission  to  send  for  the 
medical  man — and  this  time  it  was  not  refused. 
For  the  dying  woman  wished  to  know  how  many 
days  or  hours  she  might  yet  have  to  spend  with 
those  so  dear  to  her.    And  the  physician  arrived. 
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and  his  testimony  oonfinned  her  own  previoos 
ibrebodings ;  for  though  he  said  she  might 
linger  some  days,  the  probability  was  that  a 
few  hours  would  end  her  earthly  safferings^  as 
she  appeared  to  have  undei^ne  some  recent 
excitement  which  had  hastened  the  progress  of 
her  disease.  And  the  invalid  listened  to  him 
calmly,  though  occasionally  aconvalsiTe  move- 
nient,  indicating  some  mental  pain,  passed  over 
hercoimtenanoe,asthoiigh  while  her  spirit  yearned 
to  be  free,  some  earthly  feeling  yet  remained, 
clouding  her  joy  in  the  prospects  of  that  happy 
world  to  which,  in  faith,  she  believed  she  was 
hastening*  And  Alice,  poor  Alice !  heard  the 
sentence  in  mute  despair;  but  even  then,  so 
devoted  and  self-denying  was  her  love,  that  she 
struggled  to  hide  all  outward  sign  of  emotion, 
that  she  might  not  add  one  pang  to  those  which 
^he  knew  her  mother  suffered;  and  guessing  what 
thought  it  was  that  caused  an  expression  of 
*Dguish  to  cloud  for  a  moment  the  face  whose 
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every  movemeiit  she  now  watched  with  intense 
anxiety,  she  again  hastened  to  repeat  her  aaan- 
lances  of  devoting  herself  to  her  brother,  and 
making  hia  happiness  in  all  things  her  first 
consideration— and  as  the  fearful  mother  looked 
on  the  pale  but  animated  oountenanee  of  her 
daughter,  (while  Alice  reiterated  the  promise 
which  had  been  required  of  her,)  she  oould  not 
refuse  to  be  comforted. 

^^And  noWy^  said  the  fast  sinking  womau, 
^'  my  poor  child,  let  me  give  you  a  few  directions 
as  to  your  futnre  course.  You  know^  my  little 
remaining  fortune  will  barely  keep  you  both  in 
comfort,  for  had  you  not  employed  your  talents 
in  teaching  the  signora,  we  should  have  been  ne* 
cessarily  denied  many  of  those  indulgences  which 
we  have  enjoyed  since  our  residence  here.  You 
have  often  told  me  that  Nina  has  pressed  you  to 
reside  entirely  with  her  as  companion  or  friend 
—it  matters  not  what  it  is  called — and  though  1 
believe  you  would  feel  a  state  of  dependence  less 
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with  one  so  attached  to  you  ae  she  is,  than  with 
any  other,  still,  for  many  reasons,  I  shoald  prefei 
your  choosing  a  home  in  England.  Now  there 
is  apereon,  a  cousin  of  your  poor  fatherX^^hom 
I  have  often  heard  him  speak  of,  as  the  best 
and  kindest  of  human  beings — ^to  him  I  would 
have  yon  apply.  At  the  time  of  our  marriage 
this  gentleman  was  in  India  with  his  family; 
bat  I  once  saw  his  son,  then  a  mere  boy, 
who  had  come  to  be  educated  in  England.  You 
were  a  child  at  the  time,  but  I  can  remember 
your  playing  together,  and  his  calling  you  his 
*'  little  wife.'  All  this,  however,  I  had  forgotten 
till  a  few  months  ago,  when  I  saw  in  an  English 
newspaper  the  arrival  of  the  family  in  London ; 
and  then  the  thought  struck  me,  that  in  case  of 
my  death,  he  would  befriend  the  orphan  children 
of  his  cousin,  with  whom  I  know  he  was  once  on 
terms  of  great  intimacy  and  friendship.  In  my 
desk  yon  will  find  a  letter  addressed  to  him,  which 
you  must  send  when  I  am  gone.     Nay,  why 
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weep,  dearest !  I  shall  not  leave  you  sooner  for 
these  instmctions— indeed  I  feel  my  spirit  already 
tranquillised  from  having  given  them.  I  know 
yon  will  find  friends,  my  Alice — ^but  above  all  do 
not  remain  in  this  place  longer  than  is  absolutely 
necessary.  If  the  Signora  Solari  offer  you  an 
asylum  for  a  few  weeks,  as  I  am  sure  she  will 
do,  I  would  not  have  you  refuse.  She  ia  too 
good  and  noble  to  be  unkind  to  any  one,  and 
for  your  sake  she  may  even  love  my  poor  Maurice. 
The  rest  I  must  leave  in  the  hands  of  Him  who 
careth  for  the  &therless.  The  thought  of  this 
parting  has  been  a  bitter,  bitter  trial  to  me,  but 
God  has  given  me  strength  to  look  upon  it,  at 
length,  with  less  of  fear  for  your  welfare,  and 
that  of  my  blind  boy.  To  Heaven,  in  confidence, 
1  commend  my  children ;  and  now,  Alioe,  leave 
me  for  a  few  hours  alone.  You  require  rest 
and  I  need  prayer ;  and  I  would  prepare  myself 
for  a  last  interview  with  my  darling  Maurice ; 
for  I  know  I  shall  never  see  another  sun  arise 
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on  earth.     When  I  ring,  you  will  bring  mj  boy 
to  me.'' 

And  the  pale^  weeping  girl  retired,  as  her 
mother  desired — ^but  not  to  rest;  and  long,  long 
she  waited  for  the  sound  of  the  expected  sum- 
mons ;  and  having  dressed  her  brother  and  sent 
him  out  with  the  servant,  and  dispatched  a  note 
to  the  Signora  Solari — ^to  whom  she  went  daily  to 
give  lessons  in  English — explaining  the  cause  of 
her  absence,  she  crept  noiselessly  to  her  mother's 
room,  intending  again  to  take  up  her  watch  be- 
side her;  but  a  long,  piercing  shriek  rang  through 
the  house  as  the  daughter  saw  on  advancing  to 
the  bed,  that  its  occupant  was  no  longer  a  being  of 
this  world !  One  pale  thin  hand  was  extended  as  if 
seeking  for  the  bell-rope,  but  life  was  totally  ex- 
tinct. The  bloodless  lips  had  a  tranquil  smile  which 
spoke  of  peace  at  the  last ;  but  Alice  saw  only 
that  it  was  death  !  then  sank  at  her  mother's 
side  almost  as  lifeless;  and  when  Nina  Solari,  who 
was  her  sole  acquaintance  in  Naples,  entered  the 
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room  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour  after,  she  be* 
lieved  for  some  time  that  the  spirit  of  the  gentle 
Alice  had  passed  away  with  that  of  her  much- 
loved  and  only  parent. 
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CHAPTEB  VI. 


"Small  is  the  vorth 
Of  beauty  from  the  light  retired,* 

Bid  her  come  fintht 
Suffer  herself  to  be  duhndf 
And  not  blnsh  so  to  be  sdndied." 


^^  HEauE  is  a  letter  each  for  yon  young  ladies,^ 
said  Mr.  Aylmer,  one  morning  on  entering  the 
breakfast-room,  where  Fanny  and  E^a  were 
already  seated  (the  other  ladies  of  the  fiunily 
seldom  making  their  appearance  before  twelve 
o^'clock) ;  and  then  taking  out  his  spectacles,  he 
commenced  reading  rather  a  bnlky  packet,  ad- 
dressed to  himself ;  bat  before  the  seoond  page 
was  half  finished,  Fanny,  jumping  up,  and  kiss- 
ing first  her  papa  and  then  Eva,  told  them  to 
gness  what  news  she  had  received. 
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"  From  whom,  my  little  Fan,  Ls  your  letter  T 
aaid  Mr.  Aylmer,  fondly  returning  her  embrace. 
^^  I  did  not  notice  the  handwriting/^ 

"  Nay,  nay,  I  will  tell  you  nothing ;  you 
must  either  guess  all,  or  remain  in  ignorance."'' 

^'  Well,  then,  perhaps  you  have  been  sent  the 
first  pattern  of  a  new  cap  or  gown ;  or  maybe 
some  unfortunate  youth  has  seen  you  through 
the  bars  of  your  nursery  window,  and  sent  you 
a  love  sonnet,  expressive  of  his  admiration  and 
despair!^'* 

^'  Ah  no,  papa,  it  is  none  of  these, — ^you  must 
guess  again.'* 

''No,  saucy  one,  my  guessing  powers  are 
exhausted, — so,  come,  make  haste  and  let  us 
hear  this  wonderful  intelligence  ;  for,  see !  Miss 
Herbert  wants  something  to  cheer  her.  I  fear 
her  thoughts  are  wandering  back  to  the  lakes 
and  valleys  she  has  left — or  to  some  one  dwelling 
there,  ehT  said  the  cheerful  old  gentleman, 
smiling  kindly  on  his  ward. 

Eva  raised  her  head  at  these  words,  but  tears 
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were  trembling  in  her  eyes  as  she  replied :  ^'  In- 
deed, dear  sir,  you  are  right ;  my  thoughts  were 
with  my  kind  uncle,  for  the  letter  I  have  re- 
ceived is  from  him ;  he  draws  a  touching  picture 
of  his  loneliness,  though  he  adds  a  hope  that 
erery  day  will  lessen  his  regrets,  and  teach  him 
patiently  to  bear  his  now  solitary  existence. 
^^  You,  I  hope»^^  she  continued,  ^'^will  pardon  these 
tears,  and  not  think  I  am  discontented  in  my 
present  situation,  because  I  cannot  avoid  sharing 
deeply  in  the  unhappiness  of  him  who  has  been 
more  than  a  father  to  me.**^ 

*^  No  apologies,  my  dear  young  lady ;  we  should 
esteem  you  less  if  you  did  hot  feel  your  separation 
from  80  itorthy  a  relative ;  but  we  must  get  him 
to  come  and  see  you  when  the  gay  season  is  over. 
I  have  heard  of  a  delightful  country  house  that  is 
to  be  sold  in  one  of  the  midland  counties,  and  I 
think  of  running  down  to  look  at  it ;  for  I  hate 
the  system  of  spending  the  vrinter  months  at  fash- 
ionable watering  places,  in  noisy  hotels  or  com- 
fortless lodging  houses.     I  know  Mrs.  Aylmer 
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reckons  od  going  to  Bath  or  Cheltenham,  but  I 
thmk  if  I  purchase  tills  little  snug  estate,  I  shall 
manage  to  get  you  all  there,  eh-  Fan !-— Mthing 
like  having  a  place  you  can  call  your  own  ;  but 
as  I  was  going  to  say,  Miss  Herbert,-  when  we 
are  comfortably .  settled  in  the  country,  we  shall 
try  to  persuade  the  good  rector  to  take  a  holiday, 
and  spend  a  month  or  two  with  us.  What  say 
you  to  this  plan  r     ■         .       . 

"  Oh,  you  are  very  kind,''  replied  Eva  with  a 
faltering  voice ;  "but  you  will  excuse  my  leaving 
you  now,  I  have  finished  break&st,  and  wish  to 
answer  my  letter  by  this  post.^\ 

"Nay,''  said  Fanny,  eagerly,  "just  stay  to 
hear  my  news,  audi  then  I  will  not  detain  you 
V  a  moment  lon<^r.  Now,  papa^  you  need  not 
assume  that  look  of  martyrdom,  as  though  my 
commupioation  would  requii*e  all  your  forbearance 
to  listen  to ;  because  in  the  first  place,  I  know 
vDu  are  dying  to  hear  it,  and  in  tfa&eecond,  I 
know  that  when  you  have  heard  it,  yxm  will  be 
ten  times  more  excited  than  I  am." 
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"  Well,  well,  tonnentor,  you  have  done  all 
in  your  power  to  nose  the  valae  of  your  intelli- 
genoe,  and  we  are  not  inelined  to  humour  your 
lore  of  ehatteriog  any  further,  Bod^Sches-toi,, 
as  Bel  would  say;  or  rather^  in  plain  old-fashioned 
English,  out  with  it.'' 

^'  No  Tulgarisms^^papa,  if  you  please;  remember 
walls  have  ears,  and  you  may  provoke  another 
fit  of  hysterics.  Oh  do  not  frown,  I  am  too 
luqppy  to  be  serious  just  now ;  there,  I  declare 
Eva  is  goiagf^one  milaute,  dear,  6nly  one,  just 
ta  see  how  delighted  papa  will  be  with  all  his 
^etended  stoieism^  Now  then  listen, — Stuaft, 
darling  Stuart,  is  coming  home  next  month  P" 
and  Fanny  turned  her  laughing  eyes  from  the 
suddenly  flashed  and  animated  countenance  of 
her  &ther  (who  had  risen  to  leave  the  room) 
to  that  of  the  lately  pale  and  dejected  Eva ; 
the.  latter  was  already  at  the  open  door,  and  one 
side  only  of  her  (b^%  was  visible,  as  she  hastily 
disappeared,,  and  Fanny,  wondering  at  tlio 
sudden  hectic  that  had  replaced  the  previous 
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paleness  of  that  tell-tale  cheek,  slowly  and 
musingly  followed  her  compftnion,  often  smiling 
most  complacently  to  herself  as  she  thought  of 
her  pet  idea.  She  found  Eva  sitting  in  her  own 
room,  and  reading  ov^  again  her  uncle's  letter, 
and  "  come  in  dear  Fanny,*'  were  the  words  that 
^eeted  her,  as  she  stood  at  the  door,  awaiting 
permission  to  enter. 

^'Do  you  know,  Eva,''  she  began,  seating 
herself  opposite  to  her  friend,  ^'  I  am  half  in- 
clined to  quarrel  with  your  uncle  for  causing 
you  to  be  so  sad  just  now,  when  I  want  to 
talk  to  you  about  Stuart,  and.  make  you  partici- 
pate a  little — oh  it  could  be  but  very  little— in 
the  joy  I  feel  at  the  thoughts  of  his  return." 

^^  Indeed,  Fanny,  you  do  me  injustice  if  you 
imagine  that  I  do  not  sincerely  rejoice  in  every- 
thing that  pleases  you." 

^^  Oh  yes,  of  course,  I  know  all  that,  but  what 
I  mean  is,  that  I  should  like  to  teach  you  to 
love  him  as  I  do,  that  his  return  might  make 
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you  happy  on  yonr  own  account. — How  very 
lovely  yon  look  when  yon  blnsh,  Eva  !^* 

"  What  very  odd  things  yon  eay,  Fanny/'' 
said  Eyb^  blushing  of  course  still  more,  and 
vexed  and  angry  with  herself  for  doing  so.  **  It 
is  quite  childish  to  talk  in  that  way.^ 

"  Dear  Eva !  I  have  offended  you, — ^pray  for- 
give  me,^  said  poor  Fanny,  with  tears  standing 
in  her  eyes;  ^^indeed,  indeed,  I  am  very  sorry .^ 

''  What,  crying,  Fanny!  this  is.  too  bad; 
really  it  appears  I  am  doomed  to  make  everybody 
in  this  house  uncomfortable — there,  there,  let  us 
kiss  and  be  friends,  as  the  children  say.  I  confess 
to  having  been  rather  peevish  this  morning-come, 
dry  your  tears,  and  bring  your  drawing  things  in 
here,  while  I  look  for  some  work,  and  then  you 
shall  talk  about  your  brother  as  much  30  you 
like,  and  tefM^h  me  to  love  him  too  if  that  will 
make  you  happy,^  she  continued,  stooping  down 
to  examine  the  contents  of  a  drawer  at  the  other 
^id  of  the  room. 

And  the  tears  were  dried,  and  the  drawin^^ 
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and  work-tablefi  were  placed^*  but  it  is  impossible 
to  conjecture  how  £eu;  Fanny:  might,  dming  the 
long  morning  they  contemplated  passing  together, 
have  progressed  in  the  strange  lesson,  orhowi^t 
a  scholar  Era  might  have  been,  for  scarcely  had 
they  congratulated  themselTea  on  the  snug  quar- 
ters they  had  chosen,  and  the'  quiet  they  were 
likely  to  enjoy,  when  a  message  came  from  Mr. 
Aylmer  desiring  to  speak  with  Fanny  in  hii^ 
own  room. 

*  On  entering  the.  little  sanctum  ahe  found  her 
&ther  with  the  bulky  packet  he  had  received 
in  the  morning  before  him,  and  from  which  he 
immediately  selected  a  letter,  and  gave  it  to  his 
daughter  to  read.  Having  done  so,  Fanny  laid 
it  down,  exclaiming, — "Of  cburse,  papa,. you 
will  ask  them  to  come  here  immediatdy.  Poor 
girl !  what  trials  for  one  so  young  !  But  how 
is  it  I  have  never  heard  of  these  relations  be- 
fore T 

''  In  answer  to  your  last  question,^'  replied 
Mr.  Aylmer,  "  I  can  only  say  it  is  probable  I 
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never  mentioned  to  yon  mj  cofuim  and  old  school*- 
fellow  Norton,  for  o«r  correspondence  had  ceased 
entirely  for  many  years,  thongh  I  had  no  idea 
he  was  dead.  But  I  thmk  you  must  have  heard 
of  his  wife  and  daughter,  for  Stuart  saw  them 
in  England  when  he  was  quite  young,  and  I 
can  remember  his  letters  being  at  the  time  filled 
with  an  account  of  the  pretty  lady,  and  a  blue^eyed 
{firl  with  whom  he  had  used  to  play. — Ah,  Norton 
was  a  strange  fellow,  some  thought  him  half  mad ; 
and  so  his  poor  wife  has  gone  too.  She  had  sent 
me  a  short  sketch  of  her  history,  with  a  view, 
I  believe,  of  interesting  me  more  dn  behalf  of 
her  children — ^but  it  needed  not  fhis,^  continued 
the  kind-hearted  old  man,  with  emotion, — '^  a 
young  and  delicate  girl,  with  a  blind  brother  ! 
We  must  write  to  them  directly,  Fan,  and  get 
them  here.'' 

^'  Oh,  yes  !  and  what  a  sweet,  touching  letter 
it  is ;  and  her  name  is  Alice.  How  I  long  to  see 
her — don't  you,  papaT 

^'  Perhaps  I  am  somewhat  less  impatient  than 
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you,**  siud  Mr.  Aylmer, 4nniling ;  "yet  still  I 
shall  very  gladly  welcome  my  poor  coasm^s  or* 
phan  children — but  I  am  thinking  how  your 
mother  will  like  it.  Yon  must  speak  to  her  on 
the  subject,  Fan.*^ 

^'  Oh,  that  I  will ;  and  you  know  there  is  no 
reason  why  she  should  object,  for  Alice  does  not 
tell  us  that  she  is  pretty.^ 

"  And  so  you  think  your  mama  would  have 
an  objection  to  a  pretty  cousin,  eh,  Fanny  T 

"  To  one  both  poor  and  pretty  becoming  do- 
mesticated with  us,  certainly  yes ;  and  for  two 
reasons,— the  first,  lest  she  should  eclipse  Bel 
and  Clara,  and  the  second,  and  perhaps  more 
frightful  contingency,  lest  Stuart  should  fall  in 
love  with  her.^ 

'<  Upon  my  word,  Miss  Fanny,  your  penetra- 
tion does  you  infinite  credit ;  and  so  if  this  poor 
Alice  turns  out  to  be  pretty,  what  is  to  be  done  i 
But  perhaps  you  would  rejoice  if  your  brother 
fell  in  love  with  her  f* 

"  Oh,  indeed  I   should  not,  papa  !    I  have 
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Other  views  for  Stoftrt — ^he  most  not,  shall  not, 
fall  in  lore  with  Alice  Norton  !  bat  why  do  I 
say  this !  he  cannot  do  so,  and  Rts  here.^^ 

'^  Ah,  Fanny,  have  a  care^  and  do  not  lend 
yourself  to  any  plotting  or  planning  of  your 
mother's.  Bemember  these  manosuverers  alwaya 
defeat  themselves.^ 

''  Trust  me,  papa,  I  nm  no  plotter,  and  know 
nothing  of  mama^s  plans ;  I  only  say,  that  no 
one  could  look  at  or  think  of  another,  when  Eva 
Herbert  was  present."^ 

''  She  is  certainly  a  very  lovely  and  fascinating 
girl ;  and  I  hope  from  my  heart  she  may  find  a 
hosbond  worthy  of  her ;  bat  now  go  and  write 
to  this  new  cousin,  who  perhaps  may  rival  you 
aL  And  when  we  have  sent  the  letters  it  will 
be  time  enough  to  tell  mama  and  sisters — eh, 
FanT 

'*"  An  excellent  ideai  papa ;  for  then  when  the 
invitation  is  given,  it  will  be  too  late  to  raise  ob- 
jections— ^but  what  shall  I  say  to  Alice  V 
"  Whatever  your  kind,  little  heart  dictates, 
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Fanny;  I  am  sore  you  need  no  instniction  in 
this." 

''  Well,  then,  adieu  mon  pd/a,"'  said  the  light- 
hearted  girl,  as  she  opened  the  door,  laughing 
and  gaily  shaking  her  head,  as  Mr.  Aylmer 
called  her  back  to  repeat : 

^*  Remember,  when  Stuart  comes,  FU  have  no 
plotting,  no  plotting,  Fa&«^^ 
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CHAPTER  VIL 


"  Well  the  red  robe  folded  round  her 

Suits  her  stately  mien, 

And  the  mby  chain  has  bound  her 

Of  some  Indian  queen* 

VnXe  her  cheek  is,  like  the  pearl, 

Heavily  the  dusky  masseB 

Of  her  night-black  hair^ 

Which  the  raven's  wing  surpasses, 

Bind  her  forehead  ihir. 


Tbk  eyening  01m  of  an  Italian  May  was  shining 
brightly  on  the  pinnaeles  of  the  white  marble 
villa  of  Solan,  sparkling  o£f  the  diamond  light 
from  their  chiselled  edges,  and  giving  the  repose 
of  verdant  beaaty,  to  the  cool  shadows  which  the 
dark  glossy  leaved  shrubs  of  the  surrounding 
gardens  cast  upon  tiie  lighted  spots ;  and  deep 
in  a  grove  of  tall  orange-trees,  pallisaded  along 
its  trimly  kept  sweeps   by  pruned  rows  of  fra» 
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grant  myrtles,  there  was  a  rose-garden  with  a 
fountain  in  the  midst ;  and  though  unseen  in  the 
aspect  of  the  spot,  a  grotto  of  shells  from'  the 
Bay  of  Naples,  thickly  tufted  over  with  white 
magnolias  and  many  of  those  beautiful  creejHDg 
plants,  which  though  the  Italians  reckon  weeds, 
they  still  suffer  to  grow  among  their  more 
favoured  shrubs — ^partly,  perhaps,  on  account  of 
the  effect  which  th^ir  multicoloured  blossoms 
have  on  those  tiny  thickets,  and  partly,  maybe, 
because  there  is  a  charm  which  southerns  alone 
seem  to  feel,  in  the  indiscriminate  grouping  of 
the  beautiful,  a  harmony,  which  as  it  approaches 
the  nearest  to  nature^  is  only  appreciated  by 
the  warmest  and  most  refined  tastes; — ^and  in 
this  grotto  two  ladies  sat  conversing  together, 
one  the  Signora  Solan,  a  rich  and.  youthful 
widow,  and  mistress  of  the  fair  domain  that  sur- 
rounded them,  and  the  other  Alice  Norton,  the 
poor  and  almost  friendless  English  girl. 

The  contrast  in   their    appearance    was  as 
tnarked  as  that  in  their  circumstances  and  pros* 
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pects — ^both  were  beautiful,  but  the  beauty  of 
the  former  was  of  that  character  which  charmd 
the  imagination,  and  partially  subdues  the  heart 
at  once,  while  that  of  the  other  had  the  gentle 
English  tone  of  unobtrusive  worthiness,  the 
chann  of  which  must  be  sought  for  to  be  found. 

Soft  and  melodious  was  the  signora^s  voice,  as 
she  said,  playfully  laying  her  small  hand  on  her 
companion's  mouth, — ^'  Nay  nay,  cara  mid,  I 
will  believe  no  more  of  your  traitorous  expressions 
of  friendship,  while  you  are  all  the  time  medita* 
ting  an  act  of  the  greatest  hostility  to  me.  But 
no  I  Alice,  it  is  too  cruel  to  talk  of  leaving  me, 
when  I  have  leiuned  to  be  happy  in  your  society 
alone.  Where  will  you  find  a  friend  to  love  you 
and  that  darling  boy  better  than  I  have  done  ? 
Indeed,  Alice,  I  cannot  part  with  either  of  you.*" 

"  Dearest  Nina,''  s^id  Alice  gently,  **  do  not 
add  to  the  pain  you  know  I  feel  in  going,  by  sup- 
posing ibat  I  would  do  it  voluntarily.  The 
letter  I  received  this  morning  from  my  father's 
cousin,  in  reply  to  mine,  leaves  me  no  choice  but 
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to  obey  poor  mama^s  instractions.  It  is  written 
in  the  very  spirit  of  kindness,  o£fefing  not  only  a 
home,  but  to  send  some  one  to  take  me  there  im- 
mediately ;  for  he  says  we  must  not  travel  alone. 
He  excuses  his  wife's  not  writing  by  telling  me 
she  haabad  health.  A  sweet,  kind,  little  note 
from  one  of  his  daughters  is  enclosed,  so  full  of 
affection  and  sympathy,  oh,  dear  Nina,  it  would 
foe  impossible  for  me  to  refuse  going,  though  I 
know  I  shall  never  love  any  one  as  I  love  you, 
or  be  90  happy  anywhere  as  I  have  been  here.^^ 

'*•  Ah,  arnica^  you  think  so  now,  but  I  sincerely 
trust  there  is  very  much  hapfnness  in  store  for 
you  in  your  own  beautiful  land.  You  know  I 
am.almost  English  in  heart ;  but  now  the  thought 
of  your  leaving  me  has  dispelled  my  delightful 
visions  of  future  romance,  in  which  you  were  to 
be  the  fortunate  heroine.  I  wish  I  knew  this 
terribly  worthy  and  amiable  cousin  of  yours, 
whose  written  eloquence  can  lure  you,  and  I  half 
fear  your  heart  too,  from  me  and  Italy,  to  stran- 
gers and  your  native  England  \^ 
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*^  It  is  not  my  consults  eloqaence,  Nina,  that 
takes  me  from  one  to  whom  I  owe  sueb  countleiss 
obligations.     His  kindi^eas  certainly  renders  the 
task  of  obeying  my  poor  mother^s  death-bed 
oommand,  less  bitter   than  it  appeared, — ^yet 
nothing  but  the  sacredness  of  a  duty  which 
seems  to  call  on  me  from  my  jmoiher^s  grave, 
coold  make  me  leave  the  only  friend  I  really 
know  that  I  possess.  Oh,  if  yon  knew  the  shrink- 
ing sensations  I  feel  at  the  thought  of  meeting* 
strangers,  of  eonnng  among  them  as  atlependant 
—the  *  poor  consin'*  with  her  blind  brother — ^how 
I  think  of  the  sights  and  mortifications  to  which 
I  shall  be  sabjected,^  continued  Alice,  the  tears 
starting  to  her  eyes — **  how  I  shall  lose  my  self- 
respect,  bit  by  iHt,  and  perhaps  be  no  more  worthy 
te  be  called  your  friend ; — and  more  than  all 
thakt,  the  misery  I  experience  at  the  thought  of 
exposing  poor  Maurice  to  hardships  or  neglect 
—and  all  the  thousand  fears  I  have  at  strug- 
gling with  a  world  of  which  I  know  so  little,  you 
would  not  speak  so  lightly,  or  believe  that  my 
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task  was  a  pleasant  one.  BuV^  continued  Alice, 
smiling  though  her  tears,  for  her  quick-hearted 
friend  now  displayed  emotion  equal  to  her  own, 
^^  as  for  your  dreams  of  romance,  surely,  dear 
signora,  you  with  your  beauty  and.  brilliant 
position  are  a  much  more  interesting  subject 
for  a  heroine,  than  a  poor  outcast  orphan  like 
me."" 

*'  Ah,  Alice !  non  i  tutforo  quelio  che  luce ! 
a  smiling  face,  or  a  merry  laugh,  is  not  always  a 
true  index  to  the  feelings  which  they  ought  to 
represent.  You  look  surprised,  my  AUee-^you 
see  fortune  smiling  on  me,  and  believe  that  my 
lot  is  happier  than  your  own ;  but,  Alice,  could 
we  read  the  hearts  of  many  who  carry  with 
them  into  the  world  an  aspect  of  gaiety,  we 
should  shrink  with  horror  from  the  contrast.'"'' 

''  It  may  be  so,  signora,  but  you  surely  are  not 
one  of  these  T 

A  burning  spot  appeared  upon  the  signora^s 
cheek,  and  it  was  with  an  effort  that  she  sud, — 
*'At  present,    my  sweet  Alice,  let  us  rather 
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speak  of  your  prospects.  And,^  continued  the 
dark-eyed  Italian,  resuming  her  wonted  gaiety, 
''  let  me  see, — ^instead  of  a  noble  of  Naples, 
poor,  proud,  passionate  imd  changeful,  I  must 
picture  for  you  now,  a  wealthy  English  squire, 
with  a  phiin  house,  furnished  like  a  palace,  a 
wide  green  lawn,  gardens  with  firagrant  flowers 
wanned  by  steam ;  a  deer  park,  a  court  of  long* 
chimneyed  offices, — ^nature,  in  short,  kept  from 
agriculture  by  stone  walls,  oidy  to  be  tortured 
into  a  constrained  species  of  abandonment  much 
more  artificial ;  laige  dinners  in  a  fine  old  weary 
hall,  covered  round  ^th  portraits  of  red-faced 
men  in  red  waistcoats,  brown  closely  curled  wigs, 
and  galvanised  attitudes;  and  plump  shepher- 
desses holding  apples  in  one  hand,  and  with  the 
other  patting  the  heads  of  bleating  lambs,  with 
blue  ribbon  round  their  necks.  Then — ^nay, 
Alice,  I  know  your  England  well — after  dinner, 
to  meet  again  in  your  drawing-room,  all  mirrors 
and  no  taste,  a  crowd  of  flushed  men  in  blue 
coats  and  white  waistcoats,  standing  round  your 
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harp  with  small  cups  of  coffee  19  their  immense 
hands,  while  you  play  the  dear,  wild,  paseionate 
music  of  Italy,  which  you  and  I  love  so  well, 
without  a  heart  about  .you  to  feel  its  glory  I — to 
be  insulted  by  their  applauses,  and  hear  now 
and  then  a  talking  miss,  juvenile  and  glooming 
— ^but  of  the  youth  and  bloom  of  a  coarse  beian- 
fitalk— iObserve,  amid  much  ill-(Concealed  i^plause, 
that  she  hates  outlandish  airs,  and  that  a  good 
English  ballad  is  better  than  all  the  music  of 
Italy ;  or,— 4Uiy,  hear  me,  Alice,^''  continued  the 
signora  with  sparkling  eyes,  which  showed  that 
lier  gaiety  was  produced  firom  none  of  Ihe  usual 
causes  of  gaiety, — "  perhaps  a  clergyman  would 
snit  my  AUee  better — ^with  a  rectory,  a  fond  and 
inoffensive  husband  in  black,  and  a  whole  host 
of  pretty  children  with  white  pinnafores — a 
velveteen  cushioned  pew,  a  long-tailed-poney 
drawing  an  old  carriage  rumble  set  upon  two 
wheels, — ^^ 

''  For  Heaven^s  sake,  cease,  Nina ;  I  have  no 
heart  to  reply  to  these  railleries — '*'* 
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^*  Nor  have  I,^  said  the  signora,  auddenly 
changing  to  mournfiilnese,  **  any  heart  to  otter 
them.^ 

A  few  momenta  of  silence  ensued,  whieh  was 
broken  by  Alice,  whose  thoughts  had  reverted 
anxiously  to  her  blind  brother,  and  she  left  her 
friend  after  promising  to  rejoin  her  in  the 
saloon. 

And  Nina  Solan  sat'  in  her  summer  grotto 
alone,  and  befor0  her  lay  the  luxuriant  rose-gar- 
den with  its  snowy  fountain  tossing  f^thery  jets 
to  fidl  with  refreshing  sounds  of  watery  coolness* 
on  the  restless  splashing  of  the  tiny  flood  in  the 
marble  basin  below, — and  aroiDid  the  spot  were 
sunny  sweeps  of  garden  landscape,  with  shady 
gravelled  paths  that  led  to  rich  orftnge-grovea 
in  the  valleys,  and  warm  vineyards  on  the  hills, 
and  all  this  fairy  domain  her  own  ! — ev^  point 
in  the  gentle  scene  seeming  tributary  to  the 
chaste,  white  villa  which  stood  upon  a  lawn  stud- 
ded with  flower-beds,  though  no  pldnt  dared  to 
climb  upon  its  marble  walls ;  but  a  deep  grove  of 
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surly  cedaivtreeB  cast  their  shadows  between  it 
and  the  sun ;  and  its  long  open  windows,  throogh 
their  puckered  green  gauze,  took  the  cool  breath 
of  the  landscape  in — everything  telling  of  wealth, 
ease,  and  luxury,  those  means  of  increased  en- 
joyment to  the  happy,  to  the  free  of  heart,  to 
those  with  whom  lifers  blossoms  are  still  unwi- 
thered,  or  whose  path  in  the  world  is  as  yet  a 
path  of  pleasantness  and  peace— but  Nina  Solari, 
young,  beautiful,  and  surrounded  with  all  the 
luxuries  which  fortune  could  procure,  and  mis- 
tress of  a  scene  decked  out  in  studied  loveliness, 
felt  no  gladness  in  the  contemplation  of  it,  but 
on  the  contrary,  its  aspect  had  a  quiet  mockery 
to  her  feelings,  which  ministered  only  to  bit- 
terness and  discontent. 

And  to  those  who  measure  happiness  by  con- 
ditions of  fortune,  and  even  more  personal  ad- 
vantages, this  will  seem  stranger  when  it  is  told 
that  although  the  Italian  widow  lived  in  a  state 
of  seclusion,  it  did  not  exclude  her  from  the  atten- 
tion of  the  world — she  was  the  envy  of  one  half 
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of  Naples,    and  the  admiration  of  the  other. 

Blany  a  young  cavalier'B  heart  beat  fast  and 

hard  when  the  widow^s  glossy  English  carriage, 

with  its  English-groomed,  proud-stepping  bays^ 

rolled  along  the  glittering  promenade  ;  and  many 

of  the  richest  and  noblest  of  that  ancient  city 

would  have  yielded  their  liberty  without  a  sigh, 

and  some  of  them  maybe  would  have  perilled 

their  lives,  had  it  needed,  to  share  the  heart, 

rich  lands,  and  deserted  palaces  of  Nina  Solari. 

It  was  rumoured  that  she  had  refused  two  or 

three  princes  and  a  whole  host  of  counts  (to  say 

nothing  of  numbers  of  intermediate  ranks)  since 

her  hosband'^s  death,  which  had  taken  place  six 

months  after  their  marriage;    but  whether  or 

not  this  were  true,  certain,  it  is,  that  the  lady 

looked  coldly  and   unloringly  on   all  who  ap* 

proaehed  her  in  any  more  tender  relation  than 

that  of  biend.     Of  female  acquabtances  too, 

she  had  few;  her  sorrows,  whatever  they  were, 

needed  no  confidant  to  soothe  them ;  and  by 

many  she  was  esteemed  both  haughty  and  repel- 
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ling.  Bat  the  heart  alone  knoweth  its. own  bit- 
terness^ and  Nina  knew  that  he»  was  of  a  nature 
that  even  sympathy  might  not  ameliorate.  An 
aunt  of  her  late  husband,  a  needy  Frenchwoman, 
she  always  kept  with  her ;  but  her  only  intimate 
friend  was  Alice  Norton.  They  had  met  about 
a  year  previous,  when  the  mother  of  the  latter 
first  came  to  reside  near  Naples  for  the  benefit 
of  her  health.  After  some  slight  acquaintance, 
Nina  expressed  a  wish  to  take  lessons  in  Eng- 
lish from  Alice— an  unnecessary  study,  it  might 
have  seemed,  for  the  signora  spoke  English  with 
the  fluency  t)f  a  native — and  Alice  was  but  too 
happy  to  avail  herself  of  any  means  of  adding  to 
her  suffering  parentis  comfort.  And  the  inti- 
macy bMween  Nina  and  Alice  grew  rapidly  into 
mutual  friendship  6i  the  sincerest  kind. 

The  forlorn  giH  on  the  death  of.  her  mother 
had  accepted  the  signora^s  earnest  offer  of  a  tem- 
porary home  for  herself  and  her  blind  brother ; 
Nina,  as  has  been  seen,  wished  it  to  be  a  perma- 
nent one,  but  the  afflicted  daughter  had  obeyed 
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her  loother^B  injunctions  of  writing  to  her  cousin, 
the  answer  had  arrived,  and  the  friends  were 
about  to  part. 

And  had  Alice  seen,  the  beautiful  Nina  as  she 
tow  sat  alone  in  that  little  grotto,  she  would 
have  no  longer  doubtjed  that  the  signora's 
heart  was  ill  at  rest.  The  small  white  hands 
were  clasped,  and  the  dark  eyes  raised  as  if  in 
silent  prayer ;  btt  in  that  pale  face  there  was 
none  of '  that  expression  of  holy  resignation 
which  usually  follows  a  supplication  to  the  throne 
of  mercy.  A  deeper  despondency  gathered  over 
the  features,  and  burning  tears  trickled  heavily 
down ;  then  with  something  of  passionate  des* 
peration  rather  than  of  meekness,  she  took  out  of 
an  embroidered  bag  that  lay  near  her,  a  small 
plainly  bound  book — ^it  was  an  English  Bible. 

And  Nina  read  on,  seeming  to  forget  that  the 
evening  dews  were  falling  and  the  shadows  deep- 
ening around  her ;  she  read  on,  but  still  the  ex- 
pression of  her  face  changed  not ;  and  when  at 
length  she  joined  her  friend  in  the  saloon,  Alice 
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Started  at  observing  her  almost  ghastly  paleness, 
and  anxiously  enquired  if  she  were  ill.  ^^  No,  no, 
amtca,^  replied  Nina  nervously,  it  is  the  glare  of  the 
lights  that  makes  me  appear  more  pale  than  usual ; 
and,  Alice,^''  she  continued  in  a  strange  unnatural 
accent,  '^  let  me  give  you  a  piece  of  advice  to  take 
into  the  world  with  you:  if  ever  you  are  burdened, 
with  a  secret  sorrow,  if  ever  your  poor  little  heart 
weeps  over  the  departure  of  hopes  too  fondly 
cherished,  then  is  your  time  to  laugh  and  be 
merry;  aye,  laugh  my  pretty  Alice,  even  if  those 
very  heart-strings  crack  in  the  eflFort  to  deceive!^' 
And  Nina^s  own  laugh  as  she  spoke,  sounded 
in  the  ears  of  her  astonished  companion,  like 
some  wild  and  fearful  prophecy  of  evil. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


'  Thoo  loT'st  another  then  r 


A  MONTH  had  elapsed^  and  the  reader  mast  come 
down  with  ua  to  Elm  Oourt,  which  was  the  name 
of  the  country  seat    that   Mr.    Aylmer    had 
purchaaed  in  the  romantic  county  of  Derbyshire, 
>nd  whither  the  &mily   had  gone  before  the 
s^^n  was  over,  on  account  of  the  ill  health  of 
^e  second  daughter,  Clara.     Sach  at  least  was 
*ke  ostensible  cause  of  their  sudden  removal ; 
t^^t  there  were  people  spiteful  enough  to  say, 
*hat  the  young  lady^s   indisposition  was  only 
'"digued  when  she  discovered  that  the  estate  of 
^  certain  gentleman,  whose  attentions,  to  quote 
'^^^  own  words,  were  "  most  marked  and  un- 
*9^ivocal,^  adjoined  the  property  her  father  had 

^'01.   I.  G 
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recently  purchased ;  and  affairs  in  the  country 
requiring  the  lover  to  ^^  quit  the  gay  and  festive 
scenes^**  of  London  for  a  time*  the  object  of  his 
affections  had  deemed  it  expedient — so  said  these 
ill-disposed  persona — to  share  his  retirement. 
To  effect  this,  she  had  been  forced  to  declare 
herself  unable  any  longer  to  bear  the  &tigues 
and  dissipation  of  a  London  season ;  and  Mr. 
Aylmer,  too  happy  to  get  into  the  ooontiy  by 
any  means,  instantly  ordered  the  removal, 
congratulating  himself  on  his  prompt  measures, 
when  he  perceived  Glara^s  bloom  not  only  return, 
but  increase.  And  indeed  no  one  oould  have 
doubted  the  efficacy  of  the  Derbyshire  air,  had 
they  seen  the  fair  invalid  only  a  week  after  her 
arrival,  galloping  over  the  hills  by  the  side  of 
Sir  Marmaduke  Digby,  on  the  beautiful  Arabian 
ho  had  trained  for  her  especial  use. 

There  was  not  one  of  the  party  who  did  not 
share  Glara^s  satisfaction  in  their  ohange  of 
abode,  for  Isabel  (who  doubtless  would  have  mur- 
mured) was  left  behind  with  a  friend  who  had 
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lately  married  a  French  coiini ;  and  the  wife  un- 
derstanding but  very  imperfectly  h^r  hnshand^s 
ian£;uage,  and  he  not  being  able  to  speak  a  word 
of  hers,  Isabel,  to  her  own  perfect  gratification, 
(for  by  her  flnent  knowledge  of  a  foreign  language 
she  hoped  to  excite  that  admiration  which  her 
appearance  had  &iled  to  do)  was  frequently,  even 
in  society,  made  the  interpreter  between  them  ; 
and  the  novelty  of  the  thing  did  certsunly  for  a 
time  attract  attention — and  if  the  length  of  the 
ponvenationa  between  the  gay  spoto  and  his  wife's 
aceomplished  friend,  wereoceasionally  rather  Ion- 
e:er  in  the  original  than  in  the  ttauslation  to  the 
wife — ^what  of  that  ?  It  was  not  to  be  expected 
that  anybody  could  remember  every  word ;  be* 
Bides,  frequently  a  remark  or  explanation  required 
fuller  verbiage  in  one  language  than  in  the  other 
—60  at  least  sud  Isabel,  when  her  friend  one  day 
laughingly  chided  her  indolence  in  curtailing  so 
inany  of  these  conTeisations,  which  consisted 
professedly  of  remarks  and  sentiments  ^intended 
for  the  especial  edification  and  amusement  of  the 
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wife.  But  if  she  was  satisfied,  no  one  eke  had 
a  right  to  complain ;  and  as  no  one  did  complain, 
they  all  got  on  very  comfortably  together. 

One  evening,  about  a  fortnight  after  the  family 
were  settled   in  Derbyshire,   Fanny  and  Eva 
had  left  the  dining-room  before  the  others,  and 
were  in  the  green-house  gathering  some  of  the 
choicest  flowers.     An  expression  of  excitement 
and  impatience  was  plainly  visible  on  Fanny^s 
countenance,  as  she  paused  every  now  and  then  in 
her  occupation,  and  seemed  to  listen  attentively  for 
some  expected  sound*    Her  companion  continued  ^ 
quietly  gathering  the  geraniums  and  heliotropes 
without  any  display  of  emotion,  although  a  very 
close  observer  might  have  foncied  there  was  an  un- 
usual abstractedness  in  her  manner  too,  as  though 
her  thoughts  were  wandering  far  from  the  rare 
exotics  that  she  plucked  so  lavishly.     For  some 
time  both  were  silent,  but  at  length  Eva  turning 
to  Fanny,  said,  ^^  I  think  it  will  be  a  pity  to  pull 
more  of  these  beautiful  flowers  now,  for  it  seems 
very  probable  the  travellctrs  will  hot  arrive  this 
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eyeniDg,  and  the  flowers  look  so  oiuch  better  when 
they  are  perfectly  fresh.'' 

''  Now,  Eva,  I  am  sure  you  say  that  to  tea^^e 
roe ! — not  arriTe,  indeeed !  Did  not  Stuart  in  hi^ 
last  letter  say  positively  that  they  would  le 
here  to  night — and  what  can  prevent  it  i  but  oi 
course  you  do  not  care,  he  is  not  your  brother, 
and  you  feel  no  interest  in  my  poor  cousins/'* 

''  And  have  I  really  succeeded  at  last  in  making 
you  angry  with  me,  Fanny !  I  had  begun  to  think 
it  was  impossible  to  put  you  in  a  passion,  but  that 
frown  is  positively  terrific.  Now  what  would  you 
have  me  do  or  say  J  Supposing  I  did  bring 
myself  to  the  same  state  of  unhealthy  excitement 
you  are  in,  would  that  make  the  postillions  drive 
faster,  or  amend  the  state  of  the  roads  T 

^^  Oh,  but  it  is  provoking  to  see  you  so 
calm,  and  to  he^  you  talk  so  plilosophically 
about  the  state  of  the  roads  and  all  that,  when 
you  know  I  am  absolutely  dying  with  impatience 
to  see  my  brother  and  cousins, — but  hark  !  I 
am  sure  that  is  a  carriage  now."" 
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"  Yes,  I  see,''  said  Eva,  returning  from  the 
green-honse  door,  ^*  it  is  Sir  Marmaduke  Digby's 
curricle.'' 

"  Oh  how  sick  I  am  of  that  man  !  I  never 
hated  any  one  so  much  as  I  do  him — ^he  is  posi- 
tively odious." 

"  I  think,  Fanny,  everybody  is  odious  to  you 
this  evening ;  any  one  would  suppose  you  were 
expecting  a  lover  instead  of  a  brother  yoa 
scarcely  know,  a  cousin  you  have  never  seen,  and 
a  gay  widow  that  you  expect  only  to  laugh  at/ 

<'  Do  not  talk  to  me  about  lovers,  my  sisters 
have  sickened  me  of  the  very  name.  I  would 
not  have  a  lover  for  the  world — ^but  it  is  no 
use  worrying  myself  to  death.  You  see  thesp 
dear  people  will  not  oome  a  bit  the  quicker  for 
it." 

^'  That  is  just  what  I  have  been  endeavouring 
since  eight  o'clock  this  morning  to  impress  upon 
your  mind ;  besides,  it  may  be  that  they  are  less 
impatient  for  the  termination  of  their  journey 
than  we  are." 
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«'  Than  /am,  yon  mean,  Eva;  bat  wh;  should 
yon  suppose  that  my  brother,  at  least,  is  not 
anxious  to  get  home  V^ 

^^  I  suppose  nothing,  Fanny  ;  I  merely  sug- 
gested the  possibility  of  their  enjoying  each 
other's  society  so  much,  as  to  lose  sight  of  the 
tediousness  of  the  journey.^ 

"  Ah,  now-  I  understand !  You  mean  that 
Stuart  and  Alice  may  hare  fallen  in  love  with 
each  other — ^but  that  is  very  unlikely ;  you  know 
they  are  cousins !  Besides,  if  Mrs.  Jeremiah 
Nathan  is  the  person  papa  has  described  her,  they 
will  have  had  little  opportunity  of  even  exchang- 
ing a  word  together.'' 

''  Whskt  a  nuisance  such  a  woman  must  be  to 
a  quiet,  timid  girl,  such  as  I  imagine  from  her 
letters  this  poor  Alice  to  be.  I  dare  say  she  has 
been  nearly  worried  to  death  by  the  widow's 
fears  SEud  Jsneies  during  the  journey.^' 

*^  Indeed  I  am  afraid  so,  and  thai  was  why 
papa,  having  heard  of  her '  cbmii^,  and  fixed 
upon  her  as  a  chaperon  for  Alice,  wrote  to  Stuart 
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begging  him  to  take  Naples  in  his  way  home,  and 
escort  the  two  ladies  to  England.**^ 

"  I  am  really  curious  to  see  this  amusing 
widow ;  I  think  you  said  she  was  an  old  school- 
fellow of  your  mama^sf" 

"  Yes,  and  through  her  inveterate  love^  of 
letter-writing,  which  I  understand  is  only 
equalled  by  her  passion  for  talking,  mama  learned 
that  she  was  making  a  short  stay  at  Naples,  and 
then  papa  wrote  immediately  to  ask  her  to  take 
charge  of  Alice  and  her  brother  to  Derbyshire, 
and  pay  us  a  visit  herself  at  the  same  time.''* 

"  Which  of  course  she  was  very  willing  to  do/ 

^'  Doubtless,  for  I  have  heard  papa  say  that 
in  India,  after  she  was  a  widow — ^you  know  she 
went  out  there  at  the  same  time  with  mama,  and 
got  married  to  a  rich  Jew — she  was  continually 
paying  three-months^  visits,  or  rather  visitations, 
to  all  her  acquaintances.  My  sisters  recollect 
her,  but  I  was  quite  a  child  at  the  time  she  left 
India,  so  she  will  be  as  much  a  stranger  to  me  a« 
to  you." 
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^^  Well,  bat  after  all,  it  was  very  fortunate  her 
being  in  Naples  just  at  this  time,  otherwise 
year  cooain  would  have  had  to  wait  till  some 
one  could  be  found  to  go  for  her/^ 

^'  Yes,  but  I  am  tired  of  this  worthy  lady.  Let 
us  rather  speak  about  her  companions.  I  de- 
clare, Eva,  you  have  never  told  me  yet,  if  you 
think  you  will  recollect  Stuart,  or  how  you 
liked  him.'' 

''  Oh,  of  course  I  liked  him,  as  all  children 
do  those  who  are  kind  to  them ;  but  I  cannot 
say  whether  I  shall  rec<^i8e  him  again  or  not."" 

''  No,  but  have  you  never  thought  of  him  since, 
never  felt  any  wish  to  see  him  again,  and  all 
that  sort  of  thing,  you  knowf' 

"Really,  Fanny,"  said  Eva,  bending  very 
low,  as  if  suddenly  struck  with  the  beauty  of  a 
flower  near  which  she  had  been  standing  for 
many  minutes,  ^^  I  don't  know  what  you  mean ; 
but  I  want  to  ask  you  some  more  question^) 
about  Mrs.  Nathan — she  is  very  rich,  I  suppose  T 

"  Oh,  yon  hope  to  become  her  heiress  do  you, 
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Miss  Eva  ?  How  avaricious  of  you,  already  the 
possessor  of  so  many  thousands^— but  if  this  is 
the  secret  of  your  interest  in  the  Israelite's 
widow,  let  it  cease  at  once,  for  know  tliat  her 
husband  left  her  a  very  small  annuity,  and  the 
rest  of  his  enormous  property  for  the  endowment 
and  building  of  synagogues.  However,  with 
the  little  she  possesses,  she  has  contrived  to 
travel  over  half  the  globe,  making  acquaintances 
and  gaining  admirers  wherever  she  goes— so  say 
her  letters  at  least — I  think  mama  gets  one 
every  three  weeks.  And  now  are  you  satisfied, 
or  shall  I  furnish  you  with  any  further  particulars 
respecting  this  object  of  your  sudden  interest  C 

"  That  will  do  for  the  present,  Fanny ;  at 
any  rate  it  has  amused  your  mind.  I  was  afraid 
you  would  bring  yourself  into  a  fever  by  the 
excitement  you  manifested  half  an  hour  ago.''^ 

"How  kind  of  you,  Eva,  to  have  such  a 
tender  care  for  my  health ;  but  now  let  ua  go 
and  arrange  these  bouquets  in  my  cousin^s  room.''' 

And,  blooming  as  the  fair  flowers  they  carried. 
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the  two  girls   left    the  green-house    together. 
They    had  ascended  the  hall^steps,  and    were 
entering  the    house,  when  Fanny  once    more 
fancied  she  heard    the   sound  of  wheeU,  and 
seizing  Eva  by  the  hand,  she  hurried  her  down 
the  steps  and  along  the  carriage  sweep,  till  they 
came  in  view  of  the  family  travelling  coach,  which 
had  been  sent  as  far  as  the  first  stage  to  meet 
the  expected  party.     Eva  would  have  retired 
but  not  having  heard  the  sounds  that  had  at- 
tracted her  friend^s  attention,  she  was  ignorant 
of  Fanny^s  purpose  in  forcing  her  down  the  path, 
and  before  she  could  ask  an  explanation,  the  ve< 
hide  was  in  sight,  and  in  another  moment  Fanny 
had  stopped  the  horses,  opened  the  carriage-drn^r, 
and  sprang  Ughtly  in.     *'  My  brother  !''  *'  My 
dear  sister  t^^  was  all  the  embarrassed  Eva  heard, 
and  thai  they   all  descended  together,  except 
Mrs.    Nathan,    who  said  she    never    walked 
a  step  further  than  was  absolutely  necessary. 
The  several  introductions  were  gone  through, 
Fanny   welcoming    her    young    cousins   most 
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warmly  ;  and  then  Eva  linked  her  arm  in  that 
of  Alice,  leaving  the  long  parted  brother  and 
sister  to  walk  alone ;  the  nurse  Margaret  fol- 
lowed with  little  Maurice,  and  thus  they  proceeded 
to  the  house. 

Alice  Norton  was  very  pale,  and  the  expres- 
sion of  deep  sadness  on  her  young  countenance 
was  most  touching  and  interesting,  and  Eva, 
as  they  walked  side  by  side  up  the  avenue, 
mentally  exclaimed,  *^  He  mtui  love  her  !""  and 
then  she  cast  one  hurried  glance  towards  him, 
the  hero  of  all  her  girlish  dreams,  and  she  thought 
that  the  question,  *^  Does  Alice  love  him  in  re- 
turn r  was  needless. 

As  soon  as  Fanny  and  her  brother  were  a 
little  in  advance  of  the  rest  of  the  party,  the 
former  said  eagerly,  ^^  Now  tell  me,  Stuart,  is 
she  not  as  beautiful  as  I  described  herf" 

'*  Who,  Fannyr 

"  Who,  why  who  could  it  be  but  Eva  Herbert 
— my  Eva,  the  Eva  of  all  my  letters,  my  own 
sweet,  darling  friend  !^ 
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^'  Really  my  dear,  little,  enthusiastic  sister,  I 
have  scarcely  had  time  to  notice  Miss  Herbert. 
I  remember  her  a  very  lovely  child,  and  I  doabt 
not  she  is  all  yon  have  told  me ;  but  you  surely 
would  not  have  me  look  at  or  think  of  a  stran- 
ger, the  moment  of  my  arriving  at  the  home 
from  which  I  have  been  nearly  all  my  life  away  f^ 

'*  No,  no,  dear  Stuart ;  you  are  right ;  but 
you  see  I  am  as  giddy  and  thoughtless  as  ever. 
But  what  of  our  poor  uncle — does  he  continue 
better  r 

^^  He  does,  or  I  could  not  have  left  him  even 
now.  Surely  you  are  all  aware  that  nothing  but 
the  extreme  danger  he  was  in,  at  the  time  that 
our  family  became  reunited  in  England,  would 
have  kept  me  a  moment  from  you ;  the  instant 
that  danger  was  pronounced  over,  I  hastened 
home^  and  here  I  am  with  my  heart  and  time 
entirely  firee,  to  devote  to  those  dear  ones  from 
whoee  affections  I  feared  my  long  absence  had 
almost  excluded  meJ" 

"  Dear,  dear  Stuart  V''  said  Fanny,  her  eyes 
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led  with  joyful  tears,  '*  how  little  you  knew 
I !  Ah,  there  comes  papa ;  I  dare  say  he  has 
aded  Mrs.  Nathan  and  sent  her  to  mama — has- 
n  to  him,  I  know  he  will  prefer  seeing  you  first 
one. 

And  Fanny  left  her  brother  to  follow  her  coun- 
1,  and  tamed  back  to  welcome  again  her  young 
id  interesting  relatives. 

Eva  had  already  given  her  companion  a  slight 
etch  of  her  new  cousins,  and  was  concluding 
th  an  animated  eulogy  on  Fanny;  when  the  lat- 
r  joined  them,  to  whom  Alice  frankly  and  grace^ 
lly  held  out  her  hand,  saying,  ^'  Miss  Herbert 
»uld  have  taught  me  to  love  you,  my  dear  cou- 
u  had  not  your  own  kind  and  siFectionate  letters 
*eady  done  so.  I  shall  bring  but  a  sad  face, 
d  sadder  heart  into  your  circle,  but  I  am 
re  you  will  bear  with  me  for  a  time.  I  think  I 
aid  even  be  happy  again,^^  continued  Alice,  her 
es  filling  with  tears  (answering  to  the  looks  of 
mpathy  her  oompanions  bestowed  upon  her.) 
[  miffht  be  comparatively  happy  again,  were  it 
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not  for  my  poor  brother ;  but  he  pines  day  by 

day/'  And  she  turned  and  directed  their  attention 

to  the  flushed  and  emaciated    cheek    of   the 

litte  boy,  who,  wearied  by  his  journey,  had  fallen 

asleep  in  the  nurse^s  arms.     Fanny  and  Eva, 

ihough  both  struck  with  the  child^s  almost  dying 

look,  strove  to  give  h^  to  the  anxious  sister  ; 

and  by  this  time  they  had  reached  the  house, 

where  die  rest  of  the  family  were  assembled. 

Alice  was  hastily  presented  to  all,  for  Fanny  saw 

how  much  the  timid  girl  shrank  from  strangers ; 

and  saying  she  herself  would  take  charge  of  her 

cousins,  and  be  responsible  for  their  appearance 

in  an  hour's  time,  she  walked  oflf,  accompanied  by  ^ 

the  sister,  brother,  and  nurse. 

Eva,  who  considered  that  any  one  not  of  the 
femily  must  be  de  trop  in  such  a  meeting  as  this, 
was  abont  fo  retire  too,  but  she  caught  a  glance,  in 
passing  to  the  door,  of  Mrs.  Nathan's  face,  the 
expression  of  which  rivetted  her  attention.  That 
•ady  had  a  habit,  probably)  contracted  from  hav- 
ing been  shice  her  widowhood  a  great  deal  alone, 
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of  repeating  first  to  herself  anything  she  pro- 
posed relating,  and  as  her  oommimications  gene- 
rally partook  largely  of  the  marvellous,  the  effect 
of  this  was  often  very  singular.  For  instance,  if 
it  was  a  tale  of  scandal  she  proposed  astonishing 
her  hearers  with,  she  would  move  her  lips  and 
put  on  exactly  the  same  expression  of  coun- 
tenance as  though  she  were  actually  telling  it 
aloud;  and  then  not  content  with  rehearsing 
her  own  part,  she  would  imagine  the  looks  of  her 
auditors,  and  with  her  own  features  exhibit  the 
different  emotions  of  indignation,  incredulity, 
and  all  the  rest,  that  such  a  tale  might  be  expected 
to  call  forth.  And  now  each  member  of  the  fam- 
ily being  too  much  occupied  with  Stuart,  to  give 
her  any  opportunity  of  indulging  her  favourite 
propensity  of  talking,  she  had  employed  her  va- 
cant time  in  going  over  to  herself  various  scenes 
with  which  it  was  her  intention  to  entertain  her 
hosts,  as  soon  as  their  interest  in  their  long  ab- 
sent relative  had  a  little  subsided — ^herself  being 
always  the  prominent  figure  in  the  graphic  pic- 
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tares  she  drew.  At  the  moment  when  Eva  caught 
the  expression  of  the  widow's  face,  she  was  in  the 
midst  of  a  rehearsal  of  a  proposal  of  marriage,  that, 
as  she  afterwards  told  her  friends,  had  been  made 
to  her  by  an  Italian  count  in  a  diligence  be- 
tween Paris  and  Bolongne— and  the  look  that  par- 
ticularly attracted  Eva's  notice,  was  that  of  the 
aforesaid  count,  when  the  fair  object  of  his  sud- 
den passion  had  peremptorily  declined  his  hand 
and  heart.     It   seemed  to  express  something 
between  profound  despair  and  vehement  suppli- 
cation, and  might  have  suited  well  enough  the 
half-starved  countenance  of  an  Italian  adventurer, 
but,  exhibited  on  the  highly  rouged  and  full-moon 
face  of  the  buxom  widow,  the  effect  was  ludicrous 
in  the  extreme ;  and  Eva  for  a  moment  thought, 
by  the  contortion  of  her  features,  that  the  good 
bdy  was  going  into  a  fit,  and  anxiously  advanced 
to  enquire  if  she  was  ill.     Having   her  fears 
dispelled,  she  was  again  about  to  retire,  thinking 
that  Mr.  Aylmer  had  fiir  from  exaggerated  the 
peculiarities  of  the  Jew's  widow,  when  the  latter, 
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king  Mis8  Herbert  for  the  solicitude  she 
manifested,  entreated  her  to  take  a  chair 

her   own,   which  Eva  was  forced  to  do. 

during  the  space  of  half  an  hour,  while 

rest  of  the  family  were  eagerly  con- 
n^  in  a  distant  part  of  the  room,  did  the 
g  girl  i^t  listening  to  ho*  companion'^s  latest 
ntures  hy  land  and  by  sea.  Once  or  twice, 
le  course  of  h^r  penance.  Era's  eyes  wan- 
1  to  where  Stuart  sat,  the  centre  of  an  ani- 
d  and  happy  group ;  for  eyen  Mrs.  Aylmer, 

all  her  callous  worldliness,  had  still  one  cor- 
}{  her  heart  devoted  to  that  holiest  of  earthly 
igs,  a  mother's  love  and  pride  in  her  first- 
.  And  eagerly  now  were  questions  asked  and 
ered  amount  that  happy  circle,  for  Fanny 
tad  joined  them,  (AUce  having  expressed  a 
to  be  left  alone,)  and  her  clear,  joyous  laugh 

merrily  though  the  lighted  room. 
1  one  occasion  as  Eva's  looks  were  directed 

way,  she  perceived  Stuart's  eyes  bent 
i  her,  and  hiunility  itself  could  not  have  failed 
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to  remark,  that  the  mo0t  Ti^id  admiration  was 
pietured  in  his  glance;  a  blnsh,  warm  and  bright, 
dyed  her  ofaeek  as  she  tamed  to  listen  more  com- 
placently to  her  companion's  never-ending  stories. 
Mrs.  Nathan,  without  remarking  her  listener's 
agitation,  went  on  as  briskly  as  before,  till  Eva 
growing  quite  bewOdered  with  the  innnmerable 
multitiide  of  French  conquests  and  French  caps, 
Italian  lovers  and  midnight  serenades,  the  like 
of  which  not  all  the  romances  she  had  read 
had  ever  famished  her  with,  tamed  her  eyes 
oftener  in  an  opposite  direction,  which  the 
widow  at  l^igth  perceiving,  suddenly  exclaimed, 
''  Ah,  I  see  where  your  thoughts  are,  Miss  Her- 
bert,^can't  deceive  me,  my  dear — ^was  always 
wonderful  for  my  penetration.  I  have  been 
talking  to  you  so  much  about  love  and  lovers 
that  you  think  it  high  time  you  had  one  your^ 
self,  and  so  you  are  looking  at  Mr.  Stuart  to  see 
how  you  should  like  him/^ 

''  Beally,  madam,^  began  her  indignant  lis- 
tener,— but  it  was  no  easy  matter  to  stop  the 
widow,  who  continued : 
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Oh,  don"^  be  angry;  all  very  natural — 1 
just  the  same  myself, — ^girls  will  be  girls, 
know ;  and  Mr.  Stuart  is  as  fine  a  young 

as  you  would  wish  to  see  ;  but  to  let  you 
a  bit  of  a  secret,  I  suspect  he  has  fallen  in 
with  his  pale-faced  cousin ;  a  poor,  puny 
5   she  is  ;    but   there's  no  accounting    for 
>.     However,  tCimporte^  my  dear,  he^s  not 
only  man  in  the  world,  and  you  are  too 
ty  to  sigh  for  a  lover  long.'" 
mbatrassing  and  indelicate  as  Eva  would  at 
other  time*  have  considered  the  latter  part 
his  speech,  it  now  fell  unheeded  on  her  ear, 
;h  still  echoed  with  the  words,  ^'  He  has  fallen 
)ve  with  his  pale-faced  cousin  !^ 
'he  family  group  now  began  to  disperse,  and 
3.  Aylmer  advancing  to  Mrs.  Nathan,  apolo- 
d   for  having  neglected  her  so  long ;    and 
le  she  was  making  her  excuses,  Eva  escaped 
observed,  and  quickly  dismissing  Janet — ^who 

disappointed  in  her  not  being  allowed  to 
ik    to  her  mistress  about    *^  the  beautiful 


Digitized 


by  Google 


THE  POOR  GDCSIN.  141 

young-  gentleman/''  as  she  always  persisted  in 
calling  the  companion  of  their  voyage, — sat  down 
to  compare  the  hero  of  her  musings  in  the  lonely 
glen,  with  Stuart  Aylmer  as  he  now  appeared. 
And  it  may  be  inferred  that  the  comparison  was 
Dot  much  to  the  disadvantage  of  the  latter,  for 
her  last  mental  exclamation  was — and  a  deep 
sigh  accompanied  it — **  I  would  I  were  that 
pale-faced  cousin !"' 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


"  I  do  not  wish  thy  heart  were  won  ; 

Mine  omXf  with  sach  ezceaSi 
Would,  like  the  flower  beneath  the  8im, 

Die  with  its  happiness  !*' 


The  summer  months  flew  swiftly  by  to  the 
youthful  party  assembled  at  Elm  Court ;  who 
now  noticed  with  regret  that  the  trees  began  to 
assume  a  darker  shade,  the  wind  to  blow  with  a 
more  hollow  sound,  and  the  evening  shadows  to 
steal  less  imperceptibly  upon  the  earth.  They 
had  been  happy  months  to  most  of  the  party, 
for  Stuart^s  presence  seemed  to  have  brought 
with  it  a  charm  to  scare  away  the  spirits  of  gloom 
and  ill-humour;  even  Mrs.  Aylmer,  formerly 
so  cold  and  haughty,  now  smiled  graciously  and 
often,  and  had  twice  made  her  appearance  at  the 
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nine  o^lock  break&Bt ;  and  Glara  (alihougb  her 
happiness  scurcely  needed  any  increase^  she  being 
on  the  point  of  marriage  with  Sir  Marmaduke 
Digbj)  was  thought  to  be  more  lively  and  natu- 
ral since  her  brother^s  return.  The  happy  father 
idolised  his  boy,  and  daily  blessed  his  lot  in  pos- 
sessing a  son  so  worthy  of  his  love.  And  even 
Alice — the  pale  and  drooping  Alice — raised  her 
meek  face  and  soft  blue  eyes,  and  smiled  when 
he  approached ;  and  the  sickly  little  Maurice, 
who  rarely  spoke  to  any  save  his  sister,  would 
fondly  climb  on  his  knee,  and  stroke  his  fiM)e 
caressingly,  fearing  no  harsh  or  unfeeling  rebuke. 
Not  that  any  portion  of  the  family  was  unkind' 
to  him ;  poor  child  !  none  could  be  so ;  but  with 
a  timidity  natural  to  his  situation,  he  had  shrunk 
from  their  advances  till  they  grew  weary  of 
making  them,  and  by  tacit  acknowledgement  he 
was  now  unnoticed,  except  by  Stuart,  for  whom, 
since  their  journey  together,  the  blind  boy  had 
imbibed  the  most  lively  affection  ; — and  by  de- 
grees the  child^s  colour  eame  again,  and  his  little 
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leek  grew  round  once  more,  and  the  de- 
lister,  in  her  heart,  blessed  him  whose  con- 
indness  she  believed  had  munly  oontribu- 
this  happy  change. 

1  Eva !  It  cannot  be  imagined  that  she, 
heart  was  already  prepossessed  in  favour 
object  of  her  childish  fancy,  could  look 
Qdifference  on  him  whom  all  loved  and 
■ed.  It  will  be  remembered  that  she  had 
nade  up  her  mind  from  her  own,  assisted 
9.  Nathan'^s  observations,  that  Stuart  was 
3  with  his  cousin ;  and  though  nothing 
n  his  conduct  had  occurred  to  sanction 
nclusion,  and  it  was  consequently  dissipa- 
till  there  were  moments  when  the  idea 
dd  itself,  casting  uncertain  darkness  over 
Eippiest  visions  of  the  future.  But  the 
b  time  was  not  one  for  much  reflection  to 
it  became  more  and  more  bright  and  joy- 
or  in  all  their  parties  he  was  by  her  side. 
y  walked  or  rode,  or  sailed,  or  danced 
Eva  was,  there  Stuart  was  ever  to  be 
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found;  and  Fumy,  bright,  gay,  loving  Fanny, 
saw  her  pet  scheme  adyaneing,  without  any  eon- 
trivance  on  her  part;  and  so  wisely  left  the 
seeming  lovers  to  themselves.  And  already  she 
had  decided  on  the  bride^s  dress,  and  had  invented 
a  peculiar  pattern  for  the  mignonne  boxes  in 
whic^  the  wedding-cake  was  to  be  sent  to  their 
various  friends.  But  the  autumn  was  coming, 
and  their  rides  and  walks  were  shortened,  and 
Stuart  spoke  of  returning  to  Italy,  as  his  undoes 
health  was  again  delicate,  and  the  invalid^s 
letters  to  the  nephew  uiged  him  to  return.  YvT 
still  neither  her  brother  nor  her  friend  had 
hinted  to  her  anything  of  their  sentiments  to 
each  other,  and  Fanny  thought  the  delay  very 
ridiculous,  and  wondered  what  they  meant  by 
it.  And  Mrs.  Aylmer,  now  that  everything 
respecting  Clara  was  settled,  began  to  look 
anxious  too,  whenever  Eva  or  Stuart  came  into 
the  room  where  she  was;  and  composed  her  fea- 
tures into  an  expression  of  pleased  attention,  as 
though  she  expected  some  communication  of  im- 
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^rtance— -for  her  cherished  wish  was  also  that 
9r  SOD  should  marry  the  nabob^s  wealthy  heiress, 
iut  time  wore  away,  and  in  spite  of  Mrs. 
Tathan's  repeated  assurances  that  she  knew 
rerything  was  settled  between  the  presumed 
»yers,  the  plotting  mother  fretted  at  the  delay ; 
ad  country  baronets  and  squires  idio  appeared 
)  seek  the  honour  of  Miss  Herbert^s  hand,  were 
ismissed — ^but  without  a  blessing.  Eva  saw 
iem  come  and  go,  with  the  same  feeling  of  in- 
ifference;  for  her  position  as  an  heiress  she 
■ew  would  often  subject  her  to  such  overtures, 
ven  supposing  she  had  been  as  devoid  of  personal 
ttractions  as  she  was  gifted  with  them ;  so  those 
references  gave  her  no  pleasure,  and  only  by 
lie  contrast,  made  her  hearts  idol  appear  more 
rorthy  to  be  loved. 

And  Stuart  Aylmer  was  truly  so;  a  highly  cul- 
Lvated  mind,  united  with  the  modesty  of  sterling 
alents,  and  an  early  knowledge  of  the  world,  had 
mproved  his  character,  while  they  had  done 
lothing  to  impair  the  warmth  and  freshness  of  his 
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feeUngs,  or  the  noble  impulses  of  a  prond  and 
°>ttilj  heart.  His  manner  too  was  natural  and 
pnpossessiiig,  and  no  one  conld  doubt  that  he 
^M  deserting  of  the  dark-eyed,  wealthy  Eva, 
whom  fame  now  made  his  fixture  bride. 

But  '^Time  is  on  the  wing,^  and  things  still  re- 
mm  in  the  same  position  at  Elm  Oourt,  except 
diat  Alice  grows  paler  and  thinner,  and  refuses 
oftetoer  to  join  her  cousins  in  their  momii^ 
excunioDs  and  evening  parties.  It  was  on 
one  of  these  occasions,  that  she  had  resisted 
t&eir  solicitations  to  leave  her  own  room  ;  and 
ilone  she  sat  by  the  side  of  her  sleeping  brother^s 
couch,  listening  to  the  joyous  sounds  of  mirth 
that  ascended  from  the  rooms  below.  A  book 
waB  on  her  knee,  but  the  pages  were  blotted  with 
her  tears ;  and  though  she  turned  the  leaves  over, 
s&deven  occasionally  read  a  few  lines,  it  was  so 
mechanically,  that  no  word  of  them  rested  for  a 
moment  on  her  mind.  Suddenly  a  light  footstep 
mounded  on  the  stairs,  and  the  mourning  girl 
iMily  dried  her  tears   and  pulled  down   the 
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9,  that  the  traces  of  her  grief  might  not  be 
ved,  and  in  another  moment,  Fanny  all 
8,  entered  the  room. 

ilice,^  she  began,  **  oh  do  for  once  change 
mind  and  come  down  stairs ;  you  cannot 
ine  how  much  weiPirant  yon;  Mrs.  Nathan  is 
ing  us  a  new  French  game,  and  one  other 
n  is  necessary  to  its  proper  performance, 
ire  all  dying  with  laughter,  and  really  you 

come.^^  And  Fanny  gently  tried  to  pull 
ousin  from  her  seat. 

am  very  sorry,  dear  Fanny,  to  refuse  any- 

you  ask,  but  indeed  Maurice  is  very  fever- 
Hnight,  and  he  may  awaken  and  want  me. 
not  leave  him.'*^ 

Nonsense,  Alice,  cannot  Margaret  sit  and 
I  by  him  as  well  as  you !  It  is  no^  that,  but 
lo  not  like  our  society.^  And  Fanny  pouted 
e  continued,  '^  I  said  you  would  not  come, 
tuart  was  so  positive  you  would  if— ^^ 
Did  your  brother  say  so  f  demanded  Alice 
:ly — and  for  a  moment,  a  tinge  of  colour 

to  her  pale  cheek,  only  to  leave  it  whiter 
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than  before.  Then  on  her  companion's  silent  affir- 
mative to  her  qnesti jn,  she  rose  from  her  seat,  ad- 
ding, "  Certainij,  Fanny,  if  you  wish  it  so  much, 
I  will  come,  and  send  Margaret  to  my  brother.'" 
Bat  Fanny  no  longer  wished  it  so  much,  or 
indeed  at  all ;  she  had  watched  with  surprise 
the  change  in  AUce's  countenance  on  the  mention 
of  Stuart's  name,  and  a  new  light  suddenly  broke 
npon  her.  She  fancied  she  had  made  a  disco- 
T«y  which  was  anything  but  pleasing — and  a 
hundred  trifling  in(»dents  crowded  at  once  upon 
her  memory,  all  tending  to  confirm  her  forebodings 
that  Stuart  was  loved  by  her  cousin.  And  can 
it  be  possible,''  she  thought,  **  that  he  returns 
her  loreT  *^  And  this  fear  made  Fanny  look 
coldly  and  stetmgely  upon  poor  Alice,  who  un- 
conscious of  what  was  pasing  in  her  companion's 
mind,  stood  waiting  to  accompany  her  down  stairs. 
— But  Fanny  quickly  rousin&(  herself  from  the 
reverie  into  which  she  had  fallen,  said  with  sud- 
den energy, "  Pray,  Alice,  do  not  let  me  persuade 
yon  to  do  anything  against  your  inclination  ;  I 
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see  it  is  trnpleaBant  to  you  to  leave  yoar  brother, 
so  we  most  try  to  do  without  yoa*  Gk>od  night.^ 
And  she  turned  and  left  the  room  without  one 
kind  word. 

They  never  before  had  parted  thus,  and  Alice, 
though  she  was  far  from  guessing  the  cause,  and 
only  imputed  it  to  her  having  refused  Fanny'*B 
request  at  first,  still  felt  the  estrai^gement  deeply. 
But  she  wept  no  more  that  night ;  she  communed 
with  her  own  heart,  and  the  result  was  a  deter> 
nination  to  leave,  for  a  time,  her  present  abode. 
A  letter  from  Nina  Solari,  received  a  few  days 
before,  announced  the  signora^s  intention  of 
coming  in  a  few  weeks  .to  England,  and  earnestly 
entreated  Alice  to  reside  with  her  during  her 
stay;  and  this  invitation  Alice  now  made  up 
her  mind  to  accept.  *'  For  why  should  I,^^  ehe 
thought,  *^  by  my  presence,  cast  a  duidow  over 
their  happiness  ?  I  can  have  no  feeling  in  com- 
mon with  them;  gaiety  is  not  for  me,  an 
orphan,  nearly  dependent  on  their  bounty  ;  and 
when  I  refuse  to  join  in  scenes  from  which  I 


Digitized 


by  Google 


THE  POOB  OOUflUi..  151 

shrink  with  abhorrence,  they  think  me  ungra- 
cious and  ungrateful;  and  perhaps  I  do  at  times 
appear  to  be  both,  but  they  cannot  read  my  heart 
— and  Heaven  grant  they  never  may  P^ 

Thus  mused  the  lonely  girl  through  the  te- 
dious hours  of  that  weary  night,  for  long  after 
the  sounds  of  mirth  below  had  ceased  to  jar  upon 
her  ear,  long  after  all  those  joyous  ones  were 
wrapt  in  peaceful  slumber,  Alice  Norton  remamed 
awake ;  and  it  was  not  till  the  grey  dawn  was 
peeping  through  her  closed  curtains,  that  sweet 
sleep  came  to  her  relief. — But  was  it  sweet  to 
her? 

Alas  f  no,  for  her  heart  was  not  at  rest ;  her 
life  was  now  one  strode  to  combat  feelings  that 
defied  her  feeble  strength  to  conquer ;  and  even 
in  her  feverish  dreams,  she  ever  saw  before  her 
a  vision  of  more  than  mortal  luq>piness,  between 
which  and  herself  hovered  a  dim  spectre  forbid- 
ding her  approach ;  and  when,  in  desperation, 
she  advanced  to  meet  and  defy  it,  the  pale,  sad 
feaf  ui^  of  ber  mother  were  revealed ;  and  Alice 
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^ke  with  a  renewed  feeling  of  discon- 
despair.      And  yet  her  more  than 
ure  of  her  brother  increased  day  by 
)senredly  and  entirely   (it  might  be 
devoted  her  life  to  him  ;  and  she  did 
*e  because  she  fancied — she  feared,  at 
t  her  affection  was  weakening,  from 
1  him,  as  she  could  not  avoid  doing, 
rmountable  barrier  to  her  happiness. 
)  she  had  imagined,  when  in  all  sin- 
e  had  so  unhesitatingly  given  her  pro* 
N*  dying  parent — how  little  had  Alice 
le  heart-burnings  and  struggles  it  would 
bo  keep  it !     For  with  a  sensitiveness 
0  her  generous  and  conscientious  mind, 
t  thought  that  it  was  virtually  broken, 
discovered  that  she  loved.      And  love 
mth  all  the  passionate  devotedness  of  a 
t  had  few  objects  on  which  to  lavish  its 

Aylmer  was  the  very  person  to  win, 
lOut  intending  it,  the  passion  of  such  a 
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girl ;  and  having  won,  to  retain  it.  Unlike  Eva 
and  many  of  her  sex,  Alice  had  never  pictnred 
to  herself  the  beau  ideal  of  a  lover,  had  scarcely 
ever  thought  of  one.  Nursed  in  affliction,  her 
mind  had  been  elevated  above  the  weakness  of 
indulging  in  romantic  &ncies ;  she  had  never  felt 
the  necessity  for  loving,  or  the  wish  to  be  beloved, 
till  she  became  acquainted  with  her  cousin. 

During  their  journey,  in  spite  of  Mrs.  Nathan's 
practice  of  endeavouring  to  engross  all  attention 
to  herself,  Alice  had  had  ample  opportunities  of 
judging  of  his  worthiness  and  powers  of  pleasing. 
His  kindness  to  Maurice,  awakened  her  wannest 
gratitude ;  his  gentleness  and  solicitude  towards 
herself  increased  the  prepossession,  and  when  she 
saw  him  in  the  bosom  of  his  family,  cherished 
and  adored ;  when  she  discovered  the  rich  and 
varied  powers  of  his  mind,  and  more  than  that, 
when  she  found  that  though  sought  and  flattered 
by  all,  his  anxious  kindness  towards  herself  and 
her  brother,  increased  rather  than  diminished ; 
that  he  ever  noted  if  she  looked  unhappy,  and 
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3uld  strive  with  tender  earnestness  to  amuse 
id  intei^est  her— she  could  not  choose  but  love. 
Not  for  a  moment  did  she  fancy  that  it  was 
turned  by  him,  but  still  as  she  perceived  not 
s  apparent  devotion  to  Evfi — from  joining  so 
Idom  in  their  parties— it  would  have  been  bliss 
her  to  have  indulged  (in  secret)  her  affection, 
id  to  have  lived  on  the  hope  that  it  would  be 
leday  repaid. 

But  no  such  happiness  did  she  dare  permit 
)rself ;  struggling  ever  to  banish  feelings  which 
le  looked  upon  as  almost  sin  to  have  entertained, 
ut  hitherto  her  efforts  had  been  without  success, 
nd  she  knew  it,  and  had  come  to  the  resolution 
'  quitting  the  field  of  danger. 
The  family  were  assembled  at  luncheon  the 
llowing  day,  Fanny  still  retaining,  though  it 
as  almost  unknown  to  herself,  her  coldness  to- 
ftrds  her  unoffending  cousin — her  devotion  to 
va,  and  extreme  solicitude  for  the  consumma- 
on  of  her  long  cherished  scheme,  rendering  her 
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ungenerous  and  even  unjust  towards  another. 
No  strangers  being  present,  they  were  speaking 
of  Glara^s  approaching  marriage,  which  was  to 
take  place  at  an  ancient  church,  some  four  miles 
distant.  Fanny  was  busily  counting  on  her 
fingers  the  number  of  guests  to  be  invited,  and 
arranging  the  order  in  which  they  were  to  go. 
After  some  little  trouble,  she  discovered  that 
four  carriages  would  convey  all  the  party,  with 
the  exception  of  one.  And  now  delighting  in 
these  details,  she  was  puzzling  herself  what 
should  be  done  with  this  one,  when  Alice  said — 
"  My  dear  Fanny,  pray  leave  me  out  of  your 
calculations,  for  I  shall  not  be  here  when  Clara 
is  married.^ 

*^  Not  be  here !  What  on  earth  do  you  mean, 
Alice  r*  and  Fanny,  already  repenting  her  tem- 
porary coldness,  spoke  in  her  naturally  affection- 
ate way. 

'^  I  mean  that  I  have  had  an  invitation  from 
my  Italian  friend,  of  whom  you  have  heard  me 
speak.    She  is  coming  to  Engbmd,  and,  after 
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all  her  kindness  to  me,  I  cannot  refuse  to  pass 
some  time  with  her.'' 

The  attention  of  the  rest  of  the  party  being 
now  aroused,  all  eagerly  pressed  Alice  to  stay, 
at  least,  till  after  the  wedding ;  but  she  replied 
mildly,  but  firmly,  ^^  I  have  written  this  morning 
to  my  friend,  accepting  her  invitation  and 
promising  to  join  her  immediately  on  her  arrival 
in  London,  which  I  expect  will  be  in  about  three 
weeks.  You  know,''  she  continued,  faintly 
smiling,  ^^  I  can  wish  my  cousin  as  much  hap- 
piness at  a  distance  as  if  I  were  here,  and  1  am 
sure  my  presence  will  not  be  missed." 

"  Do  not  say  so,  carissima^  said  Stuart  re- 
proachfully ;  "  however  little  you  may  value  our 
society,  I  assure  you  yours  is  very  dear  to  us. 
Is  it  not,  Fan,  f  turning  to  his  favourite  sister. 

Simple  as  these  words  were,  Alice's  heart  beat 
faster  as  they  were  spoken,  and  her  countenance 
became  paler  than  before. — She  soon  after  left 
the  room. 

Absurd  as  her  emotion  may  appear  at  Stuart's 
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remark,  she  was  not  the  only  one  of  the  party 
that  noticed  it,  and  many  eyes  were  on  him 
when  he  ceased  speaking.  Among  the  rest 
were  those  of  his  mother,  through  whose  mind 
flashed  like  lightning  the  thought,  that  perhaps, 
after  all,  he  preferred  his  cousin  to  Eva ;  and 
the  idea  once  admitted  (as  in  Fanny^s  case)  it 
rapidly  gained  ground.  Indignant  and  enraged, 
she  determined  first,  that  Alice  should  not  be 
prevented  going,  although  she  considered  it  only 
a  ruse  on  her  part  the  more*  effectually  to  con- 
ceal this  attachment — for  that  it  was  mutual 
she  entertained  no  doubt, — and  secondly,  that 
another  day  should  not  pass  without  an  explana* 
tory  conversation  with  her  son,  respecting  what 
abe  considered  his  folly  and  infatuation.  This 
conversation  and  its  results  will  be  detailed  in 
the  following  chapter. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

**  Of  th«7  I0T6  l6Mt  that  let  men  kftow  their  lore." 

'^  Gome  in,  my  dear  Stuart,^  said  Mrs.  Aylmer, 
as  her  son  in  obedience  to  her  summons,  stood 
at  the  door  of  her  boudoir  on  the  same  afternoon. 
'^  I  have  so  few  opportunities  of  speaking  with 
you  when  the  young  people  are  present,  that  I 
have  ventured  to  send  for  you  now,  trusting 
that  you  will  not  object  to  spend  a  quiet  half 
hour  before  dinner  with  me.^^ 

The  reply  of  Stuart  did  full  credit  to  his 
filial  feelings,  and  expressed  all  the  gratification 
and  pleasure  that  the  occasion  called  forth; 
but  though  he  certainly  knew  less  of  his  mother 
than  the  rest  of  her  family  had  the  advantage 
of  doing,  he  was  not  simple  enough  to  imagine 
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that  it  was  merely  for  the  sake  of  enjoying  his 
society,  that  she  had  now  sent  for  him,  and  he 
prepared  himself  accordingly  for  some  commuii- 
cation  of  maternal  importance.  But  Mrs.  Ayl- 
mer,  who  prided  herself  especially  on  the  tact 
with  which  abe  managed  matters  of  this  sort, 
had  no  intention  of  at  once  opening  her  mind  on 
the  sabject  at  present  nearest  her  heart,  so  she 
began  by  talking  to  hex  son  of  his  nncle,  ques* 
tioning  Stiiart  more  particularly  than  she  had 
hitherto  done,  as  to  his  life  in  Italy,  and  many 
other  minor  milters  to  form  an  introdnction  to 
ihe  one  important  theme.  But  the  half  hour 
soon  passed  away  in  this  trifling  converse,  and 
perceiving  her  son  had  yawned  more  than  once, 
the  good  lady  thought  it  was  better  to  lose  no 
more  time,  and  with  an  air  of  apparent  careless- 
ness she  said — 

"  By  the  bye,  if  s  a  pity  we  cannot  persnade 
poor  little  Alice  to  stay  tUl  after  ihe  wedding ; 
she  has  seemed  so  dull  and  listless  lately,  and  it 
might  amuse  her.*^ 
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^^Oh,  I  don't  despair  of  persoading  her  to 
defer  her  visit,''  said  Stuart ;  *'  she  has,  as  you. 
observe,  seemed  very  unwell  lately.  I  fear  she 
devotes  herself  too  much  to  her  brother,  and  as 
the  child  really  is  not  benefited  by  it,  I  think 
she  b  decidedly  wron^  to  injure  her  health  by 
such  close  attendance.'* 

There  was  nothing  necessarily  lover-like  in 
this  reply,  and  Mrs.  Aylmer's  countenance 
brightened  as  she  continued :  **  I  perfectly  agree 
with  you,  and  as  you  seem  to  have  more  influence 
with  her  than  any  of  the  rest" — here  she  looked 
curiously  at  her  son — ^*  do  persuade  her  not  only 
to  remain  till  after  Clara's  wedding,  but  to  join 
more  in  your  amusements ;  it  will  divert  her 
mind  and  improve  her  health  too." 

Stuart,  although  he  denied  possessing  more 
influence  with  their  cousin  than  the  rest,  readily 
promised  to  exert  whatever  he  had,  in  persuading 
her  to  stay;  and  his  calm  self  possession  while 
he  spoke,  nearly  re-assured  his  mother  on  the 
subject  of  his  preference  for  Alice.    But  now 
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tlie  most  difficult  part  of  her  task  remainedy 
nameljj  to  express  her  wishes  concerning  Eva. 
She  imagined  that  her  son^s  heart  being  disen- 
gaged»  there  coold  be.no  doubt  he  would  even- 
tuaOy  fall  into  her  views,  even  if  he  did  not  at 
present  feel  those  passionate  sentiments  towards 
his  father'^B  ward,  which  some  old-fashioned  people 
deem  necessary  to  happiness  in  the  marriage 
state.  But  at  the  same  time  Mrs.  Aylmer  was 
well  aware  that  young  people  little  brook  any 
interference  in  these  matters,  and  that  it  re- 
<{nired  all  her  caution  to  open  the  subject. 
However,  it  must  be  done,  and  quickly  too, 
for  judging  Eva  by  herself,  (as  all  narrow- 
mmded  persons  judge  others,)  Mrs.  Aylmer 
feared  that  when  introduced  into  society,  the 
young  heiress  might  be  dazzled  by  the  brilliant 
offers,  her  wealth  and  beauty  could  not  fail  to 
secure,  and  forget  whatever  interest  she  had 
felt  for  Stuart;  but  once  affianced,  all  this 
^ger  would  be  averted,  and  the  dutiful  mo- 
ther fully  determined  that  no  pains  should  be 
spared  to  effect  this. 
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While  these  thoughts  passed  rapidly  through 
her  mind,  Stuart,  begiimiug  to  think  that  he  had 
pkyed  the  pious^^EIneas  long  enough,  suddenly 
rose  from  his  chair,  saying,  ^*  You  will  excuse  my 
leaving  you  now,  my  dear  mother — it  is  nearly 
dinner  time,  by  your  pretty  time-piece  there,and 
I  have  to  seek  in  the  library  for  a  book  I  pro- 
mised to  show  Miss  Herbert  in  the  evening^^^ 

Mrs.  Aylmer  &iled  not  to  avail  herself  of  this 
opening. 

^'Nay,  sit  down  one  moment,  Stuart,  you 
can  find  the  book  after  dinner ;  and  speaking  of 
Miss  Herbert,  reminds  me  that  she  too  has 
looked  paler  of  late.  I  have  been  thinking 
whether  it  is  possible  she  should  be  in  love,  but 
then,  who  has  she  seen  V 

Stuart  was  attentively  examining  the  curious 
workmanship  of  Cupid'^s  wing  on  the  time-piece 
before  mentioned,  so  his  mother  could  not  notice 
his  countenance ;  and  as  he  made  no  reply  to  this 
observation,  she  was  obliged  to  continue. 

"  It  is  really  a  charge  of  great  responsibility ."" 
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"Of  what  charge  do  yoa   apeak T   asked 
Stuart. 

''  Why*  the  chargeof  a  beaatyU  heiress  like 
Miss  H^rbeii,  whidi  jont  father  very  foolishly 
and  hurriedly,  I  think,  undertook.'" 

^'  Oh  r  was  all  the  answer  made. 

^«For  my  part,  I  think  the  soeiner  she  is 
manied  ihe  better,  and  I  am  sure  you  will  agree 
withmeT 

Now,  as  this  was  in  the  form  o!  a  question, 
Stuart  had  no  ehoiee  but  to  reply,  and  so  he 
said— ^  Indeed,  my  dear  mother,  if  you  wish  for 
my  opinion,  I  should  say  that  there  could  be  no 
hurry  whateyer  for  Miss  Herbert  to  be  manied, 
and  that  it  would  be  most  desirable  for  her  to  see 
more  of  the  worid  before  she  makes  a  ehoiee, 
which  must  invoWe  the  happiness  or  misery  of 
all  her  after-life." 

Mrs.  Aylmer  was  puzaled,  and  seeing  no 
chance  of  discovering  her  son^s  sentiments  in  a 
round-about  way,  and  as  lie  plainly  manifested 
symptoms  of  impatience,  and  a  desire  to  be  gone— 
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making  a  bold  efforts,  though  with  her  eyes  turned 
away»  she  said  laughingly — *^  What  say  you,  my 
dear  boy,  to  trying  your  own  chance  with  the 
pretty  heiress !  I  think  I  might  venture  a  guess, 
that  she  would  not  frown  upon  you ;  and  upon 
my  word,  she  would  make  a  very  charming  little 
wife.**^  The  ice  was  now  broken,  and  meeting  no 
opposition,  Mrs.  Aylmer  went  on — ^'  It  is  singu- 
lar now,  that  I  neyer  thought  of  this  before; 
really  I  am  quite  struck  with  the  idea.  She  is  a 
delightful  girl,  and  your  father  is  so  fond  of  her. 
And  now  I  think  of  it,  Stuart,  you  hare  certainly 
paid  her  great  attention ;  everybody  has  re- 
marked it.  I  would  not  wish,  as  you  may  well  be- 
lieve,  my  dear  son**** — here  Mrs.  Aylmer  changed 
to  a  tone  of  maternal  emotion — ^*to  influence 
your  choice  in  any  way ;  your  happinesa,  good- 
ness knows,  is  my  only  consideration,  but  young 
people  are  so  apt  to  be  thoughtless,  and  &ncy 
there  is  time  for  everything — and  beforo  we  quit 
the  subject,  I  would  just  suggest  to  you,  that  if 
Miss  Herbert  goes  into  society^  even  admitting 
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that  she  is  fond  of  yon  now,  the  homage  and  ad- 
miration she  will  be  certain  to  receiye,  may  torn 
her  head,  and  weaken  her  affections,  and  she  will 
be  lost  to  yon  for  ever.  Who  would  not  be  glad 
to  many  a  lovely  and  accomplished  girl  with 
eight  thousand  a  year  !  but  once  engaged  to  you, 
she  will  be  indifferent  to  other  offers,  and  you  can 
return  and  claim  her  when  you  please.^ 

Here  there  was  a  pause,  Mtd  Stuart  turned  to 
his  mother;  his  brow  was  slightly  contracted, 
and  his  cheek  rather  redder  than  usual,  as  he  re- 
plied :  '^^  As  my  mother  you  are  entitled  to  give 
what  advice  you  please,  and  as  your  son  I  have 
felt  myself  bound  to  listen  to  it ;  now  oblige  me 
by  speaking  no  more  on  this  subject.  You  hare 
quite  mistaken  my  character.  I  will  only  ad(^ 
that  the  circumstances  you  hare  named  as  mo- 
tives for  a  premature  proposal  to  Miss  Herbert, 
whaterer  my  sentiments  towards  her  might  be, 
are  the  very  ones  Uiat  would  deter  me  from 
making  it*"^ 

Mis.  Aylmer^s  cheek  in  its  turn  became  flashed 
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with  anger,  and  she  was  about  replying  in  no 
very  affectionate  tones,  when  Stuart  guessing  her 
intention,  walked  up  to  her  and  gently  taking  her 
hand,  said,  respectfully,—"  Foi^ive  me,  my 
dearest  mother,  if  I  hare  said  anything  dis- 
pleasing to  you.  I  wouM  not  for  the  world 
give  you  offence,  but  my  ideas  differ  so  ma- 
terially from  yours,  on  the  subject  of  which 
we  have  spoken,  that  I  could  not  avoid  expres- 
sing them,  especially  as  I  was  called  upon  to 
make  a  reply.  Let  this  conversation  be  forgotten, 
and  as  my  stay  in  England  will  now  be  short,  I 
sincerely  trust  no  misunderstanding  may  arise 
between  us,  to  make  it  unpleasant.^  And  raising 
the  hand  he  still  held,  to  his  lips,  he  turned  and 
left  the  room,  before  his  greatly  vexed  and  disap- 
pointed listener  had  time  to  frame  a  reply. 

The  result  of  this  conversation  was  a  decided 
change  in  Stuart^s  manners  to  Eva;  all  those 
little  nameless  attentions  that  she  had  learned  to 
look  for,  and  value  so  highly  from  him,  were  now 
withdrawn.     He  generally  spent  his  mornings 
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with  bis  father  m  the  library,  and  occasionally  he 
shot  or  hunted  with  Sir  Marmadnke  Digby.  In 
their  social  eyenings,  instead  of  taming  oyer  the 
leaves  of  Bva^s  music  book,  he  now  sat  near  his 
cousin,  (whom  he  had  persuaded  to  leave  her 
solitude,)  and  read  aloud  to  her  £ayourite  pas- 
sages firom  Italian  authors ;  and  Alice  began  to 
smile  again  under  the  cheering  influence  of  this ; 
and  even  her  efforts  to  conquer  her  unhappy 
attachment  weakened  by  degrees,  till  at  length, 
without  an  end  or  object  in  view,  not  even  be^ 
lieving  herself  beloved,  she  yielded  for  the  time 
to  the  &8cination  of  abandonment ;  and  imagin- 
ing her  feelings  shrouded  from  all  eyes,  enjoyed 
a  species  of  intoxicating  happiness,  that  till  now 
she  had  believed  it  impossible  ever  to  experience. 
Bat  though  she  guessed  it  not,  there  were  eyes 
that  watched  her  every  movement.  Mrs.  Aylmer 
being  totally  unable  to  understand  her  son'^s  feel** 
ings,  imagined  at  once,  after  their  conversation, 
that  some  prior  attachment  existed,  which  had 
prevented  him  falling  into  her  plans  respecting 
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Eva,  and  once  more  her  suspicions  fixed  on  Alice, 
for  whom  she  conceived  a  most  violent  dislike, 
which  was  strengthened  when  she  saw  those 
attentions  which  she  imagined  were  due  only  to 
the  heiress,  bestowed  on  the  almost  penniless 
cousin. 

And  there  were  others  too  that  remarked  with 
equal  dissatisfaction  the  change  in  Stuart's  man- 
ner. Fanny  was  highly  indignant,  and  again 
wondered  what  it  all  meant ;  her  coldness  to  her 
cousin  increased,  though  Alice  was  &r  too  much 
absorbed  to  remark  it.  And  Eva  could  not 
avoid  seeing  what  all  saw.  It  cannot  be  said 
that  she  wept  not  in  secret,  that  the  night  hours 
were  not  passed  in  vain  surmisings  as  to  the 
cause  of  this  seeming  desertion ;  but  it  may  be 
with  truth  affirmed  that  her  outward  manner 
was  the  same  as  ever;  the  delicate  glow  departed 
not  from  her  cheek,  nor  the  joyous  music  from 
her  merry  voice ;  Eva  Herbert  continued  still  as 
she  had  always  been,  a  creature  of  light  and 
loveliness— so  bright  and  sparkling  with  beauty 
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and  happiness  did  she  seem,  that  even  the  miser- 
able, the  wretched,  those  from  whom  HeaTen^s 
hand  had  dashed  the  cap  of  bliss,  when  they  saw 
her  in  the  radiance  of  her  youth  and  beauty, 
roused  themselves  for  a  moment  from  their  own 
deep  sorrows,  to  breathe  a  prayer  that  one  so 
lovely  and  so  brilliant  might  be  spared  the  bit- 
ter woes  that  they  had  known. 

But  how  long  she  would  have  maintained 
the  appearance  of  a  happiness  which  she  was  far 
from  feeling,  it  is  impossible  to  say,  for  an 
event  at  this  time  occurred,  which  turned  her 
thoughts  into  another  and  a  very  difierent  chan- 
nel. 


VOL.  I.  * 
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CHAPTER  XI. 


"  She,  the  loyed  one,  the  departed, 
Can^e  to  Tiiit  meonee  mon^'* 


'hib  evwl  WM  tW  1MW0   of   Mr.  HSeiiieiit's 
idden  and  dacigeTOBs  illnefls.    A  lelier  4»ai  1ms 
Dosekeeper  informel  Eva  of  il,  ami  kUoiMitod  tbe 
kiter  to  oomo  io  him  imnMiaidy;  ae  lie  kai 
>iiaUirtl7  ex|»es8acl  tihe  most  amdaaa  ividt  toim 
is  darling  niece  once  more.    So  the  letter  said ; 
id  Eva  lost  no  time  in  making  preparation  for 
er  journey.     Mr.  Aylmer  insisted  on  aooompa- 
ymg  his  ward,  and  Fanny,  who  was  almost  heart- 
roken  at  witnessing  the   deep  and  passionate 
rief  of  her  friend,  was  also  allowed  to  be  of  the 
irty — and  with  old  Janet  attending  them,  they 
arted  the  morning  after  the  letter  had    been 
K^eived. 
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ETa  was  too  much  absorbed  in  this  new  affile- 
lion,  to  think  much  of  those  she  left  behind  at 
Elm  Court ;  indeed  there  was  but  one  to  whom, 
under  any  circunutancea,  it  would  have  cost  her 
the  slightest  pain  to  say  farewell ;  and  even  to 
this  one,  it  had  now  been  said  without  any  visible 
emotion,  although  she  knew  it  might  be  years 
before  they  met  again.    Some  time  after,  in  re- 
calling this  parting,  she  could  not  but  remember 
that  be  had  looked  somewhat  paler  than  usual, 
when  she  held  out  her  hand  to  him,  after  having 
performed  the  same  ceremony  to  the  rest— and 
that  he  had  expressed  his  wishes  for  her  happi- 
ness with  much  apparent  fervour.    Eva  remem- 
bered all  this,  it  was  not  likely  she  could  forget 
the  smallest  circumstance  connected  with  hopes 
that  had  become  so  dear  to  her ;  but  she  remem- 
bered  idso,  and  even  more  vividly,  that  on  re- 
turning to  the  breakfast  room  for  something  she 
had  left  there-rafter  having  taken  leave  of  the 
fiunily — Stuart  was  standing  in  a  window  re- 
cess, speaking  low  and  earnestly  to  Alice  Norton ; 
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she  noted  too,  the  ezpreseionof  thelatter^s  coun* 
tenance,  and  the  light  of  happiness  that  shone 
from  those  dove-like  eyes,  as  she  listened  to  the 
whispered  words ;  and  that  even  then,  foi^t- 
ting  all  else  for  the  moment,  she  had  felt  a  cho-^ 
king  sensation  as  she  looked  on  them,  and  for  one 
brief  instant,  an  emotion  of  indignation  towards 
Stuart.  He  had  turned^  quickljr  romid  on  hear- 
ing her  footstep,  tears  were  in  her  eyes,  and 
she  did  not  raise  her  face,  bat  allowing  her  veil 
to  fall,  and  waving  her  hand  to  Mrs.  Aylmer, 
again  hurried  from  the  room,  and  once  more, 
as  she  took  her  place  in  the  carriage  by  the  side 
of  her  fond  and  sympathising  friend — once  more 
poor  Eva  inwardly  murmured,  ^'I  would  I  were 
that  pale-faced  cousin  !^^ 

And  then  witLa  feeling  of  self-reproach,  she 
endeavoured  to  dismiss  all  thoughts  but  those 
connected  with  her  suffering  uncle  ;  and  soon 
succeeded,  for  she  loved  the  old  man  well,  and 
the  idea  that  he  might  die  was  very  grievous 
to  her.     Neither  Mr.  Aylmer,  nor  Fanny  sought 
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to  soothe  a  sorrow  so  natural  by  vaia  words,  and 
Eva  appreciated  their  silence  as  the  truest  sympa* 
thy ;  but  it  was  a  melancholy  time  to  all,  and 
they  hailed  with  sincere  satisfaction,  the  first 
glimpse  of  the  grey  hills  of  Westmoreland. 

The  journey  had  been  a  rapid  one,  and  on  the 
evening  of  the  second  day,  the  travelling  carriage 
entered  the  little  village  of  Glandale,  and  parsing 
quickly  by  its  thatched  cottages  and  their  won- 
dering occupants,  drove  up  to  the  parsonage. 

An  aged  woman,  the  same  who  had  written  to 
Eva,  hastened  to  the  gate,  and  before  the  niece 
had  time  to  inquire  about  her  uncle,  said  in  a 
tremulous  voice,  "  Ood  bless  you !  Miss  Eva,  I 
am  so  thankful  you  are  come  ;  poor  master  is  no 
worse  in  his  body ;  we  think  he  suffers  less  pain 
than  he  did,  but  his  head  does  not  seem  quite 
right.  Miss.**"  Then  curtseying  to  the  strangers, 
she  begged  them  all  to  walk  in.  Mr.  Aylmer, 
howoTer,  declined  doing  so,  saying  he  should  go 
and  see  if  he  could  procure  quarters  for  himself 
in  the  village,  but  that  Fanny  might,  if  there 
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wfts  room,  remain  with  her  fricDd.  This,  then, 
was  decided  on,  as  the  housekeeper  assured  them 
there  was  ample  accommodation,  and  the  kind  old 
gentleman  left  his  companions  and  drore  back  t0 
the  Tillage. 

Era  wished  to  see  her  tmcle  at  once,  but  being 
told  he  was  just  sleeping  a  bit,  die  said  she  would 
remain  with  Fanny  for  a  few  minutes  in  the 
garden  ;  and  sending  Janet  to  unpack  the  few 
things  they  had  brought  with  them,  the  two 
girls  found  themselves  alone. 

*'And  this,  Eva,''  began  Fanny,  '«is  Uie 
sweet  home  you  have  so  frequently  described  to 
me !  I  do  not  wonder,  now,  that  you  should  often 
have  wished  to  see  it  again.  What  a  glorious 
place  it  is !  with  those  blue  hills  behind,  and  that 
forest  of  trees  to  the  left,  and  the  bright  water 
sparkling  there  below,  which,  I  suppose,  is  one  of 
your  celebrated  lakes — and  then  that  peep  of 
the  church,  to  the  right.  Oh,  this  is  positively 
my  beau  ideal  of  peaceful  loveliness !  I  really 
think,  Eva^  I  will  ask  your  uncle  when  he  gets 
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better,  to  let  me  ctay  with  him  and  be  hie  attme ; 
for,  liere,  I  ehonld  Uhe  to  live  and  die."^ 

Tku  Faniiy  fpcdke  haU  to  h^ftelf  ^atid  half  to 
bereompttiiiaii^  but  E^  heeded  hef  not)  ehe  wee 
hindering  romd  the  little  ^(irdM,  ekaiiiiiiing  aikl 
welcoming  eyery  wett4BM>WB  ftower  atad  nhrub 
diifcihehadiisedtotradBocarefiill^r.  Svddenlj 
die  8to^ed»  and  bvreiilig  into  tearo,  ex^ekiaied-^ 

^  Fanny,  my  nnele  wiH  never  reeorer !  eee 
kere,  the  white  roee^biudi  is  dead  !  This  was 
his  favourite  tree,  the  one  his  wife  loved  ao  well, 
ttd  he  vraiched  its  grevrth  and  flourishing  as  if 
it  had  been  a  dear  oUld.  It  was  his  first 
thought  in  die  morning  and  his  last  last  at  night, 
and  I  have  often  told  him  that  I  was  jealous  of 
thai  tree ;  and  look,  now  !  it  is  qnite  withered 
and  hafelofli'  surely  this  is  an  omen  of  his 
own  death  I'' 

'^  Nonsense !  Eva,  what  superstition  is  this  i 
Yon  fibold  nM  expeetto  find  a  rose-ttee  in  full 
Uoom  in  Scomber.'' 

''  Hnah  1   Fanny,  you  kni^w  not  what  you 
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gpeak  of— -donH  you  see  how  different  the  otfaen 
look !  This  o^e  has  long  been  dead !  There  is  oo 
hope  then !  bat  as  yon  lore  or  pity  me,  dear,  do 
not  begin  aigaing  about  superstition.  I  could 
not  bear  it,  at  present. — Ah,  here  comes  Janet, 
perhaps  my  uncle  is  awake,^ 

It  was  9B  she  anticipated,  and  hastily  drying 
her  tears,  and  bidding  Fanny  amuse  herself  as 
well  as  she  could,  Eva  crept  with  a  noiseless 
step,  but  a  beating  heart,  to  the  room  of  the 
invalid. 

^^  Does  he  know  I  am  here  T  she  enquired  of 
the  servant  who  stood  at  the  door. 

««  We  have  told  him,  Miss,^^  was  the  answer, 
''  but  he  took  no  notice,  may  be  he  wonH  even 
know  you  again.  And  donH  be  startled,  my  dear 
Miss  Eva,  at  seeing  him;  the  poor  master  is 
sadly  changed.^ 

But  in  ^ite  of  this  caution,  Eva  was  startled 
and  could  scarcely  suppress  a  shriek,  as  she 
looked  on  the  altered  features  of  her  beloved  r^ 
lative.  The  old  man  had  risen  from  his  bed,  and 
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was  aitting  in  an  easy  chftir»  flupported  with 
pillows^  the  snowy  ooyering  of  which  was  not 
more  colourless  than  his  pallid  and  sunken 
cheek.  The  eyes  that  had  eyer  beamed  snch 
looks  of  lore  and  tenderness  on  her,  were  now 
fixed  and  painfully  clear,  and  the  whole  counte- 
nance seemed  drawn  to  a  ghastly  and  unna- 
tural length. 

ETa,  after  the  first  shock  had  a  little  sub- 
sided^ lyproached,  and  gently  taking  his  ema- 
ciated hand  in  hers,  and  boking  fondly  in  his 
face,  said  softly,  *'  Dear,  dear  uncle,  do  you 
not  know  me !  it  is  I,  your  own  Eva.'' — But  no 
answer  came. 

^*  How  long  has  be  been  m  this  state  T  Eva 
now  demanded  of  the  old  woman,  who  stood 
behind  his  chair, 

^*  About  four  days,   Miss  ;    before  that,   he 

suffered  great  pain,  but  was  quite  sensible  like. 

Then  all  at  once,  the  doctor  says,  the  disease 

went  to  his  head ;  and  he  has  been  since  as  you 

i5 


Digitized 


by  Google 


178  THE  POOR  oousnf. 

see  him  now.    Sometimes  he  talks  to  himself, 
and  it  is  yerj  mournfiil  to  hear  him.^ 

And  it  was  very  moumfhl  and  heart-fending 
to  Era  to  see  him  thus,  and  sinking  on  her 
knees  by  his  side,  she  bathed  his  passive  hand 
with  tears  of  agony. 

'*  My  poor,   poor  uncle !  would  that  I  had 
never  left  you !     Oh,  it  was  cmel,  selfish,  un- 
grateful to  do   it;    you  have  had  no  one  to 
soothe  or  comfort  you  in  your  loneliness-^-and 
this  is  the  end  of  all  my  schemes  for  our  reunion ! 
Speak  to  me,  dearest,  dearest  uncle !  just  one 
word  !    one  little,  little  word  !  to  say  you  for- 
give  me.^ — And  the  wretched  girl  sobbed  aloud. 
Suddenly  a  partial  gleam  of  intelligence  lighted 
up  the  old  man^s  eyes,  and  half  starting  from 
his  chair,  he  looked  eagerly  in  the  wpeping  Eva's 
fi&ce  for  a  few  seconds,    and  then,  bending  for- 
ward, murmured,  "  Annie  1" 

No  word  was  spoken,  and  he  eonttBued,  wUle 
the  flush  of  unusual  excitement  deepened  on  his 
hollow  cheek : — 
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"  You  are  cooie  back  at  Imt  thm%  my  wife, 
my  cheriahed  one  I  Oh !  I  have  miaeed  you 
long,  Aimie !  tbe  dayd  were  dark  and  dreary, 
for  the  son  nerer  shone  after  yoD  were  gone.; 
the  0IUI  neyef  ehonei  and  so'— come  closer, 
Annie  dearest— >and  so  your  rose-tree  withered ; 
it  withered,  Annie,  and  then  I  knew  my  end 
"wae  near.  And  I  was  coming  to  join  you,  love ; 
but  you  hare  come  to  me  1  And  you  are  fairer, 
fafij^ter  than  before,  ihou^  your  dieek  is  v^ry 
]Mle*-but  you  have  been  an  angel,  Annie,  and 
angels,  they  say,  are  fair  and  lovely;^  and 
the  old  man  twined  his  arm  round  Eya's  neck, 
and  looked  at  her  with  pasmonate  tenderness. 
She  could  not  speak,  and  again  he  continued: 
*^  I  {Bared  you  would  be  angry,  Annie,  and  look 
coldly  on  me  when  you  heard  your  rose-tree  was 
dead ;  but  I  meant  to  tell  you  how  I  had  loved 
and  dberidked  it,  and  made  it  my  companion  and 
friend;  for  I  was  alone,  Annie— alone  1  Indeed 
I  leaded  it  wdl,  but  the  sun  never  shone,  it  was 
all  dark  I  darki  and  so  it  died."" 
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And  here,  OTercome  by  the  ezcitement  of 
speaking,  the  old  man  relaxed  his  hold  of  his 
niece,  and  leaning  back  in  ihe  chair,  wept  softly 
like  a  little  child ! 

^*  You  see  he  does  not  remember  yon,  Miss ; 
he  is  thinking  of  poor  Missus  that  is  long  dead 
and  gone,  but  perhaps  if  you  speak  a  bit  more 
to  him  his  memory  may  come  back.^** 

But  Eva^s  heart  was  full  to  bursting,  and  she 
could  not  speak.  Rising  gently  from  her  knees, 
she  crept  from  the  room,  and  having  found 
her  ever-sympathising  friend,  she  threw  her 
arms  round  Fanny^s  neck  and  sobbed  without 
restraint.  In  answer  to  the  latter^s  enquiries, 
Eva  detailed  the  painful  scene  that  had  just 
taken  place,  adding,  '^  It  is  f  that  have  killed 
him !  Fanny,  I  know  it  is — my  leaving  him  was 
a  second  bereavement,  and  his  heart  is  broken. 
The  loneliness  of  which  he  spoke  so  pitifully  was 
after  /  had  gone,  but  he  thinks  not  of  me  now ; 
if  he  would  but  recognise  me,  I  am  sure  I  might 
console  him — but  he  never  will  know  me  again  !^ 
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*^  Dear,  dear  Eva,  compose  yourself.  Perhaps 
your  nnele  derires  more  happiness  from  beliering 
that  his  wife,  to  whom  he  seems  to  hare  been 
so  deroted,  has  retnmed  to  him,  than  if  he  knew 
it  to  be  you.  Do  not,  therefore,  wish  this  small 
consolation  denied  him.^ 

The  weeping  girl  made  no  reply,  and  Fanny 
continued, — *^  As  you  seem  indisposed  to  talk, 
and  I  dare  say  wonld  rather  be  alone,  dear  Eva, 
I  shall  ask  Janet  to  show  me  the  way  to  yonr 
Mnrmuring  Glen.  I  have  a  great  fancy  for  see- 
ing it,  and  the  evening  is  so  lovely.^ 

Eva,  admitting  that  she  was  onfit  for  convert 
sation,  advised  her  friend  by  all  means  to  take  a 
walk — and  in  a  few  minntes  the  monmer  was 
left  alone,  alone  with  her  own  sad  thoughts. 
>  And  she  sat  by  the  gothio  window,  now  nearly 
overgrown  with  untrained  ivy,  of  the  little  room 
that  had  for  years  been  her  own,  and  which 
looked  out  into  the  garden  below.  The  dark 
green  trees  were  sUrred  gently  by  the  autunm 
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wind;  already  tome  yeUow  learefl  lay  on  the 
smooth  gnmarfhi  beneath ;  and  the  young  giri 
looked  with  swimming  oyee  on  all  tlM  fannliar 
objactfl  aroond  her.  It  wassad  to  reflect  that  he 
who  had  lired  for  yean  so  blessed  in  this 
sweet  and  tranquil  home,  was  paasing  away 
like  the  Uossoms  of  his  own  cherished  flowers ; 
and  that  in  a  few  months  his  yery  name  wonld 
be  unheard  among  those  with  whom  his  lot  had 
so  long  been  east.  And  still  dioae  flowefii  must 
bloom  again,  and  the  trees  his  hand  had  planted 
grow  more  hucnriant  oTery  year ;  and  still  each 
retnning  faring  most  elothe  them  all  in  besnty, 
and  the  f^M,  sun  Aine  with  not  a  ray  the  less, 
though  the  eyes  of  one  who  had  worshipped  all 
it  shone  iqpon,  were  closed  for  ever;  and  one 
heart  that  had  expanded  with  rapture  at  the 
glerioQS  works  of  its  Maker^  was  ler  ever 
stilled. 

Ay,  so  it  is!  Man  dies^-bis  seats*  the  hearth 
is  vacant,  and  still  the  larik  sings  on;  jnsA  dies,. 
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his  body  rots,  and  still  the  bee  sacks  honey  from 
the  flower,  and  lays  by  its  winter  store ;  and 
morning  and  night,  spring  time  and  harvest 
change  not,  though  an  immortal  soul  has  passed 
into  eternity. 

There  is  nothing  new  in  this ;  it  is  an  obser* 
▼ation  all  mnst  make,  when  they  reflect  for  the 
fint  time  on  that  mysterious  change  called  death ; 
but  it  wof  new  to  the  young  girl  whose  life  had 
hitherto  been  a  scene  of  almost  unbroken  sun- 
shine-*and  faster  tod  fiftster  fell  her  burning 
tears,  even  after  the  old  nurse  had  been  in  to  say 
that  Mr.  Herbert  had  sunk  into  a  calm  sleep  again. 
Still  Eva  sat  with  her  throbbing  head  pressed 
between  her  clasped  hands,  and  unconscious  of 
sU  but  her  own  mournful  thoughts.  She  was 
nmsed  at  length  by  a  vivid  flash  of  lightning, 
which  was  succeeded  by  a  terrible  peal  of  thun- 
der— and  starting  hastily  up,  she  perceived 
that  a  storm  had  come  on.  Down  the  rain  was 
ftlling,  pattering  heavily  against  the  window, 
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through  the  trickling  leaves ;  flash,  flash  went 
the  lightning,  the  thunder  becoming  so  loud 
and  appalling,  that  it  seemed  as  if  it  had  settled 
over  the  house. 
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CHAPTER  XIL 


**  Ob,  nerer  anothtr  dram  cui  be. 
Like  tbat  eariy  dream  of  oan, 
Wben  tbe  ftiry  bope  laj  down  like  a  cbild. 
And  ilepi  amid  opening  iowers. 
Little  we  reck'd  of  our  coming  yean; 
We  &neied  tbem  Jnit  what  we  cboee. 
For  whaterer  life's  after  ligbtsmay  be. 
It  eoloniB  its  first  from  the  rote.** 

**  La  !  Mi08,  you  can^t  sorely  be  thinking  of 
going  out  in  this  pouring  rain  T  said  the  honse- 
keeper,  who  met  Era  coming  out  of  her  own 
room,  with  her  bonnet  on. 

**  I  am  going  to  meet  Miss  Ayimer-^I  do 
not  mind  the  rain,^  replied  Eva.  ^*  Where  is 
Janet  r 

<^She  returned  about  an  hour  ago,  before  the 
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rain  began,  but  she  has  started  again  with  an 
umbrella,  to  meet  Hie  young  lady,  who,  she  says, 
wished  to  walk  alone  in  the  glen.  I  hope.  Miss, 
she  wonH  come  to  no  harm  in  that  lonesome 
place."" 

At  this  moment,  the  object  of  their  anxieties 
appeared,  coming  up  the  garden  escorted  by 
Janet,  who  was  holding  an  immense  umbrella 
over  Fanny^a  head.  The  latter,  though  appa" 
rently  wet  through  and  in  very  miserable  plight 
indeed,  had  an  expression  of  £ar  greater  anima- 
tion on  her  countenance  than  when  she  started ; 
and  going  up  to  Eva,  die  exclaimed,  ^^Tell  me 
now,  first  of  all,  how  your  uncle  is,  dear  Eva, 
and  then  I  have  something  to  relate  to  you."" 

'^  My  uncle  is  sleefring,  Fanny,  at  prestfiit,"" 
was  the  answer;  ^  but  I  can  only  think  of  him.*" 
Then  seeing  an  expression  of  disappointitieut  on 
her  frie&d^s  &oe,  and  remembering  thai  Fanny 
had  come  all  this  long  journey  out  of  Iriendsfaip 
for  herself,  and  that  the  dying  man  was  a 
stranger  to  her,  Eva  continued,  **  But,  neverthe- 
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'  leBB,  Fanny,  I  will  liflten  to  wIuKtafver  yoa  hare 
to  say,  after  you  hare  dianged  your  elothea.  To 
sit  doim  in  yoar  piMent  state,  woald  caue  your 
death.'' 

'*  Oh,  I  had  forgotten  that  1  was  wet— well, 
oome  with  me  to  the  pretty  little  room  they  have 
giren  me,  and  I  can  begin  while  I  am  making 
myself  presentable  again,  for  I  am  dying  to  tell 
you.'' 

**Have  you  met  anybody  T  said  Eva,  now 
perceiving  an  earnestness  and  excitement  in 
Fanny's  manner,  that  she  oould  not  account  for. 

*^I  have  met  my  destiny,  Eva!  but  now 
listen. — I  will  not  dwdl  upon  my  walk  to  the 
glen,  although,  even  about  that,  I  could  say  a 
thousand  pretty  things ;  another  time  I  will  tell 
you  how  enchanted  I  was  with  all  I  saw,  and 
how  my  longings  increased  to  have  a  home^^a 
£ury  home  it  would  indeed  be-^  thie  sweet 
spot ;  but  passing  over  all  this  now,  suj^oee  me 
to  have  arrived  at  my  destination  and  Janet  dis^ 
missed,  that  there  might  be  no  witness  to  the 


Digitized 


by  Google 


188  JHE  POOR  COUglN. 

childish  extasies  I  knew  I  should  feel  and  exhibit, 
in  examining  and  exploring  the  solitudes  of  the 
glen.  I  ran  up  the  banks  for  wild  flowers,  leapt 
over  the  little  streams,  and  in  fact  performed  a 
thousand  other  mad  pranks,  that  none  but  a  lover 
of  nature  and  the  country,  and  whose  previous 
life  had  been  almost  whoUypassed  in  towns, would 
ever  hare  been  inspired  to  play.  In  the  midst  of 
these  antics,  a  dark  cloud  approached,  and  pre- 
sently the  storm  burst  in  all  its  fury.  Seeing 
that  the  woods  deepened  further  up  the  glen,  I 
hurried  thither,  in  hopes  that  some  friendly  tree 
would  afford  me  a  sort  of  shelter  from  the  now 
pouring  rain.  On  reaching  the  thickest  part  of 
the  wood,  I  peroeived  in  the  distance  something 
that  looked  like  the  ghost  of  a  ruin,  and  which 
promised  a  more  effectual  shelter ;  to  that  I ' 
bent  my  steps,  in  a  rather  less  joyous  mood  than 
I  was  before  the  storm  commenced.  I  found  it 
was  a  kind  of  hermitage,  though  nearly  gone  to 
decay;  however,!  rushed  in,  almost  out  of  breath, 
feeling  very  thankful  that  I  had  discovered  such 
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a  refuge.  Judge  of  mj  aBtonishment,  when  I 
heard  behind  me  a  slight  cough — I  believe  I 
Bcreamed ;  at  any  rate  I  was  horribly  frightened 
for  the  moment ;  and  turning  round,  I  ^aw  a 
young  man  (with  a  book  and  an  umbrella  in  his 
hand)  who  had  just  risen  from  the  rude  stone 
bench  at  the  far  comer  o!  the  ruin — the  darkness 
had  prevented  my  seeing  him  on  my  entrance* 
He  advanced,  and  apologised  for  having  alarmed 
me,  said  something  about  the  rain  having 
driven  him  there  for  shelter,  and  then  was  about 
to  go  away ;  I,  all  the  time  too  confused  to  speak, 
although  I  longed  to  tell  him  not  to  expose  him- 
self to  the  stprm,  for  he  looked  so  pale  and  hand- 
aome— delicate,  I  mean — ^however,  before  I  had 
time  to  collect  my  thoughts,  he  turned  back  and 
heggdi  to  know  if  he  could  be  of  any  assistance 
in  letting  my  friends  know  my  situation,  and 
Bending  them  with  umbrellas  and  cloaks.  His 
voice  was  so  low  and  soft,  Eva-^^md  I  thanked 
him  as  well  as  I  could  for  his  politeness, 
said  I  was  staying  with   Miss  Herbert  at  the 
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panoDage,  and  that  i|  be  would  call  and  let  yoa 
koaw  wbere  to  find  me,  it  would  be  doing  me  a 
great  Ikvoar.  Joat  thea  I  aaw  Janet  ooming  at  a 
quick  paice  towards  tbe  naa,  and  tbe  stnmger 
peroeiving  her  also,  bowal,  and  went  away 
through  the  wood.  Nonr  tell  me,  dearest  Eva» 
if  you  remember  such  a  person  as  Ihave  described, 
and  who  he  is  T 

£va,  though  she  had  striven  (for  the  sake 
of  pleasing  poor  Fanny)  to  listen  attentively  to 
what'she  had  told  her,  had  really  heard  but  a  very 
small  portion  of  it — ^her  thoughts  being  still  in  the 
chamber  of  her  dying  uncle ;  but  not  to  afqpear 
ungracious,  she  replied,  ^^  Indeed,  love,  I  cannot 
tell  you  anything  about  him — ^he  is  probably  a 
stranger  in  the  neighbourhood.^^ 

^'  Oh,  no  !  for  when  I  mentioned  the  parscmaga, 
he  told  me  he  knew  it  well,  and  I  even  fimcied 
that  his  pale  cheek  reddened  as  he  said  so.  Now 
do  think  again.  But  you  do  not  speak,  Eva — 
does  my  talking  tease  you  T 

*'  Fanny  dear,  you  see  the  state  I  am  in,  my 


Digitized 


by  Google 


VfJt  P009  OOUBIK.  191 

ihMigto  are  all  in.  oonfiiaipB ;  bqt  I  qan  £wgiyo 
your  tewing,  for  I  see  i3M  yoa  are  in  love/^ 

**  la  love!  Ohso^nylediiigsaretoocalBiand 
toiMpU  for  that ;  yel  were  it  not  fiNryoor  afflie- 
tioB,  my  own  dear  Eva,  I  tluiik  I  should  be  per^ 
feet^  happy  now^-*happier  ihsat  I  ever  was 
befim  in  ny  Ufe."" 

"  Ah,  Fanny,  we  all  knpw  lovers  first  steps  are 
apoQliieroee;  bat  these  very  roses  have  thorns, 
ihieh  sooner  or  kter  will  make  themselves  felt, 
eiuithefi— '^ 

^*  Oh,  spare  me  loifre  lectures,  Evai  and  let  me 
it  laait  eiQoy  the  soft  tonch  of  roses  to  my  feet 
SB  long  80  posaiUe,  But,  no,  no,  I  am  not  in  love^ 
I  havt  been  talking  nonsense  and  wonyingjou, 
By  own  kind  fiiend.  I  know  not  why  I  have 
tee  so,  bnt  tksKt  I  &el  strangely  excited  and 
lodbh  t»aughL  Yon  are  not  angry  with.  m% 
BiaT 

'^Sonly  not,  Easny— yan  do  indeed  look 
flodied  and  eseited ;  I  fear  yon  have  taken  cold. 
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Let  me  penaade  you  to  go  to  bed  »t  once,  and 
have  something  warm.^ 

^'  I  will,^^  said  Fanny,  ^^  for  my  head  is  be- 
ginning to  swim,  and  I  am  very  cold/^  Then  as 
Eva  was  opening  the  door  to  go  oat,  she  followed 
her  to  say— ^*  And  if  you  should  be  able  to  guess 
who  the  stranger  is,  you  will  come  back — 
there's  a  darling,  and  tell  me/^ 

Eva  readily  promised  this,  for  she  feared  that 
Fanny  was  really  ill ;  and  returning  in  about  a 
quarter  of  an  hour,  with  a  posset,  prepared  by 
Janet,  declared  by  the  old  woman  to  be  in* 
fallible  in  cases  of  colds,  she  satisfied  Fanny^s 
curiosity  by  explaining  that  the  stranger  of  the 
''  Murmuring  Glen,^  was  Edward  Dacres,  the 
young  curate  of  a  neighbouring  village,  '^  I  have 
just  heard  from  the  servants,^  she  added,  ^^  that 
he  is  now  at  Glandale,  so  it  must  be  he*  His 
mother  and  sister  live  in  this  village,  and  he  is 
very  frequently  here.  I  know  them  all  slightly, 
as  Edward  used  occasionally  to  assist  my  uncle,^ 

Fanny  would  have  asked  more  questions,  but 
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Eva  rafnsed  to  listen  to  her.  "  You  must  try 
to  sleep,  dear  Fan,''  she  saitl ;  ''  I  shall  most 
likely  look  in  npon  yon  agaio,  as  I  do  not  intend 
going  to  bed  myself,  till  I  haTe  seen  my  uncle 
once  more.  Good  night,  for  I  have  no  heart  to 
talk  longen"" 

The  nurse  very  unwillingly  assented  to  Eva's 
desire  of  sharing  the  labour  of  watching  Mr. 
Herbert  during  the  night ;  but  the  young  girl 
was  determined  in  this  to  have  her  own  way,  and 
the  grey  light  of  morning  was  already  dawning, 
when,  leaving  her  uncle  still  in  a  tranquil  sleep, 
she  retired  herself  to  rest. 

The  sun  was  shining  brightly  through  her 
closed  curtains  when  Eva  awoke ;  and  ringing  her 
bell,  she  mquired  of  the  woman  who  jtnswered 
it,  how  her  uncle  was  i  ^  He  seems  pretty  easy, 
Mias,''  was  the  reply;  'Mt  is  not  long  that  he  has 
been  awake— and  he  knows  us  all  now." 

'*0h,  then  he  wiU  know  me  !"  said. Eva,  her 
eyes  filled  with  joyful  tears.     '*  I  will  go  to  him 

VOL.  I.  K 
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directly ;  but  where  ifi  Miss  Aylmer — gone  out 
for  another  walk  P 

^'  No  Miss,  she  is  not  ap  yet.  Janet  went  to 
call  her  some  hours  ago,  but  she  was  asleep,  and 
looked  feverish  like ;  so  we  thought  it  best  not 
to  disturb  her.  May  be  she^s  tired  from  the 
journey.^' 

Eva  hastened  to  her  friend^s  room,  and  found 
her  as  the  woman  bad  described,  asleep  indeed, 
but  with  one  arm  thrown  over  her  head  as  if 
from  restlessness;  her  cheeks  flushed  to  the 
brighest  crimson,  and  her  lips  parched  and 
slightly  open.'*' 

Eva  called  the  nurse,  and  as  they  stood  look- 
ing at  the  sleeper,  Fanny  opened  her  eyes.  ^'Ah« 
Eva,  is  it  you  T  she  said,  *^  I  am  sure  I  must 
have  slept  a  long  time  this  morning,  but  do  give 
me  some  water,  I  am  fainting  from  thirst.*" 

"  You  are  very  iU,  love,  I  fear,"  replied  her 
friend.    "  Why,  your  hand  is  burning !" 

^^  Yes,  I  fear  I  have  indeed  taken  cold,  for  I 
felt  very  ill  all  night,  and  could  not  sleep  till 
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this  moming.  Bat  do  not  say  anything  about  it 
to  poor  papa,  he  would  be  bo  alarmed/^ 

**  Nay,  Fanny,  I  mnst  tell  him,  or  how  ac- 
count for  yonr  not  coming  down ;  for,  of  course, 
you  eannot  think  of  leaving  your  bed  to-<lay.^^ 

"  NonsenBe !  Eya,  I  shall  get  up  imme- 
diately.'' 

*^  Let  the  young  lady  have  her  own  way,  Miss," 
said  the  nurse,  **  she  will  soon  come  to  your  way 
of  thinking.''  And  she  was  right,  for  Fanny, 
having  attempted  to  lise,  sank  back  on  the  bed 
again,  declaring  herself  too  giddyto  stand. 

Eva,  her  mind  abready  oppressed  by  the  weight 
of  her  other  griefs,  became  greatly  alarmed  at 
what  she  saw ;  but,  concealing  her  fears  from  the 
object  of  them,  she  spoke  cheerfully,  and  told  her 
to  be  quite  quiet,  and  that  she  would  send  her 
tea  and  other  drinks  to  quench  her  thirst,  and 
books  to  amuse  her,  while  she  herself  was  with 
her  uncle. 

^*But  pray,  dearest    Eva,    do   not    frighten 

papa,'^  said  Fanny,  again. 
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^^  No,  no,  darling  Fan,  have  no  apprehension 
about  that,  I  shall  merely  say  you  hare  a  slight 
cold,  which  is  the  fact— so  au  revoir^  my  Fanny.*" 

When  the  door  was  closed,  Eva  anxiously 
enquired  of  the  nurse,  what  she  thought  of 
Fanny^s  state. 

^^  That  she  is  much  worse  than  she  knows 
herself,  Miss;  and  not  only  her  papa,  but  a  phy- 
sician should  be  sent  for  immediately.  We  don^t 
expect  the  master^s  doctor  here  till  the  evening, 
and  Miss  Aylmer  mustn't  wait  till  then."' 

^^  Oh  !  what  can  I  do  V  exclaimed  Eva  dis- 
tractedly. ^^  Where  shalL  we  find  a  medical 
man !  and  who  can  go  for  one ! — and  I  must  be 
with  my  dear  uncle.  Send  for  Mr.  Aylmer 
first;' 

"  My  dear  young  lady,'*  replied  the  nurse, 
*''  pray  be  calm,  or  we  shall  be  having  you  ill  too. 
Janet  shall  go  directly  to  the  village,  and  find 
Mr.  Aylmer,  and  he  will  give  all  the  necessary 
instructions.  You  had  better  go  to  your  uncle 
now,  for  he  is  expecting  you.'' 
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E?a  followed  beradriee,  and  in  another  mo- 
ment was  folded  in  the  old  mane's  arms. 

*^  Heaven  bless  you !  my  darling  child,'^  said 
he,  "you  have  come  to  nurse  your  poor  dying 
ncle !  I  knew  I  should  not  live  long  after  you 
left  me — ^but  do  not,  my  own  darling,  reproach 
yourself  for  this.  You  did  but  obey  your 
father'*s  wishes. — You  have  grown  even  more 
lovely  than  ever,""  continued  he,  passing  his  hand 
fondly  over  her  dark  silken  hair,  and  gazing  on 
her  earnest  countenance — "and  you  will  stay 
with  me,  I  know,  till  all  is  over  f* 

"Dear,  dear  uncle!  I  will  never  leave  you 
again— but  do  not  speak  of  dying.  Live  !  live  P 
cried  she,  passionately  throwing  herself  on  her 
knees  beside  him,  kissing  his  hands,  and  weep- 
ing violently;  "  live,  my  own  dear  uncle,  for  my 
sake,  and  I  will  make  you  happy  yet !  Who 
should  I  have  in  the  world,  if  you  were  to  die  I 
Even  when  I  was  absent  from  you,  I  knew 
that  I  had  an  uncle  who  loved  me,  I  had  a  home 
of  my  own,   a  natural  protector,  and  I  never 
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had  a  moment  of  aonow^  but  I  wished  to  fly 
to  Olandale,  and  be  happy  again.  Bat  I  shall 
never  be  happy  moreP  continued  the  beautifol 
girl,  with  freeh  tears  fiklling  firom  her  eyes. 

'^Evai  would  you  recal  the  fainting  travel- 
ler when  the  haven  of  rest  is  in  sight,  or 
snatch  the  cup  from  him  who  is  panting  for  its 
contents!  and  oh,  my  dear  child,  dearly,  fondly 
as  I  love  you,  there  is  one  waiting  f<Nr  me 
dearer  still.  You  cannot  understand  the  love 
of  those  who  have  dwelt  for  long  years  to- 
gether; who  have  felt  the  same  feelings,  hoped 
the  same  hopes;  sorrowed  and  rejoiced — and 
more  than  that,  prayed  together.  I  have  had 
happy  visions  since  my  illness,  fimcying  some- 
times my  Annie  was  come  back,  and  that  I 
conversed  with  her  as  of  old.  Eva,  I  have  im- 
plored our  Heavenly  Father  that  your  lot  may 
be  as  blessed  as  mine  was,  before  I  lost  my 
wife,  my  all.  I  could  ask  none  brighter  for  my 
beloved  child.^^ 


Digitized 


by  Google 


THS  POOB  COUSIN,  199 

^  Dearest  imcle^  how  can  I  be  happy  when  you 
are  gonef*  said  the  pale  and  weeping  girl. 

^Fear  not,  sweet  child ;  you  are  good  and 
gentle,  and  beautifiil  and  rich,  and  such  never 
want  friends.  Every  <»e  must  love  you,  and 
God^s  blessing  is  ever  upon  audi  as  you.^^ 

Their  conversation  was  here  interrupted  by 
the  housekeeper,  announcing  that  Mr.  Aylmer 
was  below,  and  desired  earnestly  to  see  Miss 
Herbert;  and  agam  resigning  her  uncle  to  the 
care  of  the  nurse,  Eva  hastened  to  see  the 
aoziotts  fiithen 

Fanny  had  always  been  hisbest-Ioved  daughter, 
and  he  had  never  known  her  to  have  a  day^s  ill- 
ness since  she  left  India ;  when,  therefore,  Janet, 
who  met  him  on  his  way  to  the  parsonage,  in* 
formed  him  of  his  daughter's  illness,  he  was,  as 
Fanny  had  feared,  alarmed  and  agitated,  and 
hastened  on  to  learn  the  extent  of  the  calamity 
from  her  fnend. 

'<  My  dear  Miss  Herbert,  what  is  aU  this  I 
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hear  about  Fanny — what  can  have  occasioned 
this  sadden  iUness  T 

Eva  then  told  him  of  his  danghter^s  ramble 
on  the  preceding  evening,  her  taking  refine  in 
the  ruin,  and  walking  home  in  the  rain.  She  did 
not  mention  her  meeting  with  the  stranger,  as 
thatf  of  course,  had  nothing  to  do  with  her 
present  illness,  but  she  told  him  the  nutse^s  opin- 
ion that  a  physician  should  be  sent  for,  and 
begged  him  instantly  to  get  post-horses  and 
drive  to  the  nearest  town — ^which  was  abou^ 
seven  miles  from  Glandale.  Her  uncle^s  medica  ^ 
attendant  also  resided  there,  but  she  told  him 
that  he  would  not  arrive  until  the  evening. 
•  Mr.  Aylmer  lost  no  time  in  following  this  sug- 
gestion, and  in  about  two  hours  he  returned  with 
the  physician  whom  Eva  had  named,  whose 
opinion,  on  seeing  Fanny,  was  that  her  illness  was 
serious,  and  that  without  the  greatest  care  it  might 
be  dangerous.  The  fever  had  increased  since  the 
morning,  to  which  was  added  acute  inflammation 
of  the  throat ;  and  the  patient,  he  said,  would 
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probably  before  night  be  delirous.  Having 
ordered  the  usual  remedies,  he  departed,  promis- 
ing to  see  her  the  next  morning. 

Mr.  Aylmer,  as  may  be  imagined,  was  in  a 
state  of  great  alarm,  and  proposed  sending  imme- 
diately for  his  wife,  but  this,  Eva  earnestly  per- 
suaded him  not  toylo;  representing  how  perfectly 
useless  she  would  be,  (an  invalid  herself  and 
nenroos  to  an  extreme  degree)  in  a  sick  room. 
'*  Wait  at  least  till  our  dear  Fanny^s  iUness  is 
declared  dangerous,^^  she  said,  *'  at  present  she 
only  requires  oare  and  quiet,  and  those  she  will 
be  much  more  likely  to  have  without  Mrs. 
Ayhner,  whose  fears  would  magnify  the  dan- 
ger, and  alarm  her  daughter.^ 

^'1  believe  you  are  right,"'  said  the  father, 

^  but  she  must  have  some  one,  besides  the  nurse, 

to  attend  on  her,  for  you  cannot  leave  your  uncle, 

snd  even  if  you  did  so  occasionally,  I  am  sure 

yon  are  not  strong  enough  to  undertake  the  care 

of  two  invalids.    Suppose  we  send  for  Clara  or 

AUcer 
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'^  Believe  me,  it  would  be  worse  than  useless,'' 
said  Eva,  with  something  of  the  peevishness 
of  grief.  ^^  I  would  not  mention  Fanny's  illness 
till  she  is  betteiv- but  I  know  what  I  can  do ;  I 
will  instantly  write  to  Miss  Stanley,  my  old 
governess — she  is,  I  have  heard,  staying  with 
some  old  friends  of  hers  in  this  county,  and  I 
am  certain  she  will  not  lose  a  moment  in  coming 
to  us.  I  have  so  often  written  to  her  about 
Fanuy  that  she  may  be  said  to  know  her  al- 
ready, and  my  poor  uude  will  be  very  glad  to 
see  her.  She  was  quite  one  of  the  family.  Be- 
sides, she  will  not  mind  sharing  my  room,  so  we 
shall  be  all  together,  for  of  course  poor  Faimy 
could  hot  be  moved — and  we  will  take  it  in  turns 
to  nurse.'* 

"  Well,  well,  I  see  I  must  leave  all  to  you," 
said  her  guardian,  hastily  wringing  her  hand."  It 
is  a  most  unfortunate  thing-^happening  in  a  stran- 
ger's house  too ;  but  of  course  you  will  not  un- 
necessarily disturb  or  alarm  Mr.  Herbert.  With 
regard  to  attendants,    I  need  not  say  that  if 
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money  can  purchase  their  care  of  my  darling 
Fanny,  it  shall  not  be  spared.^ 

*^  I  understand,  I  understand ;  I  will  see  to  all 
that  myself^  and  I  trust  in  a  few  days  we  shall 
hear  her  merry  langh  again* 

**  God  bless  yon,  Miss  Herbert/^  said  the 
fiither,  hastily  clasping  Eva^s  hand,  and  hurrying 
from  the  room. 

During  the  rest  of  the  day,  Eva  divided  her 
attention  equally  between  the  two  sufferers.  Her 
ande  seemed  to  grow  worse  towards  evening, 
though  he  still  knew  all  around  him,  and  tried 
to  thank  them  for  thefar  attentions.  The  doctor 
confirmed  poor  Eva^s.  belief  that  his  sufferings 
would  soon  be  ended.  He  was  indeed  sinking 
fast;  but  there  was  a  look  not  only  of  resignation, 
but  of  perfect  joy  on  his  countenance  (when  not 
disturbed  by  pain)  that  almost  forbade  those 
that  loved  him  to  weep  for  his  departure. 

Every  hour  some  one  or  other  of  his  parish- 
ioners came  to  inquire  how  he  was,  and  many 
implored  to  see  him ;  but  when  Eva  mentioned 
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money  can  purchase  their  care  of  my  darling 

Fanny,  it  shall  not  be  spared.^ 

^^  I  understand,  I  nnderstand ;  I  will  see  to  all 

that  myself:,  and  I  trust  in  a  few  days  we  shall 

hear  her  merry  laugh  again* 

**  God  bless  yon,  Miss   Herbert/^  said  the 

father,  hastily  clasping  Eva^s  hand,  and  harrying 
from  the  room. 

During  the  rest  of  the  day,  Eva  divided  her 
attention  equally  between  the  two  sufferers.  Her 
uncle  seemed  to  grow  worse  towards  evening, 
though  he  still  knew  all  around  him,  and  tried 
to  thank  them  for  thefar  attentions.  The  doctor 
confirmed  poor  Eva^s  belief  that  his  sufferii^ 
would  soon  be  ended.  He  was  indeed 
fast;  but  there  was  a  look  not  only  of  i 
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thi^  he  shook  his  head  feebly,  and  said,  ^^  It 
would  be  too  much  for  me,  darling,  to  witness 
their  sorrow,  who  I  know  love  me  so  truly. 
Bat  there  is  one  person  I  must  see,  and  for  that 
interview  I  would  husband  the  little  strength 
I  have  left.  Gome  nearer  Eva,  my  voice  is  very 
weak,  and  it  pains  me  greatly  to  speak.**^ 

"  Do  not  speak,  then,  my  own  dear  uncle,  till 
you  have  slept  agaiu.*^ 

"  My  next  sleep,  dear  child,  will  have  no 
wakening  in  this  world,  so  listen  to  me  now. 
I  know  who  my  successor  is  to  be,  indeed  it  is 
through  my  own  exertions  that  he  is  to  be  ap- 
pointed ;  and  there  is  none  whom  I  could  have 
preferred,  for  he  is  every-way  excellent.  You 
are  acquainted  with  him,  darling,  it  is  Edward 
Dacres,  who  has  so  often  assisted  me.  He  is 
much  beloved  by  the  people,  partly  because  of 
his  own  good  qualities,  and  partly  I  believe 
because  he  is  one  of  the  descendants  of  the 
Dacres  of  the  North,  who  formerly  possessed  a 
great  portion  of  this  county,  and  were  for  many 
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centaries  a  worthy  and  popular  race.  But 
from  whatever  cause,  Edward,  yoong  as  he  is, 
is  much  esteemed,  and  I  thank  Gk>d  that  so  good 
a  man  is  to  succeed  me.  I  once  hoped  that  you 
— but  it  is  idle  talking  of  this ;  I  do  think 
that  he  loved  you,  Ev%  but  it  is  not  of  that  I 
would  speak  at  present.  What  I  mean  is,  that 
I  wish  earnestly  to  see  this  young  man  who  is 
henceforth  to  become  the  shepherd  of  my  flock. 
They  have  ever  been  as  dear  children  to  me. 
I  have  also  made  him  the  executor  of  my  little 
property,  which  I  have  left  to  my  poor  parish- 
ioners. You  will  send  for  him,  love,  this 
evening  f 

Eva  promised  to  do  this  immediately,  and 
then  at  her  unole'^s  desire,  left  him  alone. 

She  found  Mr.  Aylmer  waiting  for  her  in 
the  parlour,  and  after  assuring  him  that  his 
daughter  was  no  worse,  she  communicated  her 
conversation  with  her  xmcle,  adding  her  fear 
that  he  would  no.t  li^e  through  another  day; 
and  as  it  would  be  quite  impossible  for  Fanny  to 


Digitized 


by  Google 


206  TH£   POOR  COUSIN. 

be  moTed,  at  any  rate  for  a  week  or  two,  she 
suggested  that  her  guardian  had  better  himself 
see  Mr.  Dacres,  the  future  rector  and  executor 
of  her  uncle,  for  the  purpose  of  making  some 
arrangement  about  them  occupying  the  house, 
till  the  invalid  could  leave  it  with  safety. 

Poor  Eva!  she  had  enough  to  do,  to  think 
of  aU  these  things,  and  her  own  heart  bleeding 
the  while,  at  her  beloved  uncle^s  state ;  but  it 
was  probably  well  for  her  that  this  exertion  was 
indispensable,  or  she  might  have  sunk  under  the 
contemplation  of  a  bereavement  so  terrible  and 
unexpected. 

Mr.  Aylmer  fully  appreciated  the  self-control 
and  strength  of  mind  she  displayed,  for  like  most 
of  his  own  sex,  he  was  himself  totally  unquali- 
.  fied  to  think  or  judge  in  cases  of  emergency 
resembling  the  present ;  and  he  therefore  gladly 
and  thankfully  resigned  himself  to  the  guidance 
of  his  young  and  inexperienced  ward.  It  was 
now  arranged  that  he  should  find  the  future 
rector,  and  after  communicating  Mr.  Herbert^s 
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wish  to  see  him,  explain  the  eircuinBtances  in 
which  they  were  onfortnnately  placed,  and  which 
Era  declared  would  be  quite  sufficient,  as  she 
knew  he  would  be  the  first  to  urge  their  stay  as 
long  as  it  was  necessary  or  agreeable— and  she 
left  her  guardian  and  hastened  to  Fanny's 
bedside. 
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CHAPTER  XIIL 


*'  There  is  a  nameleas  change  come  o'er  that  fiuse, 
A  &ding  off  of  beauty  and  of  graoe, 
A  harshness  which  those  mournful  eyes  belie. 
The  peeyiahness  of  niter  misery  1" 


The  departure  of  Mr.  Aylmer  and  his  compan- 
ions from  Elm  Oourt,  completed  the  discontent 
that  had  been  fast  growing  on  all  the  party. 
Mrs.  Ajlmer  and  Clara  fretted  becaufie  the 
marriage  of  the  latter  must  now  be  delayed ; 
Stuart  was  melancholy,  from  what  cause  no  one 
knew ;  and  the  pale-faced  cousin  was  the  only 
one  of  the  party  who  continued  the  same  as 
before — if  Mrs.  Nathan  may  be  excepted,  who 
was  far  too  comfortably  housed  to  allow  such  a 
small  matter  as  a  diminution  of  their  numbers 
to  affect  her  tranquillity.   Alice  and  Stuart  were 
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now  constantly  together ;  their  mornings  were 
spent  in  walking  or  riding,  eometimes  accompa- 
nied by  Maurice,  but  oftener  alone  ;  and  much 
of  their  evenings  in  quiet  Ult^a-Utes  that  ceased 
not  till  supper  came.  They  spoke  of  Italy,  its 
poetry,  its  music,  its  glory,  and  its  skies  ;  and 
the  soft  eyes  of  the  devoted  girl  would  beam 
with  bright,  fond  delight,  as  the  varied  powers 
of  her  companion'^s  mind  unfolded  themselves  in 
iiiese  conversations.  Alice  was  literally  living 
in  a  world  of  dreams,  and  all  severity  of  thought, 
all  prudence,  of  reflection  was  banished  for  the 
time.  But  this  state  of  things  could  not  last ; 
again  her  brother'^s  health  declined,  and  she 
accused  her  own  recent  neglect  as  the  cause,  and 
once  more  resolutely  devoted  herself  to  the  task 
die  had  so  solemnly  promised  to  fulfil. 

And  now,  in  her  moments  of  solitude,  she 
oottld  not  refuse  to  look  into  her  oWn  heart,  and 
tremble  at  the  weakness. and  irresolution  dis- 
played there.  She  had  long  known  that  she 
loved  with  the  intensity  of  a  forbidden  thought. 
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and  with  a  hidden  fervonr  that  nothing  but 
death  could  quench.  And  she  had  long  persua- 
ded herself  that  this  lore  was  unretumed,  and 
this  conviction  led  her  to  seek  the  dangerous 
society  she  knew  she  should  have  shunned, 
because  as  she  often  mentally  repeated  (as  an 
excuse  for  such  waywardness  of  heart,)  it  was 
only  herself  who  could  suffer  by  it — ^he  did  not 
love,  and  would  nerer  know  how  he  had  been 
worshipped ;  why  then  should  she  deny  herself 
the  present  Jiappii^ess  of  seeing,  hearing,  conver- 
sing with  the  object  of  her  every  thought,  the 
guiding  star  of  her  solitary  existence ! 

The  natural  reserve  of  Alice's  character,  which 
forbade  even  the  thought  of  a  confidant,  together 
with  the  perfect  hopelessness  of  her  passion 
— ^that  is  to  say  as  perfect  as  such  hopelessness 
can  be->-all  tended  to  strengthen  her  attachment, 
until  reason  itself  nearly  gave  way  under  the 
struggles  she  endured.  Her  health  also  was  de- 
clining, and  seemed  to  promise  her  a  speedy  re- 
lease from  a  life  which  offered  so  few  aUnrements, 
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for  thon^  the  rich  flash  often  mantled  oyer  the 
soft  cLe^k,  and  the  fine  eyes  shone  with  wild 
brilliaaoe,  there  were  other  and  more  frequent 
times,  when  that  cheek  rivalled  the  marble^s 
whiteness,  and  the  long  lashes  of  those  speaking 
eyes  drooped  with  the  languor  of  a  soul  unsatis- 
fied. The  body^s  decay  had  commenced,  and  no- 
thing but  a  mind  at  rest  could  stay  itd  threatened 
pngress.  But  a  mind  at  rest  was  not  for  one 
who  had  yielded  to  the  influence  of  a  passion, 
that  had  become  too  powerful  for  her  strength 
to  subdue.  And  now  to  render  it  more  difficult, 
a  new  and  startling  idea  presented  itself  to  her, 
as  she  recalled  the  events  of  the  last  few  weeks, 
while  watching  by  the  side  of  the  suffering 
bat  patient  blind  boy.  Was  it  not  possible 
-—oh !  dazzling  thought ! — ^nay  even  probable, 
(hope  suddenly  mounting  like  a  rocket  shotten) 
that  he — there  was  but  one  he  to  her — returned 
her  love!  and  a  hundred  nameless  acts  and  words, 
unheeded  at  the  times,  rushed  to  her  recollection, 
and  made  her  heart  beat  tumultuously  with 
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strange,  wild  yisions  of  a  blessedness  almost 
too  great  for  contemplation ;  but  at  the  next 
instant  its  throbbings  were  nearly  stilled  by  the 
chill  remembrance  of  her  actual  condition,  and 
the  miserable  idea  that  if  those  hopes  should  be 
confirmed, ,  they  would  but  increase  the  desola- 
tion of  her  heart — for  his  wretchedness  then 
would  be  added  to  her  own.  And  thinking  thus, 
she  looked  upon  her  sleeping  brother,  and  dark 
thoughts  crowded  on  her  tortured  mind. 

'*  If  he  died  !^  again  she  repeated,  ^'  if  he  died, 
I  might  be  happy,^^  and  an  unnatural  feeling  of 
hatred  was  growing  in  her  heart;  but  its  softness 
had  not  all  departed— smother  look  at  that  meek, 
sad  face,  another  thought  on  the  blind  boy^s 
dreary  lot,  and  the  affection  of  years  still  tri- 
umphed. Then  sinking  on  her  knees,  her  lips 
blanched  with  terror  at  her  own  fearful  imagin- 
ings, Alice  prayed ! 

Her  spirit  was  tranquillised  when  she  arose« 
and  many  wise  resolutions  she  made,  as  she  had 
often  done  before.  She  would  never  see  her  cousin 
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again,  but  devote  herself  wholly  and  entirely  to 
her  brother,  and  even  if  he  should  die,  (in  spite  of 
all  her  care)  to  atone  for  her  almost  involuntary 
sin,  she  would  doom  herself  to  a  single  life,  and 
rejecting  the  sweet  sympathies  of  her  kind, 
live  solitary  and  unloved. 

A  few  short  hours  put  this  resolve  to  the  test. 
A  servant  entered  to  say  that  Mr.  Stuart 
begged  she  would  leave  her  attendance  on  her 
brother  for  half  an  hour,  and  take  a  walk  with 
him.  Her  first  thought  was  to  refuse,  but  her 
fluttering  heart  whispered,  it  were  as  well  to  go  ! 
^^  This  once,  only  this  once,  and  I  will  convince 
myself  whether  he  loves  me  or  not,  and  then  all 
shall  be  ended."" — Alice  went. 

She  found  her  cousin  waiting  for  her  on  the 
lawn,  and  as  soon  as  he  saw  her  he  advanced, 
and  passing  her  arm  through  his  own,  said  kindly, 
^^  A  thousand  thanks,  dear  Alice,  for  this  ready 
compliance  with  my  request.  I  thought  you  would 
not  refuse  me,  for  it  may  be  our  last  walk 
together."" 

"  Our  last  walk,  Stuart,  how  ?  tell  me  !'' 
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"  I  have  been  summoned  away  most  suddenly. 
My  uncle  is  worse,  and  they  fear  he  will  scarcely 
live  even  to  see  me.     I  start  early  to-morrow.**^ 

His  companion  did  not  speak. 

*'  What,  not  one  word,  Alice  ?  not  one  ex- 
pression of  regret  at  my  departure ! — ^we  may 
never  meet  again."*^ 

They  had  now  reached  a  rustic  temple  in  one 
of  the  shrubberies.  It  was  completely  shaded 
by  a  grove  of  beautiful  acacias,  and  had  always 
been  a  favourite  resting-place  of  the  juvenile 
party  in  their  rambles  through  the  grounds  ; 
and  here  the  cousins  paused  and  sat  down,  while 
Alice  now  answered,  though  her  words  were  so 
low  as  scarcely  to  be  distinguished,  **  Yoo 
cannot  doubt  my  sorrow,  Stuart.  Have  you 
not  always  been  my  best  and  kindest  friend  ?  I 
am  sure  Maurice  will  pine  more  than  ever  when 
you  are  gone/' 

For  some  time  neither  spoke  again.  At 
length  Stuart  resumed:  '*I  had  wished  to 
speak  to  you  on  a  subject  that  is  very  dear  to 
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me — one  in  which  all  my  happiness  is  embarked : 
bat  you  must  hare  long  ago  guessed  my  feelings. 
Howeyer^  there  is  little  time  left  to  me  now,  and 
even  to  you,  I  almost  shrink  from  opening  a 
heart  that  is  neariy  maddened  with  its  alternate 
hopes  and  fears.  My  own  family  do  not  under- 
stand me,  with  .the  exception,  perhaps,  of  Fanny, 
and  she  is  always  with  Era-^wiih  Miss  Herbert 
I  mean — ^but  you,  dear,  gentle  eousin^^ — here 
the  speaker  paused,  for  the  death*like  paleness 
of  his  eompanion  alarmed  him. 

Whatever  it  was  that  Stuart  thought  of  com- 
munieating,  the  possibility  of  one  thing  only 
occurred  to  Alice;  and  that  was  his  love  for 
herself.  When  once  a  cherished  idea  has  taken 
possession  of  the  mind,  we  ding  to  it  tenaciously, 
and  the  most  trifling  acts  or  words  minister  to 
its  confirmation.  And  thus  it  was  now  with  her ; 
but  no  dream  of  happiness,  no  feeling,  even 
transient,  of  triumph,  mingled  with  the  cold, 
dead  sentiment  of  despair  that  foUowed  her  con- 
viction that  her  hopes — ^forebodings  rather — ^were 
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verified.  She  thought  of  what  he  would  suffer 
when  he  learnt  her  cruel  tow,  and  she  recalled 
her  own  recent  shrinking  from  the  innocent  ob- 
ject of  all  her  misery.  Would  not  this  be  in- 
creased now  that  she  was  certain  of  his  being 
the  only  obstacle  to  her  happiness !  and  not  to 
hers  only — that  was  worse  than  all !  And  would 
a  sister^'s  love  always  triumph !  Oh !  she  feared 
not !  and  a  deadly  sickness  of  heart  seized  her. 

It  was  cruel  to  see^  the  cup  raised  to  her 
parched  lips,  and  be  forced  herself  to  dash  it 
down ;  but  thought  followed  thought,  each  more 
bitter  than  the  last,  too  rapidly  for  her  already 
agitated  brain  to  support. 

Stuart  watched  the  changes  of  her  countenance 
in  mute  surprise,  still  thinking  however  it  was 
some  sudden  illness,  and  with  earnest  kindness 
taking  her  cold,  passive,  but  white  and  beautiful 
hand,  he  said, — ^'  Dear  Alice,  you  are  ill !  what 
ails  you !  you  have  been  fatigued  with  too  much 
watching ;  lean  on  me,  and  we  will  return  to  the 
house." 
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His  Toice,  his  touch,  far  from  soothing,  com- 
pletely uraierved  her.      Hastily,   with  a  true 
woman's  instincts,  withdrawing  the   hand    he 
held,  she  attempted  to  rise  and  walk,  but  the 
effort  Med;  her  soft  eyes  opened  wildly,  and 
ittering  in  a  tone  of  touching  anguish, — ^^  Oh, 
my  mother  I'"  Alice  Norton  fainted. 
She  knew  how  to  love,  this  pale-faced  cousin. 
Stnart  was  very  much  alarmed,  and  nearly  as 
much  sarprised  at  his  usually  quiet  companion's 
emotion  and  sudden  illness.     He  could  hardly 
persuade  himself  that  fatigue  and  weakness  were 
the  only  causes.     However,  this  was  no  time  for 
conjectures.     He  hastily  summoned  assistance 
and  had  her  conveyed  to  the  house,  and  then 
Bought  his  mother,  to  request  her  warmly  to  pay 
more  attention  to  their  young  relative,  and  en- 
deavour by  soothing  kindness  to  remove  the 
eanse  of  her  general  depression,  and  the  grief 
and  excitement  which  she  so  strangely  mani- 
ested.    He  found  that  lady  closetted  with  Clara, 
(and  both  in  the  worst  possible  humour. 

VOL.  I.  L 
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^^  This  comes  of  having  daughters  educated  by 
old-fashioned  Englishwomen/'*  said  Mrs.  Aylmer. 
"  It  18  really  too  provoking !  Now  f  will  venture 
to  say  that  Olara  or  Isabel  would  as  soon  have 
thought  of  appearing  at  a  ball  in  a  cotton  drees, 
or  of  ^committing  any  other  dowdy  English  ab-- 
surdity,  as  of  being  taken  ill  just  as  their  sister 
was  waiting  their  presence  to  be  married.''^ 

''  What  is  all  this  about,  my  dear  Madam  f 
said  Stuart  anxiously — "  who  is  ill  T 

^'  No  one  that  I  know  of,  but  Miss  Fanny 
chooses  to  pretend  to  be  so,  just  to  provoke  her 
sister  and  myself;  and  Mr.  Aylmer,  with  equal 
thoughtlessness  and  bad  taste,  thinks  proper  to 
encourage  such  nonsense.'*^ 

"  Clara,  what  is  it !  pray  do  not  keep  me  in 
suspense." 

"  Suspense !  mais  c^est  trop  fort  /  my  dear 
Stuart ;  it  is  I  that  am  kept  in  suspense— my 
marriage  was  postponed,  first,  because  an  old 
country  curate  thought  proper  to  die;  this  I 
bore  with  exemplary  patience,  notwithstanding 
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Sir  Mannadake^s  sighs  and  lamentations.  WeU^ 
n  second  day  was  fixed,  the  shortest  he  cotild 
poflsibly  consent  to,  and  now  comes  the  news  that 
Fanny  is  ill,  or  has  been  ill,  and  they  cannot 
return  for  two  or  three  weeks.  I  wonder  what 
their  ingenuity  will  next  devise.  1  won't  under- 
take to  tell  Marmaduke.  Indeed,  if  it  rested 
with  me,  I  would  not  wait  for  any  of  them.**^ 

Stuact  was  too  mu«h  disgusted  with  this  speech 
to  make  any  other  reply,  than  request  to  see  the 
letter  which  mentioned  Fanny's  illness. 

^'Oh,''  replied  his  mother,  *4  believe  there  is 
one  for  you  from  the  interesting  invalid  her- 
self;'' and  with  this,  to  him  most  precious  gift, 
Stuart  left  the  ladies  to  themselves,  and  forget- 
ting even  Alice  for  the  time,  shut  himself  in  his 
own  room,  and  read  the  following : — 

^*  My  ever  desu*  brother, 

'^  The  first  exertion  I  am  permitted  to 

make,  shall  be  devoted  to  you — ^to  you,  who  I 

know  will  learn  with  regret,  that  1  have  been 
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seriously,  even  dangerously  ill. — A  cold  caught 
the  very  evening  of  our  arrival,  was  followed  by 
a  violent  fever,  from  which  I  am  only  now  re^ 
covering.     It  is  very  strange  that  I,  who  have 
never,  in  my  recollection,  had  a  day^s  indisposition 
before,  should  be  suddenly  seized  with  an  illness 
so  severe ;,  I  regret  it  the  more  on  poor  Glara^s 
Account,  whose  wedding  must  be  again  deferred, 
for  I  shall  not  be  able  to  travel,  the  doctor  says, 
for  two  or  three  weeks.   But  enough  of  myself — 
Mr.  Herbert  died  yesterday  week,  though  they 
would  not  tell  me  of  it  till  the  funeral  was  over. 
It  has  been  a  very  mournful  time,  but  how  shall 
I  do  justice  to  my  darling  Eva !  She  has  been  in- 
deed a  ministering  angel  to  us  alL  Papa  declares 
that  had  it  not  been  for  her,  he  could  have  done 
nothing ;  for,  of  course,  my  illness  alarmed  him 
dreadfnlly--dear,  kind  papa,  how   can  we  ever 
love  him  enough,  Stuart!     But  Eva,  I  must 
speak  of  her,  though  it  is  useless  to  attempt  in 
writing  to  describe  half  her  goodness ;  how,  while 
her  uncle  lived,  she  divided  her  time  between  us. 
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^  of  &tigae,  and  when  he  died,  con- 
o  ^d  struggling  with  her  own  dreadful 
^^  that  she  might  devote  herself  entirely  to 
^^*   Oh,  if  you  could  see  her  now,  Stuart,  with 
per  pale  but  beautiful  face  sitting  by  my  bed,  and 
tijing  every  means  to  amuse  and  cheer  me,  when 
Ahe  requires  cheering  so  much  herself,  you  wouM 
love  her,  I  am  certain,  as  I  do.     A  new  rector 
has  been  abeady  appointed,  but  he  very  kindly 
begs  us  to  remain  in  the  house  as  long  as  is 
eonvenient,  though  it  is  not  pleasant  to  know  we 
are  keeping  out  the  rightful  owner,  especially  as 
he  has  a  mother  and  sister  who  are  rather  poor; 
however,  it  cannot  be  helped,  and  I  am  sure  papa 
will  make  it  up  to  them.     Miss  Stanley,  Eva''s 
old  governess,  is  also  staying  with  us.  We  could 
not  do,  you  know,  without  some  one,  and  she  is 
▼eiy  kind  and  useful,  and  devoted  to  Eva,  as  in- 
deed, who  is  not  that  knows  her! 

"  I  have  not  strength  now  to  write  more,  or  I 
should  tell  you  what  a  lovely  place  this  is,  but 
you  will  not,  I  trust,  be  gone  when  we  return. 
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How  do  our  cousinB  get  on !   Do^  dear  Stuaity 
write  very,  very  soon,  to 

"  Your  loving  sister, 

"  Fannt.*' 

Stuart  was  sorely  tempted,  when  be  had  read 
this  letter,  to  hasten  to  Westmoreland  and  see 
his  sister  before  he  again  went  abroad,  but  the 
imminent  danger  of  his  uncle,  who  had  ever  been 
as  a  parent  to  him,  made  him  repress  the  selfish 
wish— and  after  having  ascertained  that  his  cousin 
was  recovered,  he  sat  down  to  answer  Fanny'*s 
letter,  too  angry  and  indignant  at  the  utter 
heartlessness  of  his  mother  and  Clara,  to  seek 
their  society  again. 

Alice  had  been  quickly  restored  by  Margaret, 

her  brother^s  nurse,  who   had  often  seen  Mrs. 

Norton  in  similar  £Eunting  fits,  and  knew  the 

proper  remedies  to  apply ;  but  with  the  recovery 

ciousness,  came  all  the  recollection  of  her 

3dness^  and  she  would  gladly  have  sunk 

%i  death-like  stupor  again. 
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It  was  strange  that  she  never  thought,  or 
seemed  to  care  what  her  comn^s  impression  of 
her  sadden  iainting  would  be,  neither  did  she 
pause  to  consider  what,  if  he  really  loved  her, 
cx>uld  be  the  cause  of  his  not  avowing  it  more  ex- 
plicitly now. 

The  only  feeling  that  occupied  her  mind,  was 
the  dread  of  seeing  her  brother,  lest  unholy 
thoughts  might  come  again.  ^^  Heaven  help  me  !^^ 
she  fervently  exclaimed,  '^  my  brain  is  getting 
bewildered  !^  And  again  she  sunk  on  her  knees, 
and  prayed  for  support,  yet  agam  the  passionate 
countenance  wanted  the  humility  and  resignation 
befitting  prayer. 

One  resolution  she  made,  however — ^not  to  see 
her  cousin  again.  ^'  If  he  thinks  I  am  indiffer- 
ent to  him,  he  may  forget  me.  Yes,  that  is  now 
my  only  hope.  Look  down,  my  mother,  and  pity 
the  &te  you  have  prepared  for  me  !^  And  in 
these  expressions  of  despair,  the  wretched  girl 
passed  many  hours.     The  dinner-time  came,  and 
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she  sent  an  excuse  for  not  appearing;  wrote  a  few 
hurried  lines  of  farewell  to  be  given  to  Stuart  be- 
fore he  started,  and  then  she  endeavoured  to  lose 
the  recollection  of  her  woes  in  sleep.  But  this 
friend  of  the  weary  comes  not  at  the  bidding  of 
the  unhappy,  and  Alice  soon  found  that  solitude 
and  inaction  were  insupportable.  She  was  rising 
to  steal  out  into  the  grounds,  when  Clara  knocked 
at  the  door,  and  before  she  had  time  to  refuse 
her  admittance,  walked  in. 

^^Mama  has  sent  me  to  see  how  you  are,  Alice, 
for  Stuart  says  you  have  been  fainting,  and  all 
that  sort  of  thing.  Now  let  me  implore  you 
not  to  be  taken  ill  just  now,  or  I  shall  certainly 
give  up  my  marriage  in  despair— one  has  died,  a 
second  has  been  at  the  point  of  death,  and  now  I 
shouldnH  wonder  if  another  is  taken  with  some 
horrible  malady,  just  to  provoke  me.'*''  And  Clara 
gave  her  father^s  letter  to  her  companion  to  read. 
It  was  seldom  that  she  had  spoken  so  many 
words  to  her  quiet  cousin,  indeed  she  seldom  ad- 
dressed her  at  all,  for  Alice  was  no  favourite  with 
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either  mother  or  daughter;  bat  Stuart  had 
alarmed  them,  and,  from  a  benevolent  motive, 
rather  perhaps  exaggerated  the  extent  of  Alice'^s 
ilbess ;  so  the  two  ladies  now  sought  to  soothe, 
if  possible,  the  cousin  into  getting  well  again, 
lest  this  should  create  a  still  further  delay 
in  Clara  becoming  "  my  lady  Digby."" 

Alice  returned  the  letter,  and  only  said  she  re- 
joiced that  all  danger  was  over  with  Fanny, 
and  then  be^ed  Clara  not  to  be  alarmed  on  her 
account.  "  You  see  I  am  much  better  now,  it 
was  only  a  momentary  faintness ;  I  have  sat  up 
the  last  two  nights  with  Maurice.^^ 

"  Well,  pray  don't  do  so  silly  a  thing  again  ; 
mama  particularly  requests  that  you  will  leave 
hiin  to  the  nurse's  charge.  The  child  is  well 
enough,  I  dare  say,  only  you  are  so  foolishly 
fond  of  him."*' 

Alice's  pale  cheek  grew  paler  at  these  words, 
and  her  heart  smote  her  that  she  could  not  ac- 
knowledge their  truth,  but  she  only  replied, 
*^  It  was  my  mother's  dying  charge  that  I  should 
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never,  while  I  was  able,  leave  him  to  the  care  of 
another.*" 

"  Well,  then  I  can  only  say  it  was  a  very 
selfish  and  unnatural  one,  and  that  it  will  be 
still  more  selfish  and  unnatural  on  your  part,  if 
you  get  ill  just  now— and  you  positively  look 
more  like  a  corpse  than  a  living  woman.  Gome 
down  stairs  with  me,  instead  of  sitting  moping 
here ;  this  is  Stuart^s  last  night,  you  know  ; 
perhaps  you  may  be  able  to  put  him  in  a  good 
humour — I  am  sure  it  is  more  than  I  can  do, 
and  mama  is  too  cross  with  him  to  try.^* 

^'  What  has  he  done  f^  said  Alice,  her  heart 
beating  almost  audibly,  '^  to  offend  Mrs. 
Aylmer  ?^^ 

^'  Oh,  it  is  nothing  he  has  done,  but  something 
he  has  chosen  to  leave  undone.  The  fact  is, 
mama  very  naturally  hoped  and  expected  that 
he  would  fall  in  love  with  Miss  Herbert,  or  at 
least  with  her  fortune,  which  is  the  same  thing, 
and  he,  it  seems,  has  disappointed  her.  For 
my  part,  I  don't  half  understand  the  matter — ^my 
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own  «fiai»  are  quite  enough  for  me  to  attend  to, 
but  I  know  they  have  been  quarrelling  again 
about  it — but  come  down  now,  ma  belle  causine  ; 
your  society  may  bring  back  the  truant  smiles 
of  my  self-willed  brother."' 

''  Excuse  me,  Olara,  I  have  a  letter  to  write, 
and  a  thousand  other  things  to  do.  I  really  can- 
not leave  my  room  this  evening." 

"  Well,  I  suppose  you  must  have  your  own 
way,  but  promise  to-morrow  to  take  a  ride  with 
me  and  Sir  Marmaduke." 

"  With  pleasure,^'  replied  Alice,  too  glad  to 
get  rid  of  her  companion's  importunities  by  any 
means;  and  she  was  again  left  alone ;  but  scarcely 
had  the  door  closed,  so  inconsistent  is  the  mind 
where  passion  reigns,  than  she  regretted  having 
refused  Glara's  request.  '^  1  might  have  seen  him 
once  more,  just  this  once.  It  would  be  the  last, 
the  very  last  time,  and  surely  it  could  neither 
increase  my  misery  nor  his ;  and  I  could  appear 
as  cold  and  indifferent  as  I  please."' 

This  reasoning,  of  course,  could  lead  but  to 
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one  result,  and  her  hand  was  on  the  handle  of  the 
door,  when  a  knock  arrested  her  intention.^It 
was  Mai^garet,  who  had  been  out  with  Maurice, 
and  she  now  came  to  say,  that  he  seemed 
worse,  and  more  fretful  than  usual,  and  would 
let  no  one  but  his  sister  put  him  to  bed.  The 
struggle  was  but  momentary — ^long  habit  of  self- 
denial  prevailed. 

^^  Make  his  couch  in  my  room,  Margaret,  and 
bring  him  here  at  once.''" 

The  child  was  brought,  and  Alice  gave  up  all 
thoughts  of  leaving  him,  and  looking  on  his 
pale,  sad,  little  face,  how  could  she  hate  him  ! 
He  who  cluDg  so  fondly  to  her  as  his  only  friend, 
who  was  ever  so  patient  and  gentle  when  she 
was  by,  who  had  no  pleasures,  no  amusements, 
nothing  save  her  love  to  gladden  his  darkened 
lot'-and  again  she  inwardly  prayed  to  be  de- 
livered from  the  terrible  temptation. 

^*  Alice,^'  he  said  softly,  as  she  undressed  him, 
**  I  have  been  saying  good-bye  to  him — I  could 
not  help  crying  very  much,  he  was  always  so 
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kind  to  me,  so  different  from  the  others.  How 
happy  I  should  be  to  Uto  with  only  yon  and 
hun — quite,  quite  alone,  we  three  !^^ 

Alice  burst  into  tears  !  **  Ah  you  cry  too, 
Ally.  Is  it  because  he  is  going!  It  must  be, 
for  he  is  good  to  you  too^' — ^then  climbing  her 
knee  and  softly  stroking  her  face,  the  boy  contin- 
ued, while  tears  rained  down  his  own  little  pallid 
cheek, — '*  But  do  not  be  unhappy,  my  own  dar- 
ling Ally,  you  know  I  love  you  more  than  any 
thing  else  in  the  whole  world — oh  so  dearly !  And 
I  will  try  and  never  give  you  any  more  trouble, 
but  be  always  patient  and  grateful. — And  you 
love  me  too— don't  you.  Ally  f 

"  Love  you,  Maurice  f — ^but  her  flooding  tears 
prevented  Alice  saying  more. 

The  blind  boy's  simple  tenderness  had  pre- 
vailed. The  healthful  feelings  of  her  mind  again 
came  back,  and  from  that  moment  he  was  dearer 
to  her  than  he  had  ever  been. 

'*  Surely  some  unholy  spell  has  bound  me  !'' 
she  exclaimed,  as  she  once  more,  and  now  it  was 
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indeed  a  labour  of  love — ^watched  beside  his  bed. 
^'  How  could  I  ever  have  thought  of  hating  one 
80  innocent,  so  helpless,  and  so  affectionate !  Ob, 
if  he  dies,  I  shall  never,  never  forgive  myself  T 
And  the  boy^s  pillow  was  watered  with  his 
contrite  sister^s  tears. 

The  morning  came,  and  still  found  that  sister 
a  lonely  watcher.  She  could  not  sleep — ^it  seemed 
to  relieve  her  mind  to  devote  herself  entirely  to 
another.  Not  that  she  could  do  him  any  good, 
for  the  child  slept  heavily,  but  she  fancied  her- 
self less  miserable  there  than  anywhere  else,  and 
she  had  kept  her  post  through  the  long  night. 

It  was  day-break  when  she  heard  a  carriage 
come  to  the  door,  and  in  another  moment,  saw 
Stuart  enter  it  and  drive  away. 

She  was  roused  from  a  kind  of  stupor  into 
which  she  had  fallen,  by  the  sound  of  a  painful, 
dry  cough,  which  continued  for  many  minutes — 
It  came  from  the  bed  of  Maurice. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 


*'  And  on  from  youth  to  womanhood, 
Thy  weaiy  days  shall  haste ; 

Thy  happiest  feelings  turn'd  to  gall — 
Thy  Ufe  itaelf,  a  waste  1**         « 


''All  is  prepared,  young  ladies,*^  said  Miss 
Stanley,  entering  the  room  of  the  invalid,  who 
was  to  go  down  stairs  for  the  first  time  since  her 
illness, — "  the  pillows  are  placed  on  the  sofa, 
fresh  flowers  are  gathered,  and  the  tea*table  is 
spread  for  our  guests.'*^ 

**That  is  all  well,''  replied  Eva,  who  had 
grown  much  paler  and  thinner  within  the  last 
few  weeks ;  and  her  effort  at  cheerfulness  seemed 
forced  and  unnatural,  as  she  added, — ''  and  now 
tell  me  how  I  have  performed  the  office  of  lady's 
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maid  to  our  invalid.    Does  she  not  look  very 
charmingr 

^'  She  does,  indeed,^  answered  the  party  ad- 
dressed, an  expression  of  admiration  appearing 
for  a  moment  on  her  countenance. 

But  even  Fanny  did  not  smile — ^for  they  were 
in  the  house  of  mourning — and  the  Udies  went 
down  stairs  together. 

The  party  at  Glandale  had  truly,  as  the  sister 
had  written  ^e  brother,  been  a  mournful  one  of 
late.  The  good  rector  had  passed  away,  calmly 
and  happily  in  his  niece^s  arms ;  his  grave  had 
been  watered  by  the  tears  of  his  little  flock,  and 
the  dwelling  of  hiis  manhood  and  old  age,  where 
he  had  been  so  fully  blessed,  was  become  a 
stranger^s.  And  though  a  voice  he  had  dearly 
loved  still  lingered  there,  its  tones  were  sad 
and  low ;  and  even  they  would  soon  cease  to 
be  heard  within  the  parsonage  walls.  Other 
hands  would  tend  the  flowers  he  had  loved  so 
well,  other  eyes  look  on  those  scenes  that  had 
grown  so  femiliar  and   so   dear   to    him;  and 
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other  &ces  in  that  little  parlour  crowd  round 
the  winier^a  hearth.  It  was  sad  to  think  of  all 
this ;  and  Eva  thought  of  it  long  after  she  had 
866D  the  damp  earth  shovelled  upon  her  nnele's 
ooffia — ^but  there  had  been  little  time  for  the 
indulgence  of  grief,  however  sacred  and  natural. 
Her  friend  was  then  laying  at  the  point  of 
death ;  and,  stifling  the  expression  of  that  agony 
of  sorrow  which  longs  to  burst  into  despair^ 
she  devoted  herself  to  the  care  of  the  daughter 
and  the  consolation  of  the  anxious  father;  and 
her  sacrifices  had  been  repaid,  for  the  fever 
abated,  and  then  Fanny  rapidly  recovered. 

The  young  rector  who  was  Mr.  Herbert^s  suc- 
cessor, so  frankly  and  earnestly  pressed  his 
niece  and  her  friends  to  make  the  parson- 
age their  home  as  long  as  it  might  be  r&* 
quired  by  them,  that  all  misgivings  in  regard 
to  that  vanished  at  once.  Eva  had  previously 
been  slightly  acquainted  with  the  family,  and 
she  introduced  the  mother  and  sister  to  her 
guardian ;  and  these  were  the  guests  who  were 
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now  expected  to  celebrate  Fanny^'s  convalescence, 
and  make  her  acquaintance  too.  The  latter 
was  most  anxiooe  to  see  the  sister  and  mother 
of  her  hermit  of  the  glen,  and  her  companions 
had  smiled  at  the  trouble  which  she  took  in 
choosing  from  the  few  dresses  which  she  had 
brought  with  her,  the  one  which  she  imagined 
the  most  becoming.  It  was  all  settled  at 
length;  and  as  has  been  said,  the  three  host* 
esses  descended  the  stairs,  to  be  ready  to  re- 
ceive their  guests  in  the  oft«mentioned  parlour 
of  the  parsonage. 

^'I  really  wonder  papa  does  not  arrive,^^ 
said  Fanny,  after  enduring  a  silence  of  at  least 
a  minute  and  a  half.  '*  What  can  be  keeping 
himr 

*'  Probably  the  same  cause  that  is  keeping 
our  other  visitors,''  replied  Miss  Stanley,  ''for 
I  have  no  doubt  Mr.  Aylmer  will  call  for 
them  on  his  way  here.'' 

''Papa  is   already   acquainted    with    them 
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then,^  obserred  Fanny ;  ''  the  incomprehenBible 
daughter  and  all  f 

^^  Incomprehensible,  indeed,'^  said  Eva ;  *^and 
yet  Charlotte  Dacres  has  never  been  odd  or 
mde  to  me.  I  think  I  am  one  of  her  very 
few  &voarites.''^ 

^^  I  trust  I  may  be  equally  fortunate,"^  an* 
swered  Fanny,  with  an  earnestness  that  left 
little  doubt  of  her  sineerity. 

At  this  moment  Mr.  Aylmer  was  seen  coming 
up  the  garden ;  and  after  affectionately  em* 
bracing  his  daughter,  and  congratulatmg  her  on 
her  first  appearance  down  stairs,  he  explained 
the  cause  of  his  being  later  than  he  had  an- 
ticipated. ^'  The  &Qt  is,^  (addressii^  Fanny, 
and  presenting  her  with  a  packet  from  her 
bother,)  '*  I  have  had  letters  from  your  mother 
and  sister,  which  have  surprised  less  than  they 
have  annoyed  me.  It  seems  they  are  very  in- 
dignant with  you,  poor  Fan,  for  being  ill,  and 
with  Miss  Herbert  and  myself  for  permitting 
aach  folly.     '  Under  other  circumstances,^  dear 
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mama  veiy  feelingly  obBervea,  'it  would  not 
have  signified;  but  in  the  present  case  it  has 
deferred  Clara^s  marriage,  and  therefore  nothing 
could  be  more  ill-timed  or  ridiculous.^  ^ 

The  tears  stood  in  Fanny^s  eyes  at  this  sin- 
gular proof  of  her  mother'*s  utter  indiflference  to 
her,  which  Mr.  Aylmer  perceiving,  continued, — 
"  But  never  mind.  Fan,  I've  had  my  revenge. 
Indeed  I  don't  think  I  have  been  so  angry  since 
your  mother  insisted  on  sending  your  sisters  to 
France—and  a  pretty  business  she  has  made  of  it. 
However,  as  I  was  going  to  tell  you,  I  have  re- 
taliated on  the  ladies  at  Elm  Court ;  for  directly 
I  got  through  the  letter,  I  ordered  the  carriage, 
and  took  a  round  of  some  miles  to  look  out  for  a 
house  in  this  neighbourhood ;  and  I  am  happy 
to  say  I  have  succeeded  in  getting  one,  just  on 
the  other  side  of  the  village.  And  a  charming 
little  box  it  is,  I  assure  you ;  so  if  you  please, 
ladies,  we  will  move  thither  to-morrow,  as  my 
little  Fan,  with  those  new-blown  roses  on  her 
cheeks,  has  no  longer  an  excuse  for  keeping  the 
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young  rector  out  of  his  dominions.  I  had  the 
less  hesitation,^^  he  oontinaed,  *^  in  taking  this 
step,  as  however  mach  we  might  have  hurried 
to  get  home,  we  should  not  have  been  in  time  to 
see  Stuart  before  he  went  to  Italy.  I  dare 
say  yon  have  all  the  particulars  from  Umself, 
Fumy ;  your  mama  only  says  that  he  has  heard 
that  my  poor  brother  is  worse,  and  that  her  son 
was  to  start  on  the  morning  following  the  re* 
eeipt  of  the  news ;  but  cheer  up,  Fanny,  he 
will  soon  be  back  to  remun  altogether  amongst 
us,  I  hope." 

Eva  rose  to  close  the  window,  while  Fanny 
asked  for  how  long  the  house  had  been  taken. 

"  A  month  certain^  was  the  answer,  ^'  and  if  I 
have  any  more  saucy  letters  from  Miss  Claia,  it 
shall  be  two.  I  never  approved  of  her  marrying 
in  such  haste,  and  now  they  will  have  an  oppor- 
tunity of  studying  each  other^s  characters — 
although,''  continued  the  father  with  something 
between  a  smile  and  a  sigh,  "  that  may  not 
be  much  to  the  advantage  of  either  of  them.'' 
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Here  the  eonyersation  was  interrapted  by  the 
arrival  of  Mrs.  and  Miss  Dacres,  about  whom  it 
will  be  necessary  to  say  a  few  words  before  in- 
troducing them  to  the  rectory  parlour. 

The  elder  of  these  ladies  had  nothing  parti- 
cular to  distinguish  her  from  the  generality  of 
country  gentlewomen  who  have  lived  all  their 
lives  in  the  same  place,  seen  the  same  people,  and 
heard  the  same  set  of  ideas.  Mrs.  Dacres^  father 
had  been  a  clergyman,  her  husband  had  also  been 
a  clergyman,  and  her  son  was  a  clergyman,  and 
she  had,  whether  naturally  or  unnaturally,  an  un- 
bounded reverence  for  the  profession ;  and  if  she 
might  be  said  to  have  a  single  wish  or  desire  out 
of  the  common  routine  of  her  every-day  existence, 
it  was  that  her  only  daughter  should  marry  a 
clergyman.  But  although  no  genius,  Mrs.  Dacres 
was  a  good  and  a  worthy  woman,  one  that  is  ge- 
nerally described  as  a  ^*  motherly  sort  of  person,^* 
and  she  was  devotedly  fond  and  proud  of  her  chil- 
dren, particularly  her  daughter,  which  preference 
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aaid  to  have  arisen  from  Charlotte  (such  was 
the  young  lady^s  name)  having  one  day  been 
discovered,  when  a  mere  child,  copying  some 
verses  of  her  own  composition,  in  a  school-girrs 
hand,  into  her  mother^s  album.     It  is  true  she 
had  modestly  pat    ''Byron^^   after  them,   but 
the  good  lady  was  not  to  be  deceived ;  and  from 
that    tkne,  Charlotte's  talents  and  Charlotte's 
accomplishments  were  the  constant  theme  of  the 
ddighted  mother's  tongue,  till  the  object  of  them 
herself  etftreated  h^*  parent  to  choose  some  other 
subject  to  descant  upon — ^and  as  Charlotte  was 
^^always  right,  and  knew  what  was  proper,''  of 
course  she  was  obeyed ;  although  at  a  great  sacri- 
fice to  her  talking  mother,  who  however  promised 
herself    compensation    for   her  forbearance   at 
some  future  day. 

In  the  meantime  Charlotte  grew  to  be  a  wo- 
man, and  gave  up  writing  verses — at  least  in 
her  mother's  scrap  book.   How  she  employed  her 
hours  of  solitude  no  one  asked,  and  except  her  ^ 
mother  or  her  brother,  no  one  cared ;  for  Miss 
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Dacres  was  little  liked  amongst  their  neighbonrs ; 
and  yet  she  was  kind  and  generous,  and  even 
courteous,  (although  of  that  courtesy  wluch 
never  loses  the  hold  of  the  reins  of  quiet  personal 
dignity,)  even  courteous  she  was  except  where  she 
took  a  dislike;  though  those  of  whom  she  was 
fondest  never  loved  her.  Many  esteemed  her, 
many  admired  her  talents — ^which  really  were  of 
a  most  brilliant  order — ^but  whether  it  was  her 
appearance,  which  was  peculiarly  unprepossessing, 
or  her  manner,  which  had  always  a  dash  of 
superciliousness  in  it,  and  sometimes  something 
more,  no  one  could  easily  explain ;  but  all,  in 
speaking  of  her,  came  to  the  same  conclusion,  '*  I 
never  could  love  Oharlotte  Dacres,'*' 

She  had  herself  a  vast  passion  for  the  beau* 
tiful,  and  her  own  want  of  comeliness  was  the 
source  of  many  secret  tears.  If  any  of  the 
villagers,  however  poor,  had  a  pretty  child.  Miss 
Dacres  would  not  only  fondle  and  caress  it,  but 
expend  the  little  money  she  had  at  her  command 
in  buying  it  such  presents  as  it  liked  the  best ; 
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but  even  these  fiiToured  pets  themselves  gave 
not  love  in  return ;  she  felt  this  to  be  the  case, 
and  the  knowledge  of  it  created  a  bitterness  in 
her  character  which  disphiyed  itself  in  a  singular 
manner. 

Next  to  her  enthusiastic  love  and  admiration 
of  what  was  beautiful,  was  her  detestation  of 
everything  and  everybody  having  the  misfortune 
to  be  the  reverse;  and  it  may  be  doubted 
whether  she  did  not  derive  more  actual  gratifi- 
cation in  teasing  an  ugly  child,  than  in  caressing 
a  pretty  one.  When  she  had  an  opportunity, 
these  propensities  were  exercised  towards  those 
of  larger  growth;  but  hitherto  children  and 
other  inferior  animals  had  been  almost  her  only 
victims,  and  many  of  the  urchins  of  Olandale 
would  have  preferred  seeing  the  schoolmistress" 
birch*  rod  suspended  over  their  heads,  to  meeting 
Miss  Dacres  when  they  were  alone. 

But  these  traits,  although  they  assisted  in 
rendering  her  disliked,  were  but  as  bubbles  on 
the   stream.     Nature  had  formed  her  with   a 
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warm  and  affeoiioiu^te  I^earti  siiopig  passiooS)  and 
a  capacity  for  the  de^poat  and  mpet  ei^t^re  doYO- 
tion.  She  had  alao  a  sepaitive  and  powerful 
mind,  whichi  SQlf-direoted  a^d.oneontioUed,  had 
investigated  holy  things,  and  produced  infidelity ! 
Earnestly  she  had  prayod  to  Hef^ven  to  take  the 
darkness  from  her  soul»  earnestly  she  had  de 
sired  to  be  a  believer  again,  and  much  had  she 
examined  the  evidences  of  Iloly  Writ,  apd  the 
abstract  rea8<ming  in  fftvpur  of  life  after  death ; 
but  doubt  still  remained ;  and  though  she  made 
her  attention  to  the  dictates  of  religion  a  solemn 
duty,  and  sometimes  hoped  that  she  might  be* 
come  a  believer  agun — ^it  was  not  so ;  the  aspi- 
rations of  her  heart  and  soul  were  chedi^ed,  and 
their  fire  turned  back  again  upon  themselves. 

One  being  alone  she  seemed  to  love  with  a 
feeling  of  attachment,  which  rose  beyond  dis- 
tinctive relations  of  character — this  was  her 
brother.  And  he,  on  his  part,  was  both  fond 
and  proud  of  her ;  but  it  was  not  with  him  an 
absorbing  emotion ;  and  he  often  regretted  that 
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one,  possessed  of  the  deepest  feeling  herself, 
appeared  so  deficient  in  the  power  of  exciting 
affeetioii  in  others.  Bat  so  it  was ;  and  Char- 
lotte Dacres  had  reaiohed  the  age  of  tw^ity-two 
wifli  all  her  passionate  yearnings  for  human 
sympathy  and  human  love  unsatisfied ! 

If  she  had  had  bat  one  friend,  one  to  whom  she 
coold  have  opened  her  heart,  and  spoken  of  the 
thousand  thoughts  that  haunted  and  distracted 
her,  because  they  were  aU  unshared — ^if  she  could 
hare  Mi  that  one  human  being,  independent  of 
the  instincts  of  kindred,  really  loved  her,  she 
might  in  some  degree  have  been  happy.  The 
world  would  have  worn  a  fairer  aspect,  and  her 
whole  existence  have  been  changed ;  but  it  wa9 
not  to  be ;  and  the  affections  of  her  nature,  thus 
repulsed,  changed  to  gall  and  bitterness,  and 
she  learned  to  hate  the  world,  because  it  loved 
not  her. 

But  it  is  time  now  that  both  the  mother  and 
dai^ter  should  be  introduced  to  those,  on  whose 
fieite  the  latter  was  destined  to  exercise  hereafter 
m2 
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DO  incoDsidi^rable  influence.  Mr.  Aylmer,  after 
greeting  them  warmly,  presented  his  daughter, 
near  whom  Mrs.  Dacres  instantly  took  a  seat^ 
and  entered  into  conversation ;  while  Charlotte, 
as  was  her  usual  custom,  sat  apart  and  spoke  to 
nobody, 

Fanny  answered  the  questions  of  the  kind 
old  gentlewoman  courteously,  and  spoke  of  her 
own  admiration  of  Glandale,  which  admiration, 
she  explained,  had  in  fact  led  to  her  illness ;  but 
her  whole  attention  was  directed  towards  the 
silent  sister,  and  a  strange  and  uncomfortable 
feeling  grew  upon  her,  as  she  two  or  three  times 
caught  those  large,  intelligent  eyes  directed 
towards  herself.  Determined,  however,  if  pos- 
sible, to  conciliate  the  singular  being,  she  turned 
at  length  and  addressed  her  in  the  most  winning 
tone,  expressing  her  regret  at  keeping  the  family 
out  of  their  new  home  so  long.  "  It  is  such  a 
beautiful  place,"'*  she  added,  ''that  I  am  sure 
you  can  never  forgive  me  for  having  deferred 
your  enjoyment  of  it." 
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*'  I  am  not  fond  of  anything  new,^'  was  all 
tke  aD€iwer«he  received. 

This  was  a  most  unpromising  commencement ; 
but  Fanny,  not  yet  daunted,  eontinned, — "I 
liope  yon  do  not  carry  that  principle  so  far  as  to 
dislike  seeing  new  scenes  and  new  faces,  for  papa 
h^  quite  set  his  heart  upon  your  accompanying 
08  back  to  Derbyshire,  and  you  surely  will  not 
deny  us  all  this  pleasure  V 

"  Your  papa  is  yery  kind,^^  said  Charlotte,  and 
she  looked  as  though  she  meant  it,  "  but  mama 
basonly  one  daughter,  and  I  have  never  left 
her.'' 

''Ob,  donH  think  of  me,  dear  child  I""  said 
the  mother.  "  Since  Miss  Aylmer  is  so  kind  as 
to  ask  you,  I  am  sure  you  ought  to  go.  It  will 
do  you  a  world  of  good,  and  you  have  been 
moped  to  death  here.'' 

For  a  moment  there  came  a  faint  tinge  of 
colour  on  Charlotte's  cheek,  and  a  still  keener 
sparkling  in  the  large,  bright  eye,  as  she  turned 
to  Mr.  Aylmer  and  said, — '?  Since  my  mother 
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approves  of  my  going,  I  shall  Iiaye  great  pleasure 
in  accepting  your  very  kk»d  invitatioa  ;^^  and 
then  ainku^  back  in  ker  chair,  she  spoke  noi 
another  word  during  the  ev^ng. 

Mrs.  Dacree,  on  hearing  the  intended  removal 
of  the  family  on  the  morrow,  protested  loudly 
against  it,  assaring  them  they  were  wricome  to 
the  house  for  six  months  longer  if  they  pleased, 
and  that  her  son  would  be  very  much  annoyed 
if  they  thought  of  moving  before  they  quitted 
Glandale ;  but  Mr.  Aylmer  convinced  her  that 
it  was  all  settled,  and  then  she  said,  turning  to 
Fanny, — "  By  the  bye,  yon  have  seen  Edward, 
Missy ;  I  think  you  met  in  the  hermitage,  the 
night  of  your  arrival.  I  am  sure  he  will  be 
very  proud  to  be  introduced  to  you/^ 

It  was  no  faint  blush  that  mantled  on  Faany^s 
cheek  as  she  detected  the  dark  eyes  from  the 
comer  again  bent  sharply  on  her,  during  this 
speech.  The  look  absolutely  terrified  her ;  so 
much  so  that  Eva,  fancying  she  seemed  ill,  beg- 
ged her  not  to  sit  up  longer ;  and  Mrs.  Daores 
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*  «ageriy  joining  m  tlie  reqaest,  the  mVafid  gladly 
followed  their  adrice,  and  huniedty  expressing  a 
bope  that  she  ishonid  soon  see  her  new  friends 
agam  (ahhongh  in  her  heart  she  limited  the  wish 
to  one,)  retired  from  the  room,  accompanied  by 
Miss  Stanley. 

When  left  alone,  Fanny  took  out  her  brother's 
letter  to  read ;  but  even  while  thus  employed, 
the  cold,  piercing  eyes  of  Charlotte  Dacres 
seemed  to  pursue  her,  and  she  could  not  close 
her  own  till  she  heard  the  house  door  shut  upon 
the  visitors  about  an  hour  after.  And  yet  it 
was  impossible  to  account  for  the  antipathy  she 
felt  towards  this  strange  being.  It  is  true  she 
had  repulsed,  almost  rudely,  her  attempts  at 
familiarity ;  but  Fanny  was  prepared  to  find  her 
eccentric^  and  would  readily  have  pardoned  that 
or  more,  but  a  shadow  had  been  cast  on  the  path 
of  this  young  and  light-hearted  girl  that  might 
not  be  remoTed.  She  had  something  now,  al- 
though undefined,  to  think  anxiously  of,  and  to 
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dread,  and  the  bright  sunshine  of  her  life  was 
dimmed.  The  Fates  had  woven  the  first  black 
thread  in  poor  Fanny  Aylmer^s  destiny  the  night 
she  became  acquainted  with  Charlotte  Dacres. 
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CHAPTER  XV. 


**  SUter,  yoall  mus  no  light,  gbd  step, 
Youll  miM  ao  voioe  of  glee, 
My  darken'd  lot  wm  hard  to  bear, 
And  I've  borne  it  wearily/* 


"  Clara,  I  protest  my  nerres  wonH  stand  much- 
more  of  this  opposition  of  your  father's — ano- 
ther month !  it^s  really  enough  to  disgust  any 
loTer :  Sir  Marmaduke  looked  cross  enough  when 
I  told  him  it  was  a  fortnight — but  a  month ! 
and  all  to  provoke  me,  I  know  it  is,  and  I  declare 
my  nerves  wonH  stand  it !" — 

^^  I  donH  know  the  extent  of  the  capability  for 
endurance  of  your  nerves,  mama,  but  I  have 
pretty  well  calculated  my  own  powers  of  suffer- 
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ance,  and  Pm  quite  determined  not  to  stand 
it  a  single  week  longer,  so  you  may  just  take 
your  choice  of  allowing  the  preparations  for  the 
wedding  to  go  on,  and  getting  old  Dr.  Northcott 
to  give  me  away,  or  having  the  scandal  and 
absurdity  of  an  elopement,  where  there  has 
been  no  obstacle  to  the  match  on  either  side. 

"  My  dear  Clara,  I''m  in  no  humour  for  jesting, 
I  assure  you,  with  a  thousand  d^agr^mens 
threatening  us.^** 

*^  And,  my  dear  mama,  you  are  perfectly  con- 
vinced that  I,  who  never-  trouble  myself  to  jest 
at  any  time,  am  not  likely  to  b^in  now.**^ 

^^  Then  do  me  the  favour  to  explain  your 
meaning.^^ 

"  That  is  easily  done,  and  in«  very  few  words. 
It  may  suit  you  and  pi^  to  do  all  in  your  res- 
pective powers  to  vex  and  annoy  each  other,  but 
it  does  not  suit  me,  or  my  intended  husband  to 
become  the  victims  of  these  little  matrimonial 
pleasantries;  and  therefore  my  mind  is  com- 
pletely made  up  to  be  married  next  week. — It 
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remaiiifl  with  yon  to  decide  whether  the  ceremony 
takee  place,  sanctioned  by  year  presence,  in  what 
people  call  a  respectable  manner,  or  in  a  way 
that  they  may  giTe  any  name  to  they  please.^ 

^'  GUira,  are  yon  mad  !  You  know  I  dare  not 
aet  in  direct  opposition  to  y onr  father'^s  commands ; 
does  not  his  letter,  which  he  has  evidently  writ- 
ten in  a  passion,  because  we  did  not  sympathise 
enoQgh  with  that  silly  baby  Fanny,  does  not  his 
letter  say  distinctly,  "  if  yonr  daughter  marries 
brfore  my  return,  remember  /neyer  see  her  again, 
and  she  never  sees  a  penny  of  my  money  T 

*'  All  nonsense,  mama  ;  t  thought  you  had 
more  sense  than  to  bdiieve  what  a  person  says 
or  writes  when  in  a  passion;  besides,  Sir  Marma- 
dnke  has  enough  money  for  us  both.^ 

''  But  how  do  you  know  that  he  will  agree  to 
this  silly  scheme  of  yours,  Clara,  even  if  you 
can  so  far  forget  the  natural  delicacy  of  your  sex 
as  to  propose  it  f* 

'^  Oh,  leave  all  that  to  me,  mama,  and  if  you 
have  my  delicacy  at  heart,  let  me  assure  you 
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that  Sir  Marmaduke  himself,  when  hearing  of 
this  second  delay,  urged  and  implored  me  to  dis- 
regard such  trifling  obstacles,  or  consent  at  least 
to  a  private  marriage  in  the  meantime/'' 

"  Well,  I  can  only  say  then,  that  he  is  a 
;;];reater  fool  than  I  took  him  to  be ;  but  this 
ardent  lover  probably  did  not  suspect  that  a 
penniless  bride  would  b^  his  portion,  if  his  soli- 
citations were  attended  to.  Show  him  your 
father's  letter,  and  if  that  does  not  transform 
him  into  a  very  model,  and  preacher  of  patience, 
never  trust  to  my  penetration  again/** 

''  Do  me  the  credit,  chire  maman^  to  believ 
that  I  am  at  l^ast  as  clear-sighted  as  yourself, 
with  probably  a  little  more  determination  of 
character,  and  contempt  of  your  idol  called  the 
World — acquired  during  a  three  year's  residence 
i^i  *'  La  belle  France.'*  And  now  I  will  leave 
you  to  your  meditations;  weigh  well  all  the 
pros  and  cons  of  my  case,  and  when  we  meet  at 
dinner,  your  final  answer  will  greatly  oblige,  your 
truly  affectionate  and  dutiful  daughter,  Clara/'' 
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And  80  sajing,  this  datiful  and  affectionate 
daughter  left  the  bewildered  mother  to  herself. 

And  very  pleasant  and  profitable  were  that 
mother^s  self^commnnings  during  the  next  two 
hoars ;  bat  it  is  with  the  result  of  them  only  that 
the  reader  has  to  do,  which  was  communicated 
to  her  daughter  at  the  time  appointed. 

^^Glara,'*^  said  she,  on  entering  the  drawing- 
room  just  before  dinner  was  announced,  ^'  I  have 
acceded  to  the  request  you  made^  that  I  would 
pve  mature  consideration  to  your  very  extraor* 
dinary,  and  I  must  add,  ungrateful  and  undutiful 
intentions,  and  the  result  is  my  determination 
to  have  no  hand  in  so  flagrant  an  instance  of 
disobedience.  Moreover,  it  is  my  resolve  to 
write,  by  this  night's  post,  to  your  fother,  that 
he  may  take  measures  to  prevent  so  shocking 
and  improper  a  thing  as  an*  elopement.  For 
myself,  I  feel  my  nerves  so  shattered  by  all  this 
ttnusual  excitement,  that  I  am  incapable  of  a&y 
exertion,^ 

^^  My  dear  mama,  it  is  a  pity  you  did  not 
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i^Mire  Tourself  the  e&ertkMi  of  bo  long  a  speeoh, 
since  jour  nerree  are  in  sneli  an  unpleasant  state. 
The  first  olaose  of  it  would  have  answered  every 
purpose,  for,  of  course,  any  steps  you  may  take 
to  prevent  a  thing  that  1  have  once  determined 
upon  doing,  must  be  a  matter  of  perfect  indiffer^ 
ence  to  me/* 

^^  Clara,  you  will  break  my  heart,  if  you  per- 
sist in  this  unfeeling  conduct.'* 

"  I  really  was  not  aware  that  you  were  troubled 
with  such  an  inconvenient  commodity,**  was  the 
answer,  and  here  this  pleasant  little  tite-a-tite 
was  interrupted  by  the  entemce  of  Margaret, 
Maurice  Norton's  nurse. 

^'  If  you  please,  Ma*am,  Miss  Alice  can*t  leave 
her  brother,  and  she  begs  you  will  not  send  her 
any  dinner,  as  she  could  not  eat  it.** 

"  What  is  the  matter  now !  l*m  sick  of  that 
cross  child*8  lulments,**  was  the  ungracious  reply. 

'^  If  you  please,  Ma*am,  Master  Maurice  is 
never  cross,  and  his  ailments  are  bad  enou^,  Ood 
knows  !  However,  he  won't  be  in  the  way  of  sick- 
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eniog  mjhoij  loiig,"^  eontinued  the  old  servant 
indignantly.  ^^  The  poor  child  is  dying  !^'  And 
filie  raised  her  apron  to  wipe  away  the  tears  this 
moamAil  prophecy  had  brought  to  her  eyes. 

'« Dying!  abenrd  twaddle!  he^s  been  dying 
in  yeniB  and  his  easterns  imagination  ever  since 
he  came  here  !^^ 

'^  Miss  Alice  wants  to  know  if  one  of  the  groom» 
can  be  spared,  to  go  to  Dr.  Northcott,*"  said  the 
iroman,  not  deeming  any  reply  necessary  to  this 
bust  obserratien. 

'^  Certainly  not !  my  servants  have  something 
else  to  do  than  running  over  the  oomitry  to 
gratify  the  ridicnlons  whims  of  an  ill-tempered 
child  and  his  hypochondriacal  attendants.'*^ 

Mrs.  Aylmer  was  glad  of  an  opportunity  of 
venting  her  ill  humour  on  those  who  had  no 
power  to  resent  it. 

"  Then  what  is  to  be  done,  Ma'am!  Dr.  North- 
cott  lives,  they  say,  seven  miles  off,  and  even  if 
I  could  walk  so  for,  I  should  not  be  back  to-night ; 
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and  the  sweet  lamb  may  be  dead  by  that  time. 
He  is  in  a  high  fever,  and  coughs  without  ceasing.'*'' 

^'  So  you  have  said  the  last  four  or  five  days, 
but  really,  my  good  woman,  I  cannot  have  my 
nerves  irritated  by  hearing  about  fevers  and  death 
and  all  that  sort  of  thing.  Give  the  child  some 
lozenges,  and  tell  Miss  Norton  that  the  next 
time  any  of  the  men  have  to  ride  that  way,  they 
shall  call  upon  the  doctor.'*^ 

The  old  servant  had  barely  patience  to  wait  for 
the  conclusion  of  this  speech,  when  hastening  to 
her  young  mistress,  she  repeated,  word  for  word, 
what  had  passed,  adding,  ^*  Ah,  Miss,  if  Mr. 
Stuart  had  been  here,  or  even  his  good  father, 
you  would  not  have  been  treated  so.**' 

**  Alas !  my  poor  Margaret,'^  said  the  weeping 
girl,  ^^  I  have  neither  the  power  nor  the  right  to 
resent  it,  but  my  brother  must  not  be  sacrificed, 
for  all  that  I  am  a  poor  dependent  cousin.  Go 
instantly  and  order  my  ponej  to  be  saddled,  they 
cannot  at  least  refuse  to  do  that  for  me.  I  will 
ride  myself  to  Dr.  Northcott."' 
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The  old  nurse  loved  her  young  and  suffering 
chaige  too  dearly  to  offer  any  opposition  to  the 
only  plan  that  suggested  itself  for  affording  him 
relief,  so  without  a  word,  she  hastened  to  obey 
his  sister  s  command,  and  in  another  half  hour, 
while  Mrs.Aylmer  and  her  loving  daughter  (Mrs 
Nathan  being  this  day  indisposed)  were  still  rail- 
ing and  recriminating  over  their  preserved  ginger 
and  Madeira,  Alice  Norton,  on  the  poney  Stuart 
had  given  her,  was  wending  her  solitary  way, 
imder  the  old  park  elms,  whose  yellow  leaves 
whirled  and  danced  about  her  in  the  gusts  of  the 
autumn  wind. 

A  quick  ride  soon  brought  her  to  the  doctor'^s 
house,  who  was  fortunately  at  home.  Alice  was 
not  known  to  him  personally,  but  he  had  heard 
that  the  Aylmers  had  a  young  cousin  living  with 
them,  and  her  errand  was  quickly  told. 

"  I  will  return  with  you  instantly,  my  dear 
young  lady  ;  but  how  comes  it,  in  such  an  estab- 
hahment  as  Mrs.  Aylmer's,  that  no  one  could  be 
found  to  fetch  me  but  yourself,  who   look  as  if 
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you  wanted  a  doctor  as  madi  as  your  brother. 
Yoa  vrill  paixloft  thie  qaestiozi,  bxit  it  seems  such 
a  strange  IJiing  for  a  young  girl  to  be  gallopping 
seven  miles  alone,  and  living  too  in  a  house  fnll  of 
sermnts.''' 

*'  I  |£<1  not  stay  to  qnestkm  the  propriety,  or 
the  look  of  the  thing,  when  an  only  brother'^s  life 
was  in  danger,^'  repUed  Alice,  inoamftiUy.  *'  In- 
deed I  would  gkdly  venture  f»r  mote  than  this, 
to  procure  him  even  an  hour's  rest;  besides, 
you  forget  that  I  am  a  poor  dependent  cousin,'^ 
she  continued  bitterly,  forgetting  in  the  agony  of 
the  moment  that  she  was  speaking  to  a  stranger, 
^^  end  have  no  right  to  send  the  servants  hither 
and  thither.  But  indeed  I  ought  to  add  that  Mrs. 
Aylmer  refuses  to  believe  that  Maurice  is  in  any 
danger."^ 

'^  Well,  well,  we  will  hope  that  in  this  case  she 
may  turn  out  right.  While  I  am  preparing  to 
accompany  you,  my  wife  shall  come  and  keep 
you  company."* 

Alice  was  on  the  point  of  begging  to  be  left 
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alone ;  but  the  good-natared  doctor  had  abeody 
disappeared,  and  Jn  anoAer  mimite  a  middle-aged, 
lady4ike  peteon  entered  the  room,  and  ti!kitig  a 
aeatnear  the  yoong  girl,  endeavoured  to  engage 
her  in  eonversation.  But  ASiee  waa  in  no 
mood  for  talking,  and  die  felt  rery  tfia&kfid  that 
she  wae  not  kept  l<mg  waiting. 

During  their  ride  to  Ekn  Conrt,  the  reader 

most  return  for  a  few   minntes   to   tfaoee  he 

left  80  agreeably  convening  toge^r  there.-^ 

^n.  Ayhner'^s  tronbles,  (ht,  as  die  called  them, 

'^  diiagrimens^  were  indeed  thickening  fast  upon 

W-^hat  very  morning  she  had  received  the 

following  concifie  but  decisive  letter  from  Isa* 

beHa's  dear  friend,  with  whom  she  (Isabel)  had 

spent  the  summer. 

^' Madam, 

'*  I  shall  feel  obliged  by  your  letting  me  know, 
as  soon  as  possible,  when  it  will  be  convenient 
for  jou  to  receive  your  daughtel*. 
''  I  am,  Madam, 
"  Your  obedient  servant, 
*'  Laura  de  Villemont/' 
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Now,  although  this  was  not  exactly  intelligi- 
ble to  the  perplexed  parent,  it  was  clear  to  her, 
that  there  was  something  wrong — ^that  Isabella 
had  conducted  herself  in  a  manner  that  was 
at  least  displeasing  to  her  very  dear  friend,  for 
had  not  that  friend  virtually  said,  **  the  sooner 
your  daughter  leaves  my  house  the  better  !^ 
This,  in  all  conscience,  was  bad  enough  for  one 
day,  but  at  the  same  time  came  her  husband^a 
indignant  reply  to  her  unfeeling  comments  on 
her  youngest  daughter's  illness,  expressing  his 
determination  to  remain  another  month,  or  per- 
haps more,  at  Glandale,  and  his  command  that 
Clara  should  not  be  married  until  he  returned, 
on  pain  not  only  of  his  lasting  displeasure,  but 
of  forfeiting  the  whole  of  the  thirty  thousand 
pounds  intended  as  the  marriage  portion  of  each 
of  his  children.  It  must  not  be  supposed  that 
Mrs.  Aylmer,  with  all  her  follies,  could  not  have 
made  up  her  mind  in  a  case  of  necessity  to  bear  with 
some  degree  of  patience  a  few  weeks'  delay  in  the 
display  of  wedding  favours,  and  the  gratification 
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of  bearing  her  daughter  styled  ^^  my  lad j,"^  but 
die  reflected  that  onfortimately  these  few  weeks> 
jost  at  this  particular  time,  might  alter  the  whole 
aspect  of  affairs  ;  for  how  coold  she  tell,  if  that 
'  thonghtless  Isabella^  had  really  done  anything 
to  disgrace  herself  and  friends,  whether  the 
bridegroom  elect  might  choose  to  unite  himself 
BO  nearly  with  a  family  thus  circumstanced! 
The  chances  were  that  he  would  at  once  with- 
draw his  suit,  and  then  where  would  be  all  the 
brilliant  castles  that,  since  she  had  gained  her 
point  in  sending  her  girls  to  her  well-beloved 
France,  her  soaring  imagination  had  delighted 
to  build.  Echo  only  answered,  where !  and  so 
her  spirit  had  truly  wept  over  the  fearful  jeopardy 
into  which  these  airy  mansions  of  her  mind  had 
become  placed. 

If  her  husband^s  very  decided  letter  had  not 
arrived  at  that  inauspicious  moment,  she  would 
hare  readily  consented  to  Glara^s  wish  to  have 
the  marriage  preparations  completed  at  once, 
and  the  ceremony  performed  with  all  convenient 
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diqMtch.;  but  she  h^A  not  quite  Uie  courage 
ndoesflftrj  to  disobey  a  oommaad  couched  iir  Buch 
positive  terms,  and  so  her  next  care  was  to 
prevent  her  daughter  seeing  the  letter  of  the 
GomtfiBse  de  Villemont;  for  to  Glara^s  mind 
she  knew  it  would  convey  the  same  impresBion 
it  had  already  done  to  her  own,  and  p^faaps  in- 
duce her  to  take  some  step  that  would  render 
matters  a  little  worse  than  they  at  jNresent 
were. 

But  Clara  heui  managed  to  get  a  sight  of  it 
unknown  to  her  mother,  and  her  resolution  was 
instantly  formed,  and  as  speedily  communicated 
to  her  worthy  parent — worthy  indeed  of  sackt  a 
daughter.  The  result  of  this  has  been  shown, 
and  it  now  only  remains  to  detail  the  scene  in 
which  they  both  ended  their  disputes  by  agree- 
ing to  act  in  concert. 

The  ttte^orUte  dinner  had  passed  in  almost 
total  silence,  enlivened  only  by  an  occasional 
ejaculation  from  Mrs.  Aylmer,  bearing  reference 
to  the  trouble  and  annoyance  occasioned  by  de- 
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pendent  counnB,  and  ctcmk  children,  to  all  of  which 
her  agreeable  corapoiiioD  answered  not  a  word. 
But  the  deaaert  caoie»  wd  a  glass  or  two  of  old 
Madeira  somewhat  amended  their  respective 
tempers,  or  at  least  rendered  them  less  disposed 
to  tadtmnity.  Mrs.  Ajdmer  began  to  reason 
mth  her  danghter  on  the  extreme  folly  of  the 
step  she  meditated  ;  and  her  daughter  in  return 
condescended  to  argue  its  expediency,  at  the 
same  time  declaring  it  a  matter  of  perfect  in- 
difference to  her  whether  she  convinced  her 
listener  or  not. 

"  But,  Clara,''  added  the  mother,  "  you  have 
given  no  reason  bes^d^s  a  childish  impatience  to 
become  a  married  woman,  for  yielding  so  easily 
a  handsome  fortune ;  to  say  nothing  of  incurring 
your  father's  eternal  anchor,  and  making  yourself 
a  laughing-stock  to  all  your  friends." 

"  My  dear  mama^  it  will  save  us  both  a  world 
of  trouble,  of  useless  questions  and  answers,  if 
I  tell  you  at  once  tha^t  I  read  the  letter  you 
were  so  anxious  to  keep  from  me,  and  though  I 
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seldom  trouble  myself  to  feel  surprised  at  any- 
thing, I  must  say  that  in  this  case  I  am  astonished 
that  you  should  not  enter  into  my  views,  and 
endeavour  to  have  the  marriage  over  before  any 
unfortunate  denouement  takes  place  with  Bella. 
What  she  has  been  doing,  goodness  knows  !  I 
suppose  flirting  with  that  French  count ;  how- 
ever, ce  nest  pas  mon  affaire^  I  only  wish  she 
had  delayed  exposing  herself  a  few  weeks  longer. 
As  it  is,  I  am  determined  not  to  be  a  victim. 
When  we  are  once  married.  Sir  Marmaduke 
must  make  the  best  of  any  little  untoward  affair 
of  this  sort,  as  he  will  then  be  one  of  the  family  ; 
and  besides,  chere  maman^  I  must  tell  you  I  am 
really  fond  of  my  intended  husband,  and  would 
not  lose  him  on  any  account.'*'* 

'^  I  am  glad  to  hear  it,  Clara,  for  your  sake, 

and  his  too ;  but  think  you  he  would  not  resent 

your  concealing  from  him  the  fact  that  by  marry- 

intr  KflfArA  vniir  father^s  return,  you  forfeit  the 

larriage  portion  ;  even  supposing 
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he  should  be  brought  to  overlook  any  disgrace 
jonr  imfortonate  sister  may  bring  upon  us  r* 

**  Mama,  it  is  my  maxim  neyer  to  meet  troubles 
half  iray ;  there  may  be  certain  little  d^sagre- 
mens  in  the  marriage  state  that  it  is  impossible 
wholly  to  avoid ;  but  it  it  in  my  own  power  to 
escape  the  much  greater  d^agrSment  of  not  being 
married  at  all ;  and  that  I  am  resolved  on  doing. 
Sir  Marmaduke  is  fortunately  so  much  in  love 
as  to  be  very  impatient  of  these  continued  de- 
lays ;  and,  as  I  before  told  you,  has  more  than 
ooce  urged  me  to  wait  for  no  one.     I  believe  he 
really  ib  afraid  when  the  country  houses  fill,  and 
society  thickens  upon  us,  that  I  may  see  some 
one  more  attractive  than  himself,  and  change  my 
mind  after  all.    Poor  Marmaduke!  he  is  not 
veiy  handsome  ;  and  there  is  a  Sir  Felix  Vaine 
coming  on  a  visit  to  somebody  in  the  neighbour- 
hood, that  I  can  plainly  perceive  he  is  dreadfully 
jealous  of.  They  say  this  new  man  is  an  Adonis, 
and  turns  the  heads  and  hearts  too  of  all  the 
ladies  he  condescends  to  notice.      However,  I 
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hope  to  be  *  over  the  hills  and  far  vw%y  before 
the  fair  and  expectant  maidens  of  Derbyshire  ave 
exposed  to  his  fascinations.^ 

"  Well,  Glara,  I  must  confess  I  cannot  avoid 
seeing  things  just  in  the  same  light  with  your- 
self, and  would  gladly,  if  I  dared,  expedite 
your  union;  but  you  must  be  aware  that  it  is 
wholly  out  of  my  power  to  assist  you— -and 
yet  an  elopement  would  be  so  disgraceful.*^ 

*'  Exactly  so  ;  and  exceedingly  fatiguing  to 
me  besides — mais  quaifaire  f^ 

*^  Stay,  Glara ;  if  you  will  promise  faithftiDy 
not  to  inculpate  me  in  the  aflEair,  I  will  do  my 
best  to  help  you;  that  is  to  say,  I  will  put 
no  obstacle  in  your  way.  You  can  settle  with 
Sir  Marmaduke,  who,  I  must  say  (en  passant )y 
is  a  fool — to  meet  you  some  morning  at  Ehn- 
hursi ;  he,  of  course^  will  provide  a  licence, 
with  a  clergyman,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing; 
and  when  the  ceremony  is  over,  you  must 
persuade  him  to  come  and  implore  my  pard(n. 
Your  father,  I  fear,  will   be  inflexible;  but  I 
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shall,  of  coarse,  pretend  that  it  was  all  wit&out 
my  knowledge ;  and,  as  you  say,  anything  is 
preferable  to  having  the  whole  thing  bouhers^. 
And  now  hasten  yonr  preparations.  I  must  go 
to  Mrs.  Nathan,  and  beg  her  to  take  the  carriage 
on  Thursday  to  meet  Isabel ;  the  old  toady  is 
better  than  nobody,  for  I  am  sure  /  am  too  ill 
to  go  out ;  and  your  sister,  I  fEuicy,  is  still  wise 
enough  to  keep  her  secrets  from  sudi  a  notorious 
gossip.'' 
'^  But  have  you  written  to  La  Gomtesse  T 
**  Of  course,  I  could  not  do  otherwise.  I  told 
her  the  carriage  should  meet  my  daughter  early 
on  Friday  i  she  will  doubtless  be  too  happy  to 
get  rid  of  her  guest,  to  refuse  the  use  of  her 
own  for  part  of  the  journey.'' 

This  explanatory  conversation  need  be  pursued 
no  fiwther,  but  leaving  the  interesting  pair  to 
their  renewed  confidence  and  good  understandii^i 
tlie  reader  must  follow  Dr.  Nortbcoit  and  his 
trembling  companion  to  the  room  of  the  little 
sufferer. 
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^^You  will  not  deceiye  me,^  said  Alice,  aa 
they  advanced  to  the  bedside,  and  looked  on  the 
flushed  cheek  of  the  invalid,  who  had  fallen  into 
a  heavy  sleep. 

"  You  say  your  brother  has  had  the  cough 
some  months  P  replied  the  doctor. 

"  More  or  less,  but  these  last  few  days  it  has 
increased  fearfolly.  I  never  thought  his  illness 
dangerous  till  now,  for  he  was  always  a  delicate 
child ;  but — ^tell  me,  pray,  tell  me  at  once  what 
you  think  of  him  T 

*^  My  dear  Miss  Norton,  calm  yourself.  At 
any  rate  there  seems  no  immediate  danger,  but 
I  shall  be  able  to  judge  better  when  he  awakes. 
In  the  meantime ^ 

He  was  interrupted  by  a  violent  fit  of  cough- 
ing from  the  boy,  who  now  opened  his  eyes. 
The  physician  took  the  little  burning  hand  in 
his,  and  Alice  turned  to  note  the  expression  of 
his  face  while  he  counted  the  unequal  pulses ; 
but  no  comfort  could  be  derived  from  the  grave 
and  foncemed  look  that  answered  her  own. 
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*'  My  poor  child,^  said  the  doctor,  addressing 
the  sufferer,  **  is  there  anything  you  would  like 
to  haver 

"  Whose  Yoice  is  it,  Alice  ?^^  faltered  the 
idmost  exhausted  boy — ^not  Am,  I  know,  and 
^0  else  cares  for  poor  Maurice  here  V* 

^'  It  is  a  kind  gentleman,  darling,  who  is  come 
to  do  you  good.  **'  Tell  him  all  you  feel,  and  he 
will  relieve  your  cough.^' 

^^  He  must  be  kind,  indeed,  Alice,  to  come 
to  me ;  but.  Ally,  I  do  not  mind  my  cough  now. 
Mama  has  been  to  me  since  you  were  away — my 
own  darling,  good  mama ;  and  she  told  me  that 
I  should  go  to  her,  and  sleep  in  her  arms,  as  1 
used  to  do,  and  never  feel  pain  again.  And, 
oh,  more  than  all !  I  should  see  her  face,  which 
I  always  so  longed  to  do ;  and  many  bright  and 
beautiful  things  beside— and  I  am  so  very 
hif  py,  dear  Ally,  for  you  know  mama  never 
deceived  me.^ 

^  You  have  been  dreaming,  my  pet,^^  said 
the    agitated  sister,  struggling  to   check  the 
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rbing  sob,  while  the  old  dootor  rubbed  hia  ejes 
to  hide  the  tears  that  were  gashing  in  them. 

^^  No,  Aliee,  I  am  sure  it  was  not  a  dream — I 
heard  mama^s  voice  so  plainly.^ 

Another  and  a  longer  fit  of  coughing  succeeded^ 
and  the  doctor  forbade  him  speaking  more ;  theu 
drawing  Alice  gently  from  the  room,  he  replied^to 
her  supplicating  looks  ~^^  I  must  not  deceive  you^ 
my  dear  young  lady.  Your  brother  is  veiy,  very 
ill;  and  unless  we  can  relieve  that  frightful 
cou^  I  cannot  answer  for  the  consequences. 
The  chief  fear  is  that  a  blood-vessel  will  break, 
but  great  eare  may  prevent  this,  and  then  ail  may 
yet  be  well.  Now  do  not  give  way  to  violent 
grief  at  present,  when  every  exertion  you  can 
make  will  be  required.  Take  moderate  rest  your- 
self, and  remember  that  all  things  are  ordained 
for  the  best.  I  will  call  early  to-morrow ;  and 
now  I  am  going  to  insist  upon  seeing  Mrs.  Ayl- 
mer;  she  must  send  some  of  her  lazy  servants 
for  the  medicines.^^  And  kindly  taking  the  hand 
of  his  pale  and  silent  companion,  Dr.  Northcott 
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left  the  room,  when  Alice  again  hastened  to  her 
broiher^s  side. 

It  was  a  time  of  bitier  trial,  this  anxions 
scene,  for  Alice  Norton.  How  thankfully  would 
she  have  devoted  the  remainder  of  her  own  life  so 
that  he  might  have  been  spared;  how  joyfully 
have  yielded  every  hope  of  future  happiness  to  bid 
that  patient  sufferer  live  !  And  yet  she  knew 
that  he  was  going  to  a  place  of  rest — that  the 
world  had  no  charms  for  him,  and  that  death 
would  be  a  welcome  friend.  Ah,  who  so  well  as 
she  could  know  the  weary  load  existence  had  been 
to  that  afflicted  child !  Why  then  should  her 
grief  appear  so  hopeless,  and  what  could  mean  the 
restless  wandering  of  that  burning  eye ! 

It  was  a  morbid  feeling  that  had  been  growing 
upon  her  mind,  a  dread  which  continually  haunted 
her  that  she  had  iU-performed  her  sacred  promise 
to  her  mother — that  greater  kindness,  more 
nntiring  attention  might  have  spared  her  bro- 
ther's life ;  and  when  she  listened  to  the  words 
that  nearly  excluded  hope  of  his  recovery,  a 
weight  seemed  to  fall  upon  her  heart,   and  a 
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voice  to  whisper,  "  You  have  done  this  r  In 
vain  her  reason  tried  to  combat  the  horrid  idea, 
her  mind,  weakened  by  recent  suffering,  clung 
with  fearful  tenacity  to  the  impression  it  had 
imbibed.  Every  fond  caress  the  boy  bestowed, 
seemed  a  reproach  to  her — more  and  more  full 
of  anguish  grew  the  sister^s  troubled  thoughts, 
as  her  brother^s  low  and  mournful  voice  fell 
upon  her  ear. 

"  How  kind,  how  very  kind  you  are,  Alice  !** 
he  said,  pressing  her  hand  closely  between  his 
own  burning  palms ;  ''  I  have  always  been  a 
trouble  to  you,  and  you  will  be  happier  when  I 
am  gone  to  mama.  Do  not  cry  so,  my  own  dar* 
ling  Ally,  for  I  know  you  will  be  happy ;  you 
are  so  good  and  kind ;  and  he  will  come  again, 
and  love  you,  for  he  always  told  me  I  ought  to 
love  my  beautiful  sister,  dearly, — he  knew  how 
good  you  were.  And  you  will  talk  sometimes 
together  of  poor  Maurice,  Alice— but  oh  never, 
never  wish,  when  I  am  gone,  to  have  me  back 
again — I  should  not  like  to  stay  in  this  dull,  dark 
world.       The  days  to   me  have    always   been 
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10  long^  Ally^  and  the  nights  often  and  often 
longer  and  dnller  still,  when  I  have  lain  awake 
for  hours,  and  counted  the  minutes  as  they 
passed ;  and  sometimes  I  have  got  up  to  come 
to  you  that  you  might  talk  to  me,  I  was  so 
lonely !  but  then  I  have  heard  you  sobbing  in 
jrottr  sleep,  and  thought  you  might  be  unhappy 
too,  though  I  could  not  tell  why,  for  you  were 
not  blind,  Alice ;  and  so  I  have  turned  again 
and  prayed  that  I  might  die  and  go  to  mama. 
I  do  not  think  God  will  be  angry  with  me  for 
this,  because  He  knows  how  lonely  I  was,  and 
how  hard  it  is  to  live  in  a  world  that  every  one 
sayg  is  beautiful,  and  never,  never  see  it !" 

"  You  must  not  talk,  my  own  dear  brother,** 
said  Alice,  as  the  boy  sank  back  into  her  arms, 
after  another  fit  of  coughing. 

'^Kisrn  me  then,  dear  Ally,  and  keep  my 
^d  in  yours,  and  I  will  try  to  sleep ;  for  then 
I  shall  hear  the  soft  and  lovely  voices  that  came 
to  me  before ;  and  mama  will  tell  me  when  I 
am  to  go  to  her.      I  know    she  wants  me, 

VOL.  I.  o 
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Alicey  Tery,  very  mucli,  but  I  am  fiednt  and 
cold." 

Afi  Maurice  spoke,  his  head  drooped  upon  the 
pillow,  and  the  wretched  sister  thought  for  aa 
instant  that  death  had  come ;  but  it  was  not  so, 
&r  in  another  moment  she  felt  again  the  feeble 
pressure  of  the  burning  litde  hand.  ^'  Where 
do  you  suffer  now,  dearest  ?**  she  asked,  ten* 
derly  bending  to  loss  the  flushed  and  wasted 
cheek. 

''  I  do  not  suffer  much,  dear  Ally,"  he  replied 
in  a  still  more  feeble  and  broken  voice,  ^'  not 
much,  and  it  will  be  but  for  a  short  time.  I 
know  mama  would  not  deceive  me,  and  you. 
will  be  happy  when  I  am  gone  to  her,  will  yoa 
not  Alice  ?" 

Happy!  how  that  word  thrilled  through 
every  nerve  of  the  miserable  girl.  What  had 
she  to  do  with  happiness?  What  mockery 
there  seemed  in  the  simple  word  to  one  whose 
mind  was  agonized  like  hers;  but  she  stifled 
the  choking  sob,  and  tried  to  speak  some  words 
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of  oomlbrt  to  her  dying  biotb^n  It  was  a 
atnoge  and  moorniul  contrast  those  two  young 
areatores  prea^ited;  the  boy  with  his  blue  eyes 
fixed  in  melancholy  racancy,  and  a  wasting 
disease  yiaiUe  in  every  feature,  but  spite  of  all, 
a  look  of  peace  and  hopefolness  beaming  from 
them,  as  though  already  he  had  some  feretaste 
of  the  hesren  of  light  and  haj^ness  to  which 
he  was  going.  And  then  to  turn  to  the  pale 
and  wo-stncken  sister.  Her  disease  was  in  the 
mind  alone,  but  oh  the  diSerenoe  it  created  in 
their  aspects.  No  peace  or  hope  shone  from 
those  wandering  eyes ;  they  were  blue  too,  and 
beauti&l,  but  their  expression  now  was  painful 
to  see.  The  woman  who  had  known  her  from 
infimcy  shuddered  at  the  wildness  of  the  young 
girl's  look  when  they  asked  her  to  leave  her 
brother  and  take  some  rest  herself.  Mrs.  Ayl- 
mer,  roused  at  last  to  a  sense  of  Maurice's 
danger,  came  to  the  room  and  insisted  on  Alice 
leaving  her  post;  but  the  sister  heeded  her  not. 
At  length  they  advanced  to  force  her  com- 
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pliance,  seeing  that  she  was  in  no  state  to 
witness  the  parting-scene^  which  the  child's 
rapidly  increasing  exhaustion  proclaimed  to  be 
near.  Then  the  unhappy  girl,  with  a  loud  cry, 
warned  them  to  desist,  hut  that  strange  sound 
in  the  quiet  room  startled  the  feeble  boy ;  again 
he  coughed  more  violently  than  ever,  and  they 
saw  with  dismay  the  red  blood  trickling  slowly 
from  his  poor  little  mouth. 

"It  is  all  over,  then!"  cried  Alice,  sinking 
on  her  knees  by  his  side,  from  whence  none 
now  thought  of  removing  her.  "  My  bro* 
ther,  my  only  brother,  must  you  die!'*  she 
continued  to  murmur,  passionately  kissing  the 
little  hands  that  drooped  on  the  counterpane 
when  the  paroxysm  of  coughing  had  passed. 
**  Margaret,  dear  Margaret,  do  not  tell  me 
there  is  no  hope;  look  at  him!  oh,  look!  he 
is  not  so  very  pale  now;  surely,  surely  some- 
thing may  be  done.'** 

*  And  the  only  thing  that  suggested  itself  was 
done;  a  strong  opiate  being  applied,  the  boy 
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sank  again  into  a  calm,  deep  deep^  and  then 
the  attendants  yielded  at  length  to  Alice's  ear* 
nest  entreaties,  to  leave  her  alone  to  watch 
him. 

And  if  lonely  hoars  of  unshared  and  de- 
qpairing  agony,  and  burning  tears  that  scorched 
instead  of  soothing  the  heart  whose  bitterness 
they  sprung  from;  if  these  cotdd  summon  death 
ihen  Alice  Norton  had  never  seen  another  dawn ; 
foac  such  hours  and  such  tears  were  now  hers; 
and  if,  when  watching  by  her  mother's  dying 
bed,  she  had  been  tempted  to  pray  for  a  release 
from  ihe  sufferings  and  cares  of  this  world,  how 
much  sorer  was  that  temptation  now!  And 
slowly  and  heavily  lagged  the  weary  time,  while 
Maurice  still  slept  the  unruffled  sleep  that  opium 
produces,  the  deathlike  silence  of  the  room,  only 
broken  by  an  occasional  sob  from  the  miserable 
watcher,  that  mingled  with  the  howling  of  the 
fierce  night-wind  from  without. 

At  length,  while  Alice  was  bending  over  the 
deeper,  to  ascertain  if  his  breathing  was  still 
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Im  and  regular^  she  was  startled  by  a  low, 
it  heavy  sigh,  and  immediately  after  the  lit- 
)  hand  of  Maurice  moved  feebly  as  if  in 
urch  of  something. 

"  I  am  here,  dearest/*  said  his  sister,  fondly 
raing  his  cold,  white  cheek,  ^'  tell  me  now 
w  you  feel.** 

**  Not  worse,  Alice,  but  are  we  quite  alone?* 
IS  the  scarcely  audible  answer. 
"  Quite,  darling,  and  none  other  shall  come 
ar  you  if  you  do  not  like  it.** 
"Alice,"  he  continued,  now  almost  in  a 
lisper,  "  I  have  seen  mama  again,  and  I  am 
ing  to  her  very,  very  soon,  but  oh.  Ally! 
love  you  dearly,  dearly  too;  I  have  always 
red  you  so,  and  wished  to  be  a  man,  and 
at  I  was  not  blind  for  your  sake,  to  take  care 
you,  dearest  Ally,  and  save  you  from  every 
nger ;  and  oh !  it  was  so  dreadful  to  know 
at  I  could  never,  never  do  this,  but  be  always 
pain  and  a  trouble  to  you  instead.  Can  you 
>nder,  then,  that  I  should  like  to  die?    Tou 
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must  not  be  angry.  Ally,  or  think  me  wicked 
in  feeling  Iiappy  now;  indeed,  indeed,  I  love 
yon  more  than  I  could  ever  tell.  Put  your 
arms  round  me,  sister.  I  am  so  cold,  and  let 
me  touch  your  dear  face  once  again.  Now 
give  me  your  hand,  and  speak  to  me,  Alice — 
I  cannot— one  kiss !— ?one  more— dear,  dear — " 
The  trembling  voice  faded  to  an  indistinct 
murmur.  The  little  liand  that  had  so  tightly 
clasped  his  sifter's,  relaxed  its  hold.  A  wild 
shriek  arose,  and  for  an  instant  the  winds 
seemed  hushed,  by  that  more  fearful  sound 
It  was  the  cry  of  Alice  Norton,  and  announced 
that  the  blind  boy  was  dead ! 
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ir  lot  is  on  you,  silent  tears  to  weep, 

Ajid  patient  smiles  to  wear  through  safiforiog*s 

hour; 
*  sunless  treasures,  from  affiection*s  deep, 
To  pour  on  hroken  reeds  a  wasted  shower.** 


ff  the  reader  must  return  to  the  peaceful 
les  of  sweet  Glandale,  and  again  wander 
Fanny  Aylmer  through  its  silent  ralleys, 
race  the  progress  of  her  growing  love, 
ance  light-hearted  girl  was  changed — 
ed  in  aspect  and  in  the  other  characters 
presence."      Her  eye  was  anxious  and 
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thoughtful,  and  her  step  was  womanlike  and 
grave.  The  fine  light  figure  had  lost  that  girl- 
iahness  which  the  merry  looks  of  the  beaming 
hce  had  given  it,  and  the  low-fidling  shoulders, 
the  delicate  bust,  and  graceful  carriage  became 
the  attributes  of  a  more  perfect  state  of  loveli- 
ness than  belongs  to  girlhood.  At  times,  indeed, 
her  natural,  reckless  gaiety  burst  forth,  but  it 
was  almost  immediately  succeeded  by  a  depress- 
ing gloom ;  and  sometimes  an  impatient  fretfdl- 
ness — ^never  till  now  observed  in  her  character. 
Her  Either,  who  watched  her  with  all  the  anxiety 
of  the  most  devoted  affection,  imagined  these 
latter  changes  were  occasioned  by  the  remains 
of  her  recent  illness,  and  tried  every  means  to 
rouse  her  firom  these  occasional  fits  of  despon- 
dency ;  but  Eva  understood  the  symptoms  better, 
fi>r  she  knew  that  Fanny  loved,  and  as  yet  had 
had  no  sign  of  being  loved  again — and  that,  she 
thought,  was  cause  enough  for  even  greater 
dejection. 
To  Miss  Stanley,  the  sincere  fiiend  of  both, 

o  3 


Digitized 


by  Google 


THE  POOR   00U81K. 

►mmumcated  ber  impression^  and  the  an- 

sonfirmed  her  fears. 

Ton  are  rights  Eya/'  said  she^  ''  that  in* 

ing  girl  is  certainly  deeply  attached   to 

)ang  clergyman^    a  likely  enough  person 

ain  the  love  of  such  a  pure*hearted  being 

;  but  I  fear  the  passion  is  not  in  any  way 

led  by  him." 

Tot  love  her  in  return!    Oh,  who  could 

Fanny  Aylmer  one  day,  and  not  love  her  1 

e  does  not  know  of  her  attachment.'* 

'ew  men,  Eva,  are  blind  to  that." 

h,  why,  why,  when  love  is  true  and  de- 

,"  continued  Eva,  walking  faster  as  she 

,    *'why  should  it  not  be   always  mu- 

liat  is  a  difficult  question  to  answer,"  re- 
her  companion  smiling,  ^'  and  would  have 
ed  me  exceedingly  had  you  asked  it  in 
lays  of  scholarship.  But  to  return  to  poor 
y — I  really  fear  her  case  is  hopeless,  for 
if  Edward  Dacres  should  at  length  return 
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^Ye,  I  feel  conyineed  that  'doxure  and 


s. 


\y'  sister  of  his — as  our  neighbours  across 
tke  Tweed  have  it— would  never  let  him  marry." 
**  Nay,  that  is  a  ridiculous  apprehension.  Let 
Ima  only  love  her,  and  I  shall  fear  no  sister,  or 
HUAher  either,  howererdonre  or  deadly.  Surely 
loTe  is  a  stronger  passion  than  brotherly  or 
filial  affection  ?"  continued  Eva,  turning  her  fine 
dark  eyes  to  her  companion's  coimtenance. 

"  Undoubtedly,  love  in  the  abstract  is  so,  but 
not  tibe  love  that  he  will  erer  feel  for  Fanny 
Ayhner." 

"  Yoi^  speak  in  riddles,  my  dear  Miss  Stanley ; 
why,  if  he  loyes  her  at  all,  should  not  his  love 
be  as  entire  and  devoted  as  her  own  ?  "' 

'*  Because,  as  Lord  Byron  —  no  favourite 
poet  of  yours,  Eva — " 

^'Nay^  I  admire  him  much,  and  think  him  a 
▼ery  great  poet,  as  all  the  world  must  do." 

^^Tet  you  do  not  like  him.  You  prefer  the 
freaiiflowers  of  Coleridge,  Wordsworth,  Shelley, 
Keats,  to  the  sulphury  fireworks   of  Byron, 
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his  dark-lantern  passion,  as  artificial  as 
ad.*'* 

>a  are  mistaken  if  you  think  you  are 
^  me.  I  confess  I  prefer  the  poetry  of 
on  hare  mentioned^  to  the  beautiful  com- 
as of  Byron  and  Moore — perhaps  it  is  be- 
the  former  are  more  natural,  and  suggest 
it,  while  the  latter  doy  the  £mcy  and 
L  ihe  imagination  like  the  effect  produced 

dazde  of  a  jeweller's  shop.  Oh,  that 
0  the  Skylark'  of  dear  Shelley's ! "  cried 
dth  enthusiasm,  '  and  that  darling  Gene- 

by  Coleridge,  and  those  glorious  sonnets 
trdsworth's,  standing  in  their  own  noble 
,  like  ancient  statues  on  a  waste  —  erery 

read  them  I  feel  my  heart  nearer  to 
I,  and  my  love  for  all  that  is  good  in- 

I  have  no  such  delight&l  feelings  aAer 
5  Byron  or  Moore,  therefore  I  like  my 
^ets  the  best,  whatever  may  be  thought 
r  respectiTe  merits.    But  you  were  about 
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to  quote  BTTon  about  sometlung  connected 
with  Edward  Dacres." 

"I  was  about  to  say,  that  the  reason  why  I 
belieted  his  attachment  to  Fanny  Ayhner  could 
neyer  be  of  a  very  devoted  kind,  was  that  his 
heart,  poetically  speaking,  is  darkened  by  the 
shadow  of  another;  its  treasures  are  still  poured 
on  a  thankless  shrine ;  and  if  ever  reason  and 
leUgion  enable  him  to  recal  them,  they  will  be 
but  a  poor  offering  to  another." 

Era  was  silent. 

*^  To  speak  more  plainly/'  continued  Miss 
Stanley,  "  Edward  Dacres  has  loved  once  too 
enthusiastically,  to  feel  that  passion  in  the  same 
degree  a  second  time.  And,  Eva,  you  must  be 
aware  of  this.  There  are  some  things  that  wo- 
man's eye  is  quick  to  see.  But  forgive  me," 
she  added,  observing  her  companion  look 
distressed — "  I  would  not  for  a  moment  jest  on 
this  subject.  It  may  be  that  you  never  guessed 
his  love,  though  it  was  plain  enough,  to  every- 
body  else.    I  can  see,  Eva,  that  he  feels  its 
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hopelessness,  and  straggles  widi  it,  and  I  shonld 
even  hope  that  in  time  his  heart  might  turn 
with  less  passionate  but  jperhaps  more  enduring 
feelings  towards  our  sweet  Fanny,  were  it  not, 
as  I  said  before,  for  the  influence  of  his  sister." 

'*  But  why  do  you  imagine  she  has  suck  great 
influence  over  him ;  and  if  she  has,  why  shotdd 
she  exert  it  against  my  Fanny  V* 

*'  My  dear  Eva,  if  your  mind  were  not  oc- 
cupied with  hopes  and  fears  of  its  own, 
you  could  not  avoid  seeing  that  Charlotte 
Dacres  hates  your  pretty  little  friend.  For 
some  reason,  best  known  to  herself,  she  has 
made  up  her  mind  (I  am  sure  of  it)  that  £d* 
ward  shall  never  marry ;  and  Fanny's  attach- 
ment betrays  itself  in  every  word  and  look. 
With  regard  to  her  influence  over  him,  it  is 
merely  that  which  an  earnest  and  powerful 
mind  always  possesses,  more  or  less,  over  a 
sensitive  and  noble  one.  Edward  is  single- 
hearted,  trusting,  and  affectionate ;  Charlotte  is 
eimning,  determined,  and  unscrupulo 
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''Oh;  stop!  stop!  my  dear  Miss  Stanley. 
Surely  you  irould  not  heap  more  detestable 
epithets  on  the  poor  girL  I  allow  she  is  not 
exacdy  what  is  called  amiablei  but  stiU  there 
is  something  about  her  that  interests  m6  ex- 
ceedingly*  She  gives  me  the  idea  of  a  person 
suffering  under  some  acute  disappointment." 

^'Exactly  so.  That  is  the  secret  of  her  cha- 
'^cter.  She  is  miserable  because  she  is  plain 
and  nnloTeable^  and  the  study  of  her  life  is  to 
make  all  around  her  equally  so." 

"  Nay^  nay^  now  you  are  serere^  and,  I  am 
sve^  unjust ;  Charlotte  has  many  noble  quali* 
ties.'* 

'^  Then/'  said  the  prim  but  worthy  lady,  ^'she 
^cceeds  better  in  hiding  her  light  under  a 
bushel,  than  any  one  I  erer  knew." 

"I  know  you  are  very  much  above  the 
follies  of  your  sex,"  retorted  Era,  her  spirit 
nsmg  against  this  seeming  injustice,  '^  but  I  did 
J^ot  think  you  had  been  above  its  charities." 

Miss  Stanley  smiled,  for  she  was  well  accus- 
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tomed  to  such  petulances  from  the  warm  heart 
of  her  former  pupil;  and  she  merely  replied, 
calmly  and  affectionately,  "  My  unnoticed  posi- 
tion, Eva,  has  made  me  a  tolerable  judge  of 
woman's  character,  and  I  have  rarely  found  my- 
self deceiyed.  You  will  discover,  in  the  end, 
that  I  am  right'' 

''  Well,  we  will  not  speak  more  about  her, 
dear,"  said  Era,  affectionately  pressing  the 
arm  of  her  companion.  ''  Where,  I  wonder,  k 
Fanny?" 

'^  I  begged  her  to  lie  down  till  dinner-time ; 
she  walked  too  £ar  this  morning — for  she  is  still 
yefy  weak.  I  threatened  her  with  not  going 
to  church  to-morrow,  if  she  looks  pale,  and  she 
became  t>bedient  at  once." 

''Her  whole  soul  seems  set  upon  hearing 
him  preach.  I  wish  we  could  prevent  it,  for 
Edward  is  eloquent  and  accomplished  enough 
to  win  a  heart  th*t  is  not  prepossessed  in  his 
favour." 

''  And  yet  yours  remains  untouched." 
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"  Mine !  oh  yes.  I  never  dreamt  of  loving 
Edward  Daores/' 

"  Nor  any  one   eke,  Eva !" 

"Comej  I  think  we  hava  talked  enough 
about  the  tender  passion  for  one  sitting.  We 
will  defer  my  confessions  till  another  time.** 

*' As  you  please,  dear  child*  I  only  hope  you 
bave  a  fairer  chance  of  happiness  than  poor 
Pamiy.'* 

'^  Thank  you,  my  own  kind  friend ;  and  rest 
assured,  that  whenever  I  need  a  confidant  or 
adviser,  yon  will  be  the  one  I  shall  choose/' 

This  conversation  took  place  about  a  fortiught 
after  the  £unily  had  removed  from  the  Beetory. 
Since  the  letters  which  recited  Mr.  Aylmer's 
displeasure,  no  news  whatever  had  been  re- 
ceived from  lilmcourt,  and  they  were  conse  • 
quendy  in  total  ignorance  of  the  changes  that 
bad  taken  place  there.  With  the  Dacres  most 
of  their  time  was  spent.  Charlotte,  from  some 
unknown  reason,  chose  to  make  herself  agree* 
able  to  the  feither ;  Edward,  without  choosing 
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it,  had  won  the  pore  and  affectionate  heart  of 

the  daughter ;  and  Miss  Stanley  and  Eva  wit 

lingly  put  up  with  the  socie^  and  matter-of- 

»nall-fact  conrersation  of  that  worthiest    of 

domestic  gentlewomen,  Mrs.  Dacres^  to  aocom- 

modate  the  rest  of  the  partf . 

And  in  this  state  of  acquaintance  they  would  i 

I 
wander  together  in  those  beautiful  scenes ;  and 

Fanny's  love  increased  day  by  day,  and  hope 

and    fear  by  turns   predominated.       Edward 

Dacres  was  a  delightful  companion,  to  say  no* 

thing  of  his  genial  and  high-bred   courtesy ; 

moreover,  he  was   extremely  handsome,  and 

though  his  features  were  most  delicately  cut, 

his  aspect  and  mien  were  manly^  even  noUe. 

When  Charlotte  was  away^  everything  looked 

bright  to  Fanny ;  and  as  he  talked  to  her  of 

serious  things,  and  spoke  of  his  plans  &r  Ae 

improvement  of  his  little  flock,  and  his  anxious 

wish  to  be  to  them  as  good  a  pastor  as  Mr. 

Herbert  had  been,  she  could  not  but  hope  that 

the  same  feelings  were  growing  in  his  mind 
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that  already  so  entirely  engroseed  her  own;  and 
that  he  looked  forward  to  her^  his  ever-atten- 
tiye  listener^  eyentnally  sharing  with  him  those 
del^htfel  labours  of  Christian  charity ;  but  the 
moment  Charlotte^  with  her  eold^  ^erdng  eyea^ 
appeared^  all  hope  and  joyonsness  vanishod^  and 
poor  Fanny  felt  like  a  culprit  in  the  presence 
of  her  judge. 

On  the  evening  of  this  day^  Edward  Dacres 
sat  in  the  litde  parlour  of  the  Rectory ,  engaged 
in  the  composition  of  his  sermon  for  «the  morrow ; 
that  is  to  say^  the  paper  and  pens  were  before 
him,  and  the  Bible  lay  by  his  side,  bat  at 
present  he  had  made  no  progress,  fi>r  his 
thoughts  were  wandering  far  from  pulpit  mat- 
ters.   And  thus  it  was  they  ran  :— 

**  The  dream  of  my  youth  is  over,  then,  for 
ever !  It  was  not  mere  lightness  of  heart  that 
naade  her  disregard  my  attachment  in  former 
days,  for  now  that  her  manner  is  thoughtful  and 
calm,  there  is  no  response  to  the  derotion  which 
I  have  felt  for  her  for  years.     No  doubt  she 
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loves  another ;  her  studious  avoidance  of  my 
society  is  not  the  prompting  of  a  heart  that  is 
free.  But  why  should  I  regret  this  ?  Would 
slie  have  loved  me  even  if  her  heart  had  still 
been  her  own?  The  bright  and  dazzUng  beings 
the  lovely  and  high-minded  girl^  whom  I  made 
the  idol  of  my  youths  was  much  too  noUe  a 
prize  for  jne.  My  duty  now  is  plain.  I  be- 
lieve all  men  have  the  dearest  hopes  of  their 
youth  blasted.  I  never^  I  fear^  can  love  an- 
other as  I  h&Te  worshipped  her^  but  I  wiU  do 
my  best  to  return  the  affection  of  that  sweet 
girl  whose  youngs  warm  hearty  I  have  so  im- 
intentionally  won.  I  must  teU  her  all;  it  will 
not  change  her  attachment,  for  it  is  the  truest 
love  she  feels.  I  have  seen  her  eyes  sparklcj 
and  her  cheek  flush,  when  I  have  given  her 
only  a  simple  hedge-flower;  and,  dear  Fanny, 
I  can  understand  it  well,  for  if  Eva  had  but 
praised  the  colour  of  one,  it  would  have  been 
sacred  to  me  from  that  time.  And  Fanny  is 
all  that  a  clergyman's  wife  should  be.  Yes,  we 
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shall  be  liappy^  I  do  not  doubt  it^  and  I  will 
explain  eyerything  to  her  before  they  leare 
Gkndale  I" 

And  though  Edward  sighed  deeply  as  he 
made  tins  resolution^  his  brow  cleared^  and  he 
dipped  his  pen  in  the  ink  to  commence  his 
labours.  He  was  interrupted  by  a  gentle  knock 
at  the  door,  and  Charlotte  stood  before  him. 

**  Dear  Edward/*  she  said — there  was  now  no 
harshness  or  coldness  in  her  tones — *^  mama  is 
busy,  and  I  am  dull^  or  cross,  or  low-spirited,  I 
don't  know  which;  may  I  sit  with  you  awhile  V* 

**I  am  busy  too,  Charlotte,  just  now;  and 
xmless  you  have  anything  particular  to  say,  I 
would  defer  the  pleasiure  your  society  always 
gives  me." 

"Bah!"  said  Charlotte,  impatiently,  "make 
no  apologies — ^you  do  not  want  me — ^nobody 
eyer  wants  me !" 

"  You  are  unjust,"  said  her  brother,  "  for 
you  know  well  that  your  society  has  always 
been  dear  to  me ;  but  I  have  to  write  my  ser- 
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mon  for  to-morrow,  and  have  only  a  few  hours 
that  I  can  call  my  own." 

''  Oh,  if  it  is  only  your  sermon,  Edward, 
never  mind  it:  leave  that  to  me.  I  will  write 
it  for  you,  as  I  have  often  done  before.  Only 
give  me  the  text  you  wish  to  preach  from." 

Strange  as  this  statement  of  the  sister  may 
seem,  it  was  true.  From  having  been  accus« 
tomed  to  copy  her  brother's  sermons,  ^s  sin- 
gular girl  caught  his  style ;  and  being  of  a  pow- 
erful and  vigorous  mind,  made  it  her  own,  and 
occasionally  wrote  sermons  which  her  brother 
preadied.  Edward  Dacres  admired  his  sister's 
talents ;  himself  a  man  of  lofty  intellect,  with 
its  usual  attendants,  a  love  of  contemplation, 
and  a  sensitiveness  of  thought,  which  often 
made  him  shrink  from  the  bustle  of  duties  that 
visited  him  in  task  work,  Charlotte  came  at 
last  to  be  permitted  to  give  her  assistance,  a 
tiling  which  always  rejoiced  her ;  and  this  was 
the  cause  of  her  manner  of  speaking  now. 

The  bro&er  thanked  her,  but  declined  to  ae- 
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oept  liar  seryioeB,  obaerying,  that  a8  he  had 
been  so  lately  appointed  rector^  he  did  not  wish 
to  tnut  any  portion  of  his  duty  to  another^ 

''But  you  know,  Edward,  I  have  moie 
haiky  in  mere  composition  than  youxaelf ;  and 
^  yott  give  the  heads  of  what  you  wish  yout 
discourse  to  consist  of,  I  pronuse  to  do  no  dis- 
credit, in  the  filling  up,  to  the  talents  of  the 
new  rector  of  Glandale/' 

^I  have  fuU  £uth  in  your  powers,  Char- 
lotte/' 

''  Then  do,  there's  a  darling  brother ;  just 
once  more  give  me  my  own  way.  You  can't 
unagine  the  gratification  I  always  feel  in  hear- 
ing my  own  composition  delivered  from  the 
pulpit,  and  seeing  hundreds  drinking  in  the  wis- 
dom of  my  mind,  and  listening  to  the  whispers 
of  the  congregation  when  they  meet  in  the 
aisles  and  the  churchyards — ^  My  dear  Mrs. 
Smijth,  how  did  you  like  the  sermon  to-day  ?* 
*  Oh,  Mrs.  Jones,  it  was  a  love  of  a  discourse ; 
truly  edi^^g.'  Now,  Edward,  just  fancy  how 
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exciting  all  this  is  to  me.  I  assure  you  I  am 
happy  for  a  whole  week  after.** 

"  My  dear  sister,"  said  the  brother  gravely, 
''  you  have  indeed  reason  to  be  proud  of  the 
talents  you  are  gifted  with;  but  would  to  God 
I  could  see  that  you  felt  the  glorious  truths  of 
which  you  can  write  so  eloquently !" 

"  Well,  well,  cher  phUosophe,  there  is  no 
knowing  what  your  influence  may  in  time  effect 
At  present,  pray  allow  me  to  bebappy  in  my 
own  way — and  tell  me,  may  I  write  your  ser- 
mon for  you  ?" 

*'  If  you  so  much  wish  it,  certainly  you 
may,"  said  the  young  man,  whose  mind  was  too 
much  depressed  for  study ;  ''and  indeed  I 
shall  not  be  sorry,  for  my  thoughts  are  not 
exactly  in  the  state  they  ought  to  be  for  a 
labour  of  this  kind." 

''  A  thousand  thanks,  my  darling  brother ; 
but  tell  me  what  is  the  matter  'with  your 
thoughts^?" 

"  1  scarcely  know,  Charlotte.      Perhaps  I 
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feel  mj  imwortliiness  for  the  responsible  situa- 
tion I  hold." 

"Edward^"  replied  his  sister,  bending  her 
dark  eyes  upon  him,  as  she  laid  her  arm  upon 
liis  Bhoxdder,  **  how  can  you  descend  to  this 
subterfuge  i^ith  me  ?  I  have  read  your  heart,'* 
she  contmued  with  excitement,  ^'  ay,  and  know 
it  better  than  my  own.  You  may  at  times  feel 
the  responsibility  of  your  situation,  but  it  is 
not  that  which<  disturbs  you  now.  No  !'*  and 
her  eyes  sparkled  angrily  as  she  proceeded, 
"  you  are  in  love  with  that  giggling  child,  that 
laughing,  senseless  daughter  of  the  old  man 
Aylmer.  Tou  have  turned  from  the  worship 
of  an  idol,  that  even  I  wiU  acknowledge  was 
worthy  of  your  adoration — ^you  have  turned 
from  this,  to  bow  before  a  toy,  a  plaything — " 

"  Stay,  Charlotte,"  said  her  brother,  calmly: 
"before  you  proceed  further  on  a  subject 
which  you  know  very  little  about,  pray  tell  me 
what  advantage  I  should  have  derived  from 
continuing  to  worship  one,  who  never  bestowed 
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even  a  portion  of  her  most  unoccupied  thoughts 
on  me." 

*'  What  advantage,  Edward?"  and  Charlotte's 
pale,  thin  lips  curled  with  the  contempt  she 
cared  not  to  conceal.  '^And  shall  we  turn 
from  the  contemplation  of  the  glorious  sun, 
because  we  gain  no  advantage  from  admiring 
it,  nor  can  pluck  it  from  its  radiant  home,  to 
bestow  our  regards  on  a  miserable  rushlight 
that  happens  to  be  within  our  reacH  ?" 

"Charlotte,  you  are  too  severe.  Fanny 
Aylmer  is  a  sweet  and  amiable  girl,  and ^^ 

"  And  loves  you — granted ;  she  does  love 
you,  just  because  there  happens  to  be  no  one 
else  in  the  way  to  love.  Forgive  me,  Edward ; 
I  do  not  wish  to  pain  you,  but  merely  to  open 
your  mind  to  the  truth  of  the  case.  Your  first 
meeting  with  her  she  chose  to  consider  roman- 
tic; a  week  or  two's  confinement  gave  her 
plenty  of  time  to  think  of  it,  and  when  she 
saw  you  again,  your  prepossessing  appearance, 
I  dare  say,  struck  her  weak  imagination— you 
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know  there  are  some  young  ladies  who  have  a 
great  &nc7  for  cotintry  dergymen — and  for  a 
few  weelDB  yon  have  been  constantly  attending 
her.  She  has  seen  no  one  else  during  this 
period,  and  she  belieres  herself,  and  perhaps 
is  for  the  time,  desperately  in  lore.  But  a 
month's  absence  would  cure  her — ay,  less  than 
that,"  continued  Charlotte;  ''and  for  her, 
Edward,  you  would  turn  your  mother  and  sis- 
ter from  their  home ;  a  sister,  dear,  dear  Ed- 
ward," and  her  roice  imconsciously  became 
more  low  and  soft,  "  who  loves  you  immeasur- 
ably more  than  a  girl  like  Fanny  Aylmer  has 
any  conception  of — and  who  has  no  one  but 
you,  in  the  wide  world,  to  love  her  in  return." 

''  My  dear  sister,  aU  this  excitement  is  quite 
incomprehensible,  to  me.  Ton  ought  to  be 
aware  that  I  would  never  marry  any  one,  who 
would  object  to  you  and  our  mother  continuing 
with  me." 

*'  It  is  not  that,  Edward — ^it  is  not  that.  I 
scarcely  know  what  I  say;  but  the  thought  of 
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your  affection  being  all  engrossed  by  another 
is  agony  to  me.  Fanny  Aylmer  has  many 
to  love  her,  many  tenderly  to  watch  her  every 
look,  her  every  movement.  She  has  friends, 
Edward — ^friends!"  and  Charlotte's  eyes  be- 
came brighter  as  she  proceeded,  and  abtiming 
spot  rose  on  both  cheeks  ;  ''  she  is  not  plain, 
and  repulsive,  and  unloveable — and  I,  Edward, 
am  all  those ;  and  every  one  turns  from  me 
with  dislike,  if  not  with  abhorrence — all  but 
you,  dear,  dear  brother."  And  sobbing  bit- 
terly, she  flung  her  arms  round  his  neck,  and 
laid  her  throbbing  head  on  his  shoulder ! 

Edward  returned  her  embrace,  but  it  was 
with  unusual  coldness;  and  again  starting  up, 
she  exclaimed :  **  Ah !  even  you  have  ceased 
to  love  me.  The  words  I  have  spoken  against 
your  new  idol  have  estranged  the  small  portion 
of  your  affections  I  possessed.  If  it  must  be 
so,  then,  if  you  have  determined  on  marrying 
this — ^this — ^let  me  use  your  own  words — ^this 
sweet  and  amiable  girl,  I  will  try  to  see  her 
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with  your  eyes,  that  at  least  you  may  restore 
to  me  that  brotherly  love,  which  my  failing  to 
do  so  has  robbed  me  of."  And  again  she  wept 
passionately. 

'^  Dear  Charlotte,  I  cannot  understand  this 
emotion.  I  do  love  you  as  well  as  ever,  and 
am  only  angry  with  you  for  doubting  it'' 

"  No,  Edward,  you  cannot  love  me,  or  you 
would  not  think  of  marrying  a  person  I  so 
much  dislike.*' 

*'  But  how  do  you  know,  Charlotte,  that  I 
eyer  have  thought  of  marrying  her,  and  why 
should  you  so  much  dislike  her?"  said  Ed- 
ward, wanning,  in  spite  of  himself,  in  defence 
of  one,  who  he  knew  was  far  from  meriting 
the  strong  aversion  of  his  sister. 

"  No  matter,  no  matter,  I  see  your  mind  is 
completely  made  up ;  and  so,  if  it  be  for  your 
happiness.  Heaven  forbid  that  I  should  do  or 
say  aiiything  to  prevent  it.  Only,  Edward, 
never  ask  me  to  live  with  you.    I  dare  say  poor 
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mama  and  I  shall  find  some  roof  to  shelter  us 
when  your  bride  comes  to  take  our  place." 

''  Charlotte^  for  Heaven's  sake  cease  this 
mummery/*  said  her  brother,  now  becoming 
really  angry.  "  What  is  it  you  mean,  and 
what  would  you  have  me  do  ?  You  know  I 
would  sacrifice  my  life  to  ensure  your  and  your 
mother's  happiness;  but  I  really  do  not  see 
how  my  marrying,  or  abstaining  from  doing 
so,  can  affect  it." 

"  Well,  well,"  replied  Charlotte,  moderating 
her  tone  as  she  saw  her  brother's  patience  wan- 
ing, "  do  as  you  will,  Edward ;  I  am  heartily 
sorry  I  ever  said  anything  to  vex  you,  only  the 
idea  of  your  being  taken  for  a  fortune-hunter 
certainly  very  much  annoyed  me." 

"  You  are  still  dealing  in  mysteries,  Char- 
lotte." 

"  What,  you  are  not  aware  that  Fanny 
Aylmer  will  have  a  fortune  of  thirty  thousand 
pounds  on  her  wedding-day,  provided  she 
marries  with   her  father's  consent — ^which  of 
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course  she  is  certain  to  do ;  for  if  it  pleased 
her  ladyship  to  fancy  herself  in  love  with 
linkei  Tom,  I  do  believe  that  doting  old  father 
would  not  oppose  it." 

^'A  proofs  my  dear  sister,  what  a  good 
daughter  she  must  have  been  to  him ;  but  I 
confess/'  continued  the  young  man  musing, 
"  this  alters  my  view  of  the  case.  I  assure 
you,  Charlotte^  impossible  as  you  may  think  it, 
I  never  once  thought  of  a  fortune  with  Fanny ; 
and  there  are  few  things  which  I  should  feel 
more  than  to  be  called  a  fortune-hunter — a 
character  I  so  utterly  despise.*' 

A  peculiar  change  of  light  came  into  Char- 
lotte's keen  dark  eyesy  as  she  now  said :  ''  I 
am  sure  of  it — I  am  sure  of  it,  dear  Edward ; 
and  do  me  the  justice  to  believe  that  I  have  no 
wish  but  for  your  happiness  in  all  that  I  have 
said." 

There  was  no  reply  to  this  ;  and  Charlotte,  as 
she  walked  slowly  to  her  room,  thus  pursued  her 
meditations :  '*  I  have  not  quite  triumphed  yet. 
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though  Edward  may  now  believe  that  he  is  too 
sensitiye  and  high-minded  to  incur  the  imputa- 
tion of  marrying  that  girl  for  her  money — ^but 
I  shall  triumph,  for  the  game  ib  now  in  my  own 
hands.  He  does  not  love  her;  no,  he  does  not 
love  her,  or  I  would  not  have  interfered.  I  have 
not  prevented  my  darling,  noble-minded  bro- 
ther's happiness  —  and  hers  is  no  concern  of 
mine.  Ay,  let  her  pule  and  fret,  and  exchange 
her  joyous,  mocking  smiles  for  burning  tears; 
let  her  waste  her  young  days  in  mourning  a 
blighted  affection,  and  turn  with  disgust  from  the 
bright  sun  ihsit  reflects  no  shadato  by  her  side! 
let  her  weep  her  very  life  away;  and  then,  even 
then,  she  will  have  felt  no  tithe  of  what  I  daily, 
hourly  suffer ;  for  friends  will  be  around  her, 
and  every  sigh  she  breathes  will  be  echoed  back 
by  them ;  sympathy  and  affection  will  be  hers, 
and  when  she  dies,  her  grave  will  be  watered 
•  Happy,  happy  girl !  and  yet 
:e  from  me  the  only  being,  with 
rf my  mother— whose  love  is  mere 
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instmct — that  turns  not  from  me  with  dislike. 
But  I  shall  foil  you^  fair  lady  and  put  a  stum- 
bling-block in  your  triumphant  path;  and  never^ 
while  Charlotte  Dacres  Uves^  will  she  be  mocked 
and  insulted  in  her  own  family  by  the  exhibi- 
tion of  a  happiness  that  can  never  be  her  own/' 
And  she  laughed^  partly  in  triumph^  and  partly 
in  bitterness^  at  the  thought  of  her  lonely  des-^ 
tiny;  and  a  laugh  so  joyless  and  hollow  sounded 
strangely  in  those  quiet  rooms,  where  naught 
but  the  echoing  of  gentle,  heartfelt  mirth,  had 
ever  before  been  heard. 

The  young  rector  still  sat  as  his  sister  had  left 
him,  with  his  head  resting  on  his  clasped  hands, 
when,  about  half  an  hour  after  he  had  been  left 
alone,  another  gentle  knock  aroused  his  atten- 
tion, and  again  Charlotte  softly  entered  —  but 
this  time  her  errand  was  quickly  told. 

''  Edward,  you  must  forgive  my  intruding  on 
you  a  second  time;  but  as  I  may  not  see  you 
again  to-night,  you  had  better  now  tell  me  the 
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text  you  should  like  for  your  sermon  to-mor- 
row. 

"  I  leave  it  all  to  you^  Charlotte  —  I  am  sure 
it  will  be  appropriate  and  well-executed — ^and 
now  let  me  be  alone." 


END   OF   VOL.    I. 
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CHAPTER  L 


^  TfaroDgb  tlie  staiDed  panes  the  golden  san 
Foared  in  a  dusty  beam. 
Like  the  celestial  ladder  seen 
By  Jacob  in  his  dream.** 


Akd  the  morrow  came,  a  fair  sabbath-day, 
sunny  and  beautiful  as  a  good  man's  heart — a 
fiur,  sunny  day,  although  the  autumn  leaves  lay 
thick  upon  the  ground,  and  the  hedge-flowers 
were  faded,  and  the  meadows  had  lost  their 
delicate  summer  green ;  a  fair,  sunny  day,  and 
the  thatched  cott^es  of  Glandale  poured  forth 
their  usual  crowds  of  bronzed  faces  and  clean 
holyday  gear ;  and  smiling  eyes  greeted  each 

VOL.   II.  B 


Digitized 


by  Google 


2  THE  POOR   COUSIN. 

other^  and  children,  with  subdued  countenances, 
whispered  low,  as  they  exhibited  to  their  com- 
panions some  new  or  adapted  garment,  which 
their  industrious  mothers  had  provided  for  the 
blessed  sabbath's  especial  wear ;  and  they  all 
walked  up  the  wooded  ways  that  led  to  the 
parish  church.  A  squire's  phaeton,  a  well-to- 
do  farmer's  gig,  and  a  rolling  green  carriage 
containing  some  obscurity  of  local  rank,  occa- 
sionally glided  through  the  moving  groups, 
among  whom  many  spoke  of  the  old  rector  who 
had  lived  so  long  among  them — of  his  virtues 
and  his  zeal;  and  a  few  more,  of  the  new 
clergyman,  his  eloquence,  his  handsome  coun- 
tenance, gracious  smile,  and  the  kindness  of  his 
gentlemanlike  ways — ^but  by  far  the  greater 
number  discoursed  of  Miss  Eva  and  the  new 
people,  that  had  taken  the  Sweetbriar  Cottage 
outside  the  village. 

"In  my  mind,"  said  one,  "Miss  Eva  is  not 
half  so  good-looking  as  when  she  lived  among 
us  in  Glandale  ;  and  for  all  that  some  folks  say, 
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that  it  is  such  a  fine  thing  to  go  to  Lun'on  and 
see  the  worlds  I  don't  think  the  dear  lady  is  a 
bit  the  better  for  it — ^but  the  worse." 

"Ah,"  replied  another,  **but  her  heart  is 
not  changed,  though  her  cheeks  have  lost  their 
colonr,  and  her  dear,  dark,  furrin'  e jes  are  not 
80  merry-lookin*  as  they  were — she  is  still  as 
tind  and  good  to  us  as  ever.  She  has  more 
means,  belike,  now,  for  she  gives  gold  sove- 
reigns with  an  open  hand.  Hough !  hough ! 
hough !  but  they  cannot  cure  my  cough. 
Hough !  hough !  hough !    God's  will  be  done !" 

At  this  moment  the  party  from  Sweetbriar 
Cottage  passed  up  the  road  on  their  way  to  the 
church* 

**  Ajid/'said  an  old  man,  who  had  joined  the 
group  of  talkers,  *'  does  it  not  do  one's  heart 
good,  neighbours,  to  see  such  a  happy  face  as 
thatr'  pointing  to  Fanny,  who. leant  on  her 
father's  arm.  ''T  could  almost  fancy  myself 
young  again  when  I  look  on  that  kind,  sweet 
smile — heaven  bless  her  for  it." 
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''Ah/'  interposed  an  old  paralytic  wonum, 
who  was  rapidly  proceeding  in  sidelong  bounds, 
assisted  by  a  single  crutch,  and  who,  from  ascer* 
bity  of  feeling,  aggravated  by  disease,  had  such 
a  lore  of  foreboding  evil  that  she  was  called  the 
prophetess  of  Glandale,  ''  let  her  smile,  neigh- 
bour, let  her  smile,  but  her  time  is  coming;  a 
time,"  she  continued,  muttering  rather  to  herself 
than  to  those  she  addressed,  for,  setting  her 
crutch  on  the  ground  she  made  powerful  move- 
ments of  her  blighted  body,  to  keep  up  a  position 
from  which  she  could  look  on  Fanny's  &ce— 
*'  a  time  is  coming  when  tears  will  be  readier 
on  that  face  than  smiles;  it  is  but  fair  she  should 
be  merry  while  she  can,  poor  thing ;"  and  con- 
tinuing this  sort  of  ominous  muttering,  she 
reached  the  church  door,  when,  hobbling  up 
the  aisle,  she  took  her  seat  on  one  of  the  pulpit 
steps,  placing  her  crutch  so  as  to  incommode  as 
much  as  possible  all  the  other  elderly  women 
who  also  had  their  seats  there. 

But  it  was  no  marvel  that  the  old  man's  heart 
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^pranned  as  he  looked  npon  Fanny  Aylmer; 
neTer  had  she  felt  so  happy,  or  appeared  so 
lovely^  as  on  this  sabbath  day;  for  the  joyoua- 
ness  of  her  young  heart  shone  in  her  sweet  face, 
^▼ing  it  an  expression  of  almost  angelic  beauty. 
Gladly  had  the  fond  father  noticed  the  unusual 
animation  of  his  daughter's  countenance,  al- 
tiiough  he  was  hi  from  conjecturing  its  cause. 
Sow  should  he,  single-hearted  man^  ever  guess 
that  merely  the  thoughts  of  seeing  one,  whom 
a  month  ago  she  had  neyer  even  heard  of — ^but 
whom  now  she  had  been  a  whole  day  without 
seeing — could  have  the  power  of  bringing  such 
radiant  smiles  into  his  pretty^  light-hearted 
Fanny's  fa^ce.  But  so  it  was ;  and  if  ever  perfect 
nndonded  happiness  was  permitted  to  a  human 
being,  it  was  experienced  by  Fanny  Aylmer,  as 
that  day  she  passed  over  the  gray  road  leading 
to  the  iyy-coYered  church  of  Glandale. 

For  not  only  was  she  going  to  see,  but  to  hear 
him,  who  had  suddenly  become  to  her  far  dearer 
than  all  the  world  beside.    It  toas  sudden,  but 
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then  all  Fanny's  feelings  were  so,  but  they  were 
not  the  less  enduring  on  that  account.  No 
doubts,  no  fears,  now  mingled  in  her  happy 
thoughts.  The  last  time  he  had  been  with  her, 
his  manner  towards  her,  she  fancied,  had  been 
kinder,  tenderer  than  usual ;  and  every  word 
and  look  that  might  be  construed  into  a  sign  of 
growing  love,  had  been  recalled,  as  she  took  her 
scfat  by  her  father's  side  in  the  sqiuure  old  pew, 
and  timidly  raised  her  &ce  to  contemplate  that 
of  the  young  rector. 

All  pure  and  innocent  as  her  reveries  were, 
something  like  a  conscience-stricken  thought 
that  this  should  have  been  no  time  or  place  to 
indulge  in  them,  cast  a  passing  shadow  on  her 
mind ;  but  Fanny  paused  not  to  reflect  on  the 
impiety  of  having  her  whole  soul  burning  for  the 
creature,  when  she  was  come  to  worship  in  the 
house  of  her  Creator.  Breathlessly  she  waited 
for  the  first  sound  of  the  voice  she  loved  so  well, 
and  at  length  its  full,  deep  tones  arose  and  filled 
the  quiet  church.     Her  cheek  flushed,  her  heart 
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beat  alinost  audibly ;  and^  as  she  rentured  a 
stealtky  look  on  those  around,  she  almost  started 
to  see  how  composed  and  unconcerned  they 
looked,  as  though  to  hear  that  voice  was  an 
eyery-day  occurrence.  Poor  Fanny  I  from  the 
look  of  astonishment  that  appeared  upon  her 
featoies  as  she  withdrew  her  eyes  to  cast  them 
Again  upon  her  book,  one,  who  could  hare 
guessed  the  general  character  of  her  thoughts, 
niight  have  imagined  that  she  expected  to  see 
an  nniyersal  blush  among  the  congregation ;  but 
if  suck  was  her  anticipation,  it  was  altogether 
disappointed,  for  with  the  exception  of  herself, 
it  seemed  as  if  no  one  exhibited  more  emotion 
at  the  sound  of  their  young  rector's  voice,  than 
at  that  of  the  gruff  and  unmelodious  one  of  the 
aged  clerk. 

The  rich  sun  of  the  mellow  fall  of  the  wan- 
ing year  shone  through  the  stained  glass  of 
the  andent  windows,  casting  long  trembling 
beams  here  and  there,  as  if  it  cared  but  to 
lighten  those  parts  alone*    The  old  sculptured 
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monuments— prostrate  kniglits  in  armour  widi 
crossed  hands  upon  their  bosoms,  and  veiled 
women  kneeling  in  niches  over  tablets  telling 
of  the  dead  (many  of  whom  were  "  Dacres  of  | 

the  North*')  gave  a  tone  to  the  aspect  of  the  I 

venerable  church,  and  a  character  to  the  solemn  | 

music  that  rose  therein,  such  as  is  only  ezperi^ 
enced  in  an  old  English  church  in  some  se* 
eluded  part  of  a  knightly  county ;  and  still  the 
bright  sun  shone  into  the  quiet  dimness  of  the 
ancient  building,  and  the  solemn  decorum  of 
the  spirit  of  the  place  had  that  character  of 
veneration  which  subdues  the  most  bounding 
hearts  of  the  sons  of  men.  And  Fanny  became 
composed  at  last,  and  even  endeavoured  to  ab* 
stract  her  thoughts  from  everything  beyond  the 
holy  service  in  which  she  was  engaged. 

And  the  prayers  were  ended,  and  the 
preacher  mounted  the  oaken  stairs  of  the 
pulpit :  but  now  another  face  looked  anxious 
besides  Fanny *s,  and  another  heart  beat  as 
nervously  —  but  with  what  different  feelings  ! 
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These  were  those  of  Charlotte  Dacres^  whose 
sermon  her  brother  was  about  to  preach.  She 
had  arranged  so  that  it  should  be  but  just  com- 
pleted in  time  to  carry  to  church,  and  Edward 
had  only  read  thejSrst  part  of  it — and  even  that 
hurriedly.  But  Charlotte  wrote  a  bold,  legible 
hand,  and  at  other  times  of  sensitive  mental 
estrangement,  as  has  been  said,  he  had  some- 
times trusted  entirely  to  her.  The  style,  too,  a 
brilliant  copy  of  his  own,  was  familiar  to  him ; 
and,  as  is  frequently  the  case,  he  seemed  to  feel 
more  intently,  and  to  enunciate  more  elo- 
quently, the  language  of  his  pupil  than  the  ser- 
mons which  he  wrote  himself. 

Fanny  had  ventured  to  look  up  when  the 
hymn  preceding  the  sermon  was  finished,  but 
she  hastily  withdrew  her  eyes,  and  this  time 
turned  pale  instead  of  red,  as  Edward  Dacres 
pronounced,  in  a  clear,  distinct  voice,  the  words 
of  the  text :  *^  Little  children,  keep  yourselves 
from  idols .'" 

What  feeling  was  it  that  made  the  blood  flow 
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back  80  rapidly  from  her  before  glowing  cheek  ? 
It  xnight  indeed  be  somewhat  difficult  to  tell ; 
jet  that  little  sentence,  chosen  as  she  believed 
by  him,  destroyed  the  tmcertain  fabric  of  hap- 
piness that  had  that  morning  been  erected  in 
her  mind. 

It  is  probable  that  Edward^  as  he  proceeded, 
thought  of  his  own  youth's  wasted  idolatry;  for 
never  had  he  spoken  with  more  eloquence  and 
feeling,  than  while  he  now  gave  expression  to 
his  sister's  written  words;  but  Fanny,  with 
increasing  shame  and  wo,  applied  it  all  to  her- 
self, and  believed  that  he  meant  thus  to  convey 
to  her  his  knowledge  of  her  attachment,  and 
lus  regret  and  disapproval  of  it.  It  was  natural 
that  she  should  do  so.  Charlotte  Dacres  was 
not  likely  to  miscalculate  the  powers  of  any 
means  she  chose  to  employ  to  effect  a  desired 
end — ^but  towards  the  conclusion,  the  preacher 
himself  paused  more  than  once,  while  an  ex- 
pression of  deep  chagrin  and  almost  shame 
began  to  appear  suddenly  on  his  countenance. 
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Perhaps  he  noticed  that  pale^  sad  face  beneath 
him^  or  it  might  be  even  that  he  feared  the 
warnings  coached  in  such  threatening  terms, 
to  abstain  from  fixing  our  affections  on  earthlj 
objects^  could  not  fail  to  strike  her  whose  youngs 
pure  heart  was  given  so  wholly  to  himself;  and 
if  they  did  so,  was  it  not  an  odious  and  cruel 
task  imposed  on  him  ?  He  felt  it  deeply — ^but 
still  he  must  read  on,  for  there  was  no  loophole 
^ough  which  he  might  bring  that  fatal  sermon 
to  a  hasty  conclusion.  Charlotte  was  no  bungler 
in  anything  that  she  cared  to  undertake ;  and 
so^  in  a  subdued  and  altered  voice,  the  latter 
passages  were  uttered,  and  their  solemn  warning 
seemed  prophetic  to  all  who  understood  them. 
Their  spirit  was  that  of  injunction,  according  to 
the  text,  to  keep  the  heart  from  earthly  idols. 
"  Be  it  wealth,  or  fame,  or  human  love,^*  Aus 
Charlotte  had  written,  and  thus  Edward  read, 
*'  that  enthrals  and  fetters  the  soul,  it  is  equally 
the  worshipping  of  idols,  and  the  end  of  all 
is    alike    bitterness   and    vexation    of   spirit 
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Wealth,  even  when  attained,  fails  to  produce 
the  delights  it  promised ;  fame  is  but  a  shadow, 
and  satisfieth  not ;  and  how  seldom  is  love  for 
an  earthly  object  repaid  with  an  equal  degree 
of  devotion  to  that  which  it  bestows !  Seek  not, 
then,  for  riches,  or  this  world's  applause  :  and, 
above  all,  I  warn  you  not  to  love  the  creature 
more  than  the  Creator ;  for  the  one  will  prove 
but  a  broken  reed«  while  the  other  is  a  never- 
failing  staff." 

What  judgment  might  not  she  expect,  who, 
thus  regardless  of  the  holy  place,  regardless  of 
her  brother's  sacred  calling,  and  regardless  of 
the  responsibility  of  all  future  consequences, 
employed  the  written  words  of  God,  and  the 
intelligence  which  that  God  had  given  her,  for 
her  own  worldly  and  selfish  ends  ? 

But  the  service  was  over  at  last,  and  the  con- 
gregation began  to  disperse.  It  had  been  the 
custom  of  the  Dacres  to  join  the  family  of  Mr. 
Aylmer  on  leaving  the  church ;  but  this  day 
they  did  not  do  so.     The  sunshine  had  long 
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departed,  and  the  October  rain  was  falling  in 
toirents;  and  in  the  confusion  occasioned  by  this 
unexpected  change  in  the  weather,  the  former 
fiunilj  departed  imobserved. 

"  It  almost  makes  one  content  to  be  old  and 
body-stricken,  when  we  see  the  young  and 
healthy  with  looks  of  care  and  sorrow  on  their 
&ir  soft  faces/'  was  the  muttered  observation 
of  the  paralytic  (speaking  to  another),  as  casting 
hersniiken  eyes  on  Fanny  Aylmer,  she  bounded 
on  one  crutch  past  the  pale  girl,  who  was 
standing  in  the  porch  waiting  for  the  carriage 
that  was  to  take  her  home. 


Digitized 


by  Google 


CHAPTER  II. 


**  Sileot  she  sat,  a  little  space  apart, 
Brooding  o*er  thoughts  deep  treasured  in  her  heart** 


The  almost  sudden  death  of  Maurice  Norton 
created  great  confusion  in  the  household  at 
Elmcourt^  especiall  as  it  was  followed  by  the 
distressing  illness  of  his  unhappy  sister ;  and  in 
this  dilemma,  Mrs.  Aylmer  would  assuredly 
have  been  at  her  wits'  end,  had  not  old  Doctor 
Northcott  sent  his  wife  to  beg  that  Miss 
Norton  (who,  from  a  reason  hereafter  to  be 
explained,  had  not  yet  joined  her  Italian  friend) 
might  be  removed  to  their  house.    The  motive 
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he  assigned  for  this  was,  that  her  malady,  which 
appeared  to  be  more  of  the  mind  than  the  body, 
required,  for  some  time  at  least,  his  most  atten- 
tive care ;  and  although  this  was  certainly  the 
ease,  it  must  also  be, added,  that  Alice's  youth 
and  evident  suffering  had  created  a  consider- 
able degree  of  interest  in  the  worthy  Doctor's 
feelings ;  and  seeing  the  indifference,  not  to  say 
neglect,  with  which  she  was  treated  by  her 
relations,  he  had  prevailed  on  his  wife  to  aid  him 
in  getting  the  poor  cousin  removed  to  a  more 
friendly  atmosphere.  And,  the  first  fearful  shock 
over,  Alice  no  longer  closed  her  ears  to  the 
voice  of  kindness.  It  was  this  she  had  so  long 
needed  and  pined  for,  and  its  influence  came 
like  balm  to  her  wounded  spirit.  Not,  indeed, 
that  Mrs.  Northcott — a  good,  but  rather  affected 
elderly  gentlewoman,  a  {dLdmg  precieuse — ^was 
peculiarly  adapted  for  being  a  consoler,  but  she 
went  the  only  way  to  work  which  she  knew  of, 
and  it  happened  to  be  the  best  way.  She 
directed  Alice's  thoughts  to  the  consolations 
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and  glorious  hopes  of  religion ;  and  the  gende 
dove  of  peace  began  to  come  at  such  times  to 
that  stricken  soul,  and  her  shrinking  conscience 
to  become  aroused  from  its  morbid  fearSi  and 
an  earnest  desire  to  grow  in  her  mind  that  her 
footsteps  should  henceforth  be  guided  in  the 
path  that  leads  to  virtue  and  to  heaven.  And 
happy  would  it  have  been  for  Alice  Norton  if 
she  could  have  ever  remained  under  an  in- 
fluence so  blessed. 

''Miss  Norton^  I  have  strange  news  for 
you^''  said  the  old  Doctor,  entering,  one  day, 
the  room  that  had  been  appropriated  to  the  in- 
valid, with  whom  his  wife  was  now  sitting. 
^'  You  know  we  professional  men  are  famous  for 
worming  out  all  the  secrets  of  the  neighbour- 
hood. However,  this  won't  be  a  secret  long,  I 
can  tell  you.  But  not  to  keep  you  in  suspense, 
although  you  don't  look  half  so  curious  about 
it  as  a  news  retailer  has  a  right  to  expect— 
what  was  I  saying  my  dear  ?  Oh — not  to  keep 
you  any  longer  in  suspense,  for  I  see  you  are 
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dying  to  hear  it ;  that  is  to  say,  my  wife  is — eh, 
Matilda?  Well,  well,  don't  turn  up  your  eyes, 
there*8  a  good  soul !" 

'* Charles!  Charles!  yon  are  incorrigible. 
When  will  you  learn  to  consider  people's  feel- 
ings !*'  And  from  the  length  of  time  during 
which  the  pupils  of  Mrs.  Northcott's  eyes  were 
raised  to  one  of  the  cornices,  it  might  have 
been  imagined  that  she  was  imploring  it  to 
suggest  some  remedy  for  this  habit  of  her  hus- 
band's, of  trifling  with  what  she  called  her 
"  feelings" — or  at  least  to  endow  her  with  pa- 
tience to  endure  it. 

After  continuing  some  time,  vainly  waiting 
for  her  husband  (who  was  looking  at  Alice 
evidently  well  pleased  with  her  appearance  of 
returning  peace  of  mind)  to  resume  the  subject 
he  had  commenced,  she  observed,  with  an  air 
of  resignation.  ''  And  now,  Charles,  will  you 
relieve  Miss  Norton's  very  natural  curiosity  ?" 

"  I  will  relieve  yours,  my  dear,  which  I  sus- 
pect is  what  you  mean,  for  Miss  Norton,  I  am 
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sorry  to  saj,  expresses  no  interest  in  the  matter. 
However^  my  news  is  this:  Miss  Clara Ajl- 
mer  was  married  this  mornings  by  special  li- 
cense,  at  Elmhorst  Church,  to  Sir  Marmaduke 
Digby." 

"  Well  Charles,  and  to  think  that  you  should 
make  all  this  mptery  about  a  circumstance  that 
has  been  so  long  talked  of,  and  expected  in  the 
neighbourhood.  I  declare,  I  looked  for  some 
distressing  occurrence,  or  at  least  s(»ndalou$ 
elopement,  by  the  way  in  which  you  an- 
nounced it." 

"  Well,  my  lore,  and  you  have  been  more 
out  than  this  in  your  calculations  before  now ; 
for  although  there  was  no  Gretna  Green  in  the 
case,  this  marriage  seems  to  have  been  little 
short  of  an  elopement,  for  none  of  the  young 
lady's  friends  were  present  at  the  ceremony; 

««-!  A. 1.-|.  J  ^j3jj  gather,  her  father  and 

particularly  wished  it  delayed  till 
le  former.  It  appears  a  very  mys- 
altogether,    and  won*t  redound 
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much  to  the  young  bride's  credit^  I'm  afraid. 
Bttt  perhaps  Miss  Norton  can  throw  some 
light  upon  it." 

''Indeed  no,"  replied  Alice,  with  an  en- 
deavour to  arouse  herself;  ''  I  knew  so  little 
of  my  cousins.  The  only  time  I  erer  had  any 
conversation  with  Clara,  was  a  few  days  before 
poor  Maurice's  death;  and  then,  I  remember, 
she  expressed  great  discontent  at  her  marriage 
being  delayed  by  her  sister's  illness,  which 
detained  her  father  at  Glandale^  and  entreated 
me  to  avoid  getting  into  bad  health,  lest  that 
might  in  any  manner  interfere  with  it" 

''Upon  my  word,  a  very  reasonable  en- 
treaty," said  the  Doctor,  apparently  much 
amused  at  the  request.  And  so  she  was  tired 
of  waiting,  eh?" 

"  Charles,  when  you  can  make  it  convenient 
to  allow  me  to  put  in  a  word,"  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Northcott, "  I  shall  feel  obliged  to  you,  as  I 
should  like  to  ask  Miss  Norton  a  few  questions." 

"  My  dear,  you  see  Miss  Norton  knows  no 
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more  of  the  matter  than  ourselves ;  and  as  she 
looks  more  delicate  than  usual  this  morning,  I 
must  not  have  her  worried  with  talking.  No 
doubt  you  will  hear  enough  of  it  in  the  course 
of  the  day." 

And  the  Doctor  was  right:  for  in  a  few  hours 
yisitors  rapidly  poured  in,  and  the  one  topic 
with  them  all  was  Miss  Aylmer's  marriage,  and 
subsequent  departure  for  the  continent.  Every 
one,  of  course,  gave  a  different  version  of  it, 
but  at  the  last  came  Mrs.  Jeremiah  Nathan,  who 
still  remained  an  inmate  at  Elmcourt ;  and  she, 
tutored  by  the  ''  young  bride's  mother,"  gave 
a  true  and  particular  account  of  the  transaction 
that  was  exciting  so  much  interest  in  the  county 
circles.  And  this  true  and  particular  account 
was,  that  Clara  had  indeed,  with  an  imprudence 
both  natural  and  excusable  in  the  young,  parti- 
cularly when  in  love,  at  the  earnest  and  repeated 
importunities  of  her  lover,  defied  the  parentsl 
authority,  and  united  herself  to  the  object  of 
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lier  choice^  a  week  or  so  before  the  appointed 
time. 

"This/*  contisned  the  superannuated  senti- 
mentalisty  **  is  the  head  and  front  of  my  young 
friend's  offending ;  and  it  would  hare  melted  a 
sterner  heart  than  her  fond  mother's,  to  hare 
seen  that  beautiful  and  youthful  creature  kneel- 
ing with  her  husband  at  her  parents'  feet,  and 
imploring  forgiveness  for  this  first  and  trifling 
dereliction  of  duty !" 

"  Pray,  ma'am,  did  you  see  her  in  the  kneeU 
ing  posture  ?"  said  an  old  gentleman,  a  Mr. 
William  Weatherspoon,  the  chief  retailer  of 
news  in  the  neighbourhood,  but  who,  unlike 
the  generality  of  his  class,  prided  himself  on 
never  repeating  the  minutest  circumstance  he 
had  not  the  highest  authority  for. 

''  I  did,  sir,  and  it  gives  me  the  most  heart- 
felt satiB&ction  to  add,  that  she  rose  with 
her  mother's  blessing  and  forgiveness,  besides 
a  promise  fireely   given   by  Mrs.  Aylmer   to 
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aid  the  Doctor's  lady, 
oe  taken  in  by  the  first 

the  trouble  to  persuade 

th  him/* 

r  was  the  belle  of  last 
I,  thinking  it 
t  attack  upon 
id  no  need  to 
Bured,  on  un- 
so  many  offers 
it  took  herself 
k  to  write  re- 

n,"  chimed  in 
id  you  had  un- 
rtion:  might  I 
my  informant, 
I  repeat  this  in- 

•,  undoubtedly. 
Nathan,  widow 
sq.,  of  Calcutta, 
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exert   all    her    inflaence    in    moderatmg  the 
father's  displeasure." 

''It  must  have  been  an  affecting  sight, 
ma'am,  indeed,"  persisted  the  old  gentleman ; 
"  and  pray  what  did  the  bridegroom  do  or  say 
during  this  time  ?" 

Why,  candidly  speaking,  my  dear  sir,  he 
did  not  appear  to  so  much  advantage  as  Lady 
Digby." 

**  You  mean,"  said  Doctor  Northcott,  who 
had  been  an  amused  listener  to  the  foregoing, 
''  that  Sir  Marmaduke  did  not  go  on  his 
knees  ?" 

*'  Pardon  me,  Doctor  :  Sir  Marmaduke  did  go 
on  his  knees,  when  his  wife  bade  him;  but  what 
I  meant  to  express  was^  that  he  left  her  to  make 
all  the  excuses  for  their  mutual  fault ;  which  I 
thought,  considering  he  had  been  the  tempter, 
was  rather  shabby." 

And  all  present  piotested  loudly  against  the  . 
young  baronet's  want  of  gallantry. 

'*  He  was  always,  in  my  opinion,  a  very  weak 
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headed  young  man^"  said  the  Doctor's  lady^ 
^  and  just  the  one  to  be  taken  in  by  the  first 
girl  that  wonld  be  at  the  trouble  to  persuade 
him  she  was  in  lore  with  him." 

''But  Clara  Aylmer  was  the  belle  of  last 
season^"  replied  Mrs.  Nathan^  thinking  it 
necessary  to.  resent  this  indirect  attack  upon 
her  friend's  daughter,  ''  and  had  no  need  to 
'  take  in'  anybody.  I  am  assured,  on  un- 
doubted authority,  that  she  had  so  many  offers 
of  marriage  in  one  month,  that  it  took  herself 
and  her  mother  nearly  a  week  to  write  re- 
fusals to  them,  and " 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  ma'am,"  chimed  in 
Mr.  Weatherspoon,  "  but  you  said  you  had  un- 
doubted authority  for  this  assertion:  might  I 
presume  to  use  your  name  as  my  informant, 
should  I  erer  have  occasion  to  repeat  this  in- 
teresting fact?" 

"Undoubtedly,  my  dear  Sir,  undoubtedly. 
Here  is  my  card — ^Mrs.  Jeremiah  Nathan,  widow 
of  the  late  Jeremiah  Nathan,  Esq.,  of  Calcutta, 
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at  your  service.  And  now,  xny  dear  Mrs.  North* 
oott,  I  must  wish  you  good  morning,  as  I  left 
my  poor  friends,  Mrs.  Ayhner  and  her  eldest 
daughter,  who  is  recently  returned  from  a  yiait 
to  the  Comtesse  de  Yillemont,  in  sad  spirits  at 
this  loss  to  their  domestic  circle.  By  the  by,  I 
was  particularly  charged  to  make  inquiries 
concerning  Miss  Norton,  who,  her  kind  cousins 
hope,  you  do  not  find  too  great  a  charge."  But 
without  waiting  for  an  answer,  the  widow 
mored  to  the  door,  when  suddenly,  as  if  recol- 
lecting herself,  she  turned  round,  and  with  a 
bland  smile  asked  Mr.  Weatherspoon,  who  was 
the  last  of  Mrs.  Northcott's  morning  visitors,  if 
it  would  be  any  accommodation  to  him  to  take 
a  seat  in  her  carriage  ?  The  offer  was  joyfully 
accepted,  for  he  had  come  some  distance  to 
hear  the  tittle-tattle  of  the  day;  and  the  talk- 
ing couple  drove  off  triumphantly  together. 

It  was  about  a  week  after  this  that  Alice  and 
Mrs.  Northcott  were  one  morning  sitting  to- 
gether, the  latter  congratulating  her  companion 
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on  the  daily  improyement  of  her  looks^  when  a 
carriage  drove  almost  furiously  to  the  door,  and 
in  another  moment  Mr.  Ayhner,  followed  by 
bis  youngest  daughter,  was  ushered  into  the 
room. 

He  advanced  straight  to  Alice,  and  taking 
her  hand,  said  in  a  tone  of  deep  feeling,  "  My 
dear,  dear  Miss  Norton,  T  can  never  forgive 
myself  for  the  share  I  have  had  in  your  terrible 
bereavement.  Others  may  tell  you,  you  should 
rejoice  at  the  release  of  that  afflicted  boy ;  that 
it  is  sinAil  to  murmur  at  Heaven's  decree,  and 
all  that,  which  is  right  enough  in  its  way ;  but 
nature,  my  dear  cousin,  is  nature,  and  I  know 
how  dear  he  was  to  you ;  and  Alice,"  continued 
he,  becoming  more  excited  as  he  saw  his  cousin's 
tears  slowly  rolling  down  her  paleface,  "  Alice, 
we  have  been  all  to  blame,  shamefully,  cruelly 
to  blame  in  the  affair.  You  and  your  dear 
brother  were  neglected  from  the  moment  you 
entered  the  house.  I  don't  know  how  it  was, 
but  now  I  remember  perfectly,  and  so  I  did  the 
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instant  I  heard  the  unexpected  news  of 
Maurice's  death — ^I  don't  know  how  or  why  it 
was,  but  nobody  except  Stuart,  ever  showed 
any  kindness  or  attention  to  either  of  you.  I 
suppose  we  were  all  too  much  occupied  with 
each  other,  but  it  was  unpardonably  selfish,  and 
X  at  least  shall  never  forgive  myself  for  it." 

''  My  dear  sir,"  said  Alice,  interrupting 
him,  ^  you  have  nothing  to  reproach  yourself 
with,  nor  indeed  have  any  of  my  cousins.  It 
was  my  own  fault  that  I  did  not  receive  more 
kindness  and  attention,  for  I  would  not  come 
among  you ;  and  as  for  Maurice,  his  sentence 
had  long  gone  forth,  and  I  feel  that  he  is  hap- 
pier now.  This  good  and  kind  friend,"  turn- 
ing to  Mrs.Northcott,  "  has  taught  me  the  duty 
of  submission  to  a  higher  power.  You,  dear 
sir,  and  you,  Fanny,  whom  I  hare  ever 
loved  as^  a  sister,  must  help  me  to  thank 
her  for  her  kindness  and  forbearance  towards 
me. 

**  I  am  indeed  grateful  to  my  worthy  friend 
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Doctor  Northcott  and  his  excellent  wife,  for 
removing  you  from  a  home  where  you  met  so 
little  kindness,  Alice." 

"Do  not  say  that.  I  doubt  not  I  should 
have  experienced  every  care  had  I  remained, 
but  they  took  me  away  at  a  time  when  I  was 
incapable  of  distinguishing  friends  from  foes, 
or  the  most  sootliing  kindness  from  the  cruellest 
neglect" 

"  Ay,  poor  child.  Heaven  knows  you  have 
had  sufferings  enough,  first  and  last,  to  drive  you 
distracted,  but  we  will  not  speak  of  them  now." 
And  then,  in  answer  to  Alice's  inquiries,  he 
told  her  he  had  arrived  with  Panny  the  pre- 
ceding evening,  having  started  from  Glandale 
the  moment  th6  intelligence  of  the  changes  in 
his  femily  reached  him — This  was  all  the  allu- 
sioti  he  made  to  data's  marriage. 

"And  where,"  continued  Alice,  "have  you 
left  Miss  Herbert?" 

"Oh,  she  is  still  at  Glandale  with  Miss 
Stanley,  an  old  friend  of  hers,"  was  thef  answer. 
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"  I  did  not  feel  justified  in  hurrying  her  more* 
ments  on  account  of  family  affairs ;  but  in  a 
week  or  so  she  will  return  to  us,  bringing  her 
firiend  and  another  young  lady  with  her;  a 
very  superior  girl,  whose  acquaintance  we  made 
in  Westmoreland — and  then,**  continued  the 
speaker  kindly,  "  you  must  come  back  to  Elm- 
court,  Alice,  for  we  mean  to  have  some  gay 
doings  there,  I  assure  you.  There  is  my  litde 
Fanny,  whose  merry  countenance  used  to  cheer 
all  who  looked  upon  it,  grown  pale  and  sad,  and 
— ^no,  I  will  not  say  cross,  my  own  darling,  you 
need  not  give  such  a  deprecating  look ;  but  you 
are  strangely  altered,  child.  Is  she  not,  Alice  T* 

And  thus  appealed  to,  Alice,  for  the  first  time 
since  they  had  entered  the  room,  turned  her  ob- 
servation particularly  to  Fanny,  and  absorbed 
as  she  was  in  all  her  own  unspoken  sorrows, 
she  could  not  &il  to  notice  and  lament  the 
change  a  few  weeks  had  wrought  in  her  young 
cousin's  appearance. 

"  Fanny's    illness   must   hare  been  indeed 
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se^re,^  said  she,  *'  to  have  carried  off  every 
trace  of  her  gaiety  and  bloom.  I  do  not  think 
I  have  heard  her  voice  since  she  came  into  the 
room." 

"  Papa  has  had  so  much  to  say  to  you,  Alice, 
that  I  have  had  no  opportunity  at  present  of 
expressing  my  sympathy  and  concern  at  your 
bereavement,"  replied  Fanny,  with  a  sharpness 
of  tone  that  sounded  strange  and  unnatural 
from  her. 

"  A  fair  reproach,  Fanny,  a  very  fair  reproach. 
I  have,  indeed,  monopolized  all  the  conver- 
sation," said  her  father,  with  a  forced  attempt 
at  gaiety ;  bat  there  was  an  unusual  glistening  in 
the  old  man's  eye  that  told,  better  than  words 
might  do,  that  the  reverse  of  gaiety  had  struck 
upon  his  heart  as  he  listened  to  the  querulous 
wo-stricken  voice  of  his  darling  child. 

"  Well,  well,  Alice,"  he  continued,  "  I  see 
you  are  at  present  in  excellent  hands,  so  I  will 
not  press  you  yet  to  leave  your  kind  friends ; 
in  truth,  Elmcourt  possesses  little  enough  of  at- 
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traction  just  now.  Mrs.  Aylmer  is  confined 
to  her  room  from  ill-healthy  Isabella  is  her  con- 
stant attendant;  and  Mrs.  Nathan  full  of  mys- 
terious looks;  the  object  or  the  subject  of  which 
seems  known  only  to  herself  and  her  maid.  So 
now,  being  in  possession  of  our  carte  du  pays,  I 
am  sure  you  will  not  be  tempted  from  your 
agreeable  retirement  till  we  have  something 
more  piquant  to  oflFer  you." 

Alice  made  a  suitable  answer  to  this^  and 
after  an  affectionate  farewell  to  her,  and  re- 
peated thanks  to  Mrs.  Northcott,  Mr.  Aylmer 
and  Fanny  departed. 
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'  Ah,  quiet  dell !  dear  cot !  and  mount  sublime, 
I  am  constrained  to  quit  you." 


''After  all^  I  cannot  avoid  feeling  very,  very 
sad  at  the  thought  of  leaving  Glandale,  perhaps 
for  ever/'  said  Eva  Herbert  the  evening  pre- 
ceding her  departure ;  ''  for  in  spite  of  the  late 
melancholy  events,  I  have  been  so  tranquil 
here,  that  I  seem  to  feel  my  old  happy  days  re- 
toming  again." 

"  But  you  will  be  equally  happy  elsewhere, 
dear  Eva,"  replied  Miss  Stanley.  "  Locality 
alone  has  very  little  to  do  with  our  happiness  or 
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^*  But  association  has  much.  In  wandering 
about  these  glens  and  woods^  I  am  ever  recall* 
ing  those  peaceful  days  when  I  walked  or  ran 
by  my  poor  uncle's  side,  or  strayed  alone  by  the 
lakcj  dreaming  of  the  time  that  was  to  come — a 
time  of  triumph  and  delight — ^when  I  thought 
that  fancy's  visions  would  be  more  that  realized^ 
and  the  world  beyond  the  hiUs  revealed  as  a 
paradise  of  bliss  !** 

''  And  have  you  then  so  soon  discovered  that 
these  were  only  visions^  Eva?  or  is  it  but  a 
passing  cloud  that  dims  the  brightness  of  the 
perspective?" 

*'  A  cloud  it  is,  though  I  fear  not  a  passing 
one.  But  I  am  growing  egotistical  chhre  anUe ; 
let  us  talk  of  something  more  interesting." 

*^  Nothing  can  be  more  interesting  to  me 
than  the  development  of  your  feelings,  Eva. 
I  do  not  wish  to  force  your  con6dence^  but 
answer  me  just  this  one  question.  Do  you 
mean  to  tell  me  that  you  have  ceased  to  believe 
in  the  possibility  of  that  happiness  you  used  to 
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picture^  or  only  that  70U  are  hopeless  of  it  in 
your  own  case  V* 

'^  Oh,  the  latter,  sorely  the  latter ;  for  I  have 
for  a  short  season  had  glimpses  of  a  happiness 
&r,  &x  greater  than  my  wildest  imagination 
ever  conceived.*' 

"  Oh,  then  it  is  all  right,  Eva,  and  I  may 
safely  predict  that  you  will  have  more  than 
glimpses  of  it  again.  You  are  formed  to  love 
and  be  beloved.  It  is  not  such  as  you  who  are 
doomed  to  bewail  the  worship  they  have  given. 
I  would  that  all  in  whom  I  feel  interested  had 
as  little  cause  for  sorrow  of  heart  as  you." 

'*  You  do  well  to  remind  me  of  my  selfish- 
ness, in  thinking  of  my  Own  griefs,  when  those 
of  my  friends  cry  so  loudly  for  my  sympathy. 
Poor,  dear  Fanny — ^I  am  glad  she  is  gone." 

"  There  is  little  cause  for  rejoicing  in  this. 
Absent  or  prefent,  the  image  of  Edward  Dacres ' 
will  ever  be  before  her.     In  proportion  as  her 
spirit  was  light  and  joyous  before,  is  it  crushed 
and  broken  now.     She  will  die,  that  sweet  girl 
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will  die,  £ya;  a  few  aontfaii  of  fretting,  and 
her  heart  will  rest  for  ever." 

''Oh,  I  hope  tetter  dungs:  Fumy  is  devoted 
to  her  father,  and  for  his  sake  she  will  straggle 
with  this  first  diiappointment,  and  in  time  get 
over  it." 

**  She  will  do  nothing  of  the  sort:  she  cotdd 
not  do  it  even  if  she  were  disposed,  No^  death 
will  be  her  only  reftigei** 

*<  Fray  do  not  say  so,  my  dear  Miss  Stanley, 
for  I  feel  that  her  afikotiDnfor  me  has  been  the 
cause  of  all.  If  she  had  not  come  to  Gkndale, 
she  would  still  have  been  the  merry^  thoughtless 
girl  I  first  knew  her,  and  the  delight  and  com- 
fort of  her  old  fiither*s  heart,  whereas  she  will 
now  be  a  constant  source  of  pain  and  misery  to 
him.  And  it  was  on  her  alone  he  depended  for 
happiness,  kit  the  other  daughters  have  disap- 
pointed him  in  every  way." 

'*  He  appeared  to  feel  more  anger  than  sorrow 
at  this  recent  proof  of  disobedience  in  one  of 
them." 
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**  And  perhi^s,  at  thie  moment,  he  did  so, 
because  other  events,  the  death  of  that  poor 
child,  and  Fanny's  depression  of  spirits^  en- 
grossed his  regrets ;  but  I  am  sure  that  every 
fresh  instance  of  unworthiness^  or  indifference 
to  himself,  in  any  portion  of  his  family,  sends  a 
pang  to  his  excellent  heart  that  he  is  very  long 
in  recovering  from," 

"  But  you  said  on  Fanny  alone  was  his  de- 
pendence for  happiness.  Has  the  son,  then^ 
done  anything  to  forfeit  his  frither's  esteem  ?  " 

"  Oh  fer>  very  fro:  from  it !  I  should  not  have 
forgotten  him,  for  he  is  indeed  every  way  cal- 
culated to  be  a  blessing  and  a  pride  to  all  of 
them.  But  Stuart  is  very  little  at  home.  The 
uncle  who  educated  him  demands  all  his  time 
and  attention,  and  until  his  death,  Mr.  Aylmer 
will  enjoy  very  little  of  his  son's  society." 

*'  Do  you  know,  Eva,  I  feel  a  wonderful 
mriosity  to  see  Stuart  Aylmer.  It  is  perhaps 
because  you  have  spoken  less  of  him  than  of 
any  of  the  others." 
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"  I  have  known  less  of  him"  replied  Era, 
looking  on  the  ground. 

"  And  yet  enough,  it  seems,  to  form  a  very 
fiivourable  estimate  of  bis  character — or  perhaps 
that  may  be  derived  from  your  childish  recollec- 
tions,*' continued  Miss  Stanley,  smiling  quietly. 

''He  will  feel  deeply  this  change  in  his 
favourite  sister,*'  said  Eva,  speaking  more  to 
herself  than  her  companion. 

''  If  he  does  not  come  back  soon,  he  will 
never  see  it,"  was  the  reply.  "  I  felt  con- 
vinced, as  I  looked  in  Fanny's  face  after  that 
cruel  sermon,  that  her  days  were  numbered :  it 
was  the  arrow  that  struck  to  her  heart." 

''  And  yet  I  cannot  think  that  Edward  ever 
intended  it  to  apply  to  her.  It  would  be  60 
unlike  him,  so  every  way  unworthy." 

"  It  matters  not  what  he  intended,  Eva.  He 
must  have  been  perfecdy  aware  of  her  love  for 
him ;  and  to  say  the  least  of  it,  the  subject,  just 
then,  was  most  unwisely  and  ungenerously 
chosen.     I  cannot  help  thinking  that  Charlotte 
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is  at  the  bottom  of  it  all^  but  I  shall  never 
forgive  either  of  them." 

"  For  my  part,  I  think  it  was  pxirely  acci- 
dental*' 

^'I  would  give  much,"  continued  Miss 
Stanley,  without  heeding  the  interruption, "  that 
Mr.  Aylmer  had  not  invited  that  singular  girl 
to  return  with  us  to  Elmcourt.  I  have  a 
strange  presentiment  that  unhappiness  to  more 
than  one  will  be  the  restdt." 

"Be  it  your  care,  then,  chere  ffouvemante, 
to  watch  and  ward  off  the  threatened  evU," 
answered  Eva,  endeavouring  to  give  a  lighter 
tone  to  the  conversation. 

"  Nay,  I  cannot  smile  or  joke  on  any  subject 
in  which  Charlotte  Dacres  is  concerned.  Her 
very  name  conjures  up  a  host  of  horrors  to  my 
mind ;  and  here  I  declare  she  comes,  like  her 
prototype,  and " 

"Stop^  stop,  I  must  not  let  you  finish  so 
uncharitable  a  sentence,  for  I  intend  leaving 
you  to  entertain  her  while  I  go  to  beg  of 
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Mrs.  Dacres  a  slipping  of  one  of  my  uncle's 
rose  trees.** 

And  regardless  of  Miss  Stanley's  ID-re- 
pressed look  of  repugnance  to  the  task  as- 
signed her.  Era  went  to  put  on  her  bonnet, 
and  then  bent  her  steps  slowly  and  thoughtfully 
towards  the  parsonage  of  Glandale,  the  home 
of  her  former  days. 
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Oh !  there  are  looks  and  tones  tbst  dart, 
An  instant  stinshine  through  the  heart, 
As  if  the  soul  that  minute  caught 
Some  treasure  it  through  life  had  sought.'* 


*'  I  If  EVER  saw  you  look  so  pretty,  Fanny,"  said 
Alice  to  her  consin,  after  having  assisted  the 
latter  to  array  herself  for  the  first  ball  in  the 
neighhonrhood,  to  which  the  family  at  Elm- 
court  had  been  invited.  *^  I  predict  that  you 
will  be  the  belle  of  the  room." 

Fanny's  only  reply  was  a  faint  smile,  and 
then  she  wondered  if  the  rest  were  ready. 

''  Miss  Dacres  is,"  said  Alice,  '^  for  I  met 
her  going  down  to  the  drawing-room." 
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''  Oh^  then  I  will  wait  here  till  I  am  sun- 
moned/'  was  the  answer;  "  but  do  not  staji 
dear  AUce,  for  me." 

'*  Yes  I  will,  for  I  want  you  to  tell  me  why 
you  appear  so  much  to  dislike  your  new  friend 
Charlotte  Dacres." 

**  It  is  not  dislike  I  feel  towards  her,  but  I 
confess  her  society  is  not  very  agreeable  to  me." 

"  And  yet  she  is  kinder,  and  more  attentive 
to  you,  than  to  any  one  else  here." 

"Alice,"  said  Fanny  suddenly,  without 
heeding  this  last  remark,  "  how  I  envy  you  and 
Eva  being  allowed  to  decline  these  detestable 
parties." 

"How  can  you  tell  that  they  will  be  de- 
testable, my  pretty  cousin  ?  If  admiration  be 
productive  of  enjoyment,  I  shoidd  say  they 
would  be  the  reverse  of  unpleasant  to  you." 

"Spare  your  flattery,  Alice;  it  is  thrown 
away  upon  me  ;  I  tell  you  I  do  not  want  admira- 
tion.  Why  does  papa  persist  in  making  me  go  ?  " 

"  Because  he  sees  that  you  are  in  wretched 
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spirits,  Fanny,  and  hopes  that  change  of  scene 
win  do  you  good/' 

"  But  you  are  in  wretched  spirits  too,  Alice, 
and  Eva  is  in  wretched  spirits,  and  yet  no  one 
is  urged  to  act  against  their  inclination  but 
me,"  said  Fanny,  petulantly. 

'^  Both  Miss  Herbert  and  myself  have  too 
good  a  cause  for  being  depressed,"  was  the 
mild  answer,  and  our  mourning  dresses  are  a 
sufficient  excuse  for  our  declining  visiting  at 
present  Besides,  Fanny,  you  are  your  father's 
darlingy  the  being  he  loves  best  in  the  world, 
and  it  is  breaking  his  heart  to  see  you  thus. 
He  will  leave  no  means  untried  to  restore  your 
health  and  spirits." 

Fanny's  eyes  filled  with  tears. 

At  this  moment  there  was  a  low  knock  at 
the  door,  and  Charlotte  Dacres  entered. 

"  They  are  all  waiting  for  you,  Miss  Aylmer," 
she  said,  and  her  voice  restored  Faimy^s  com- 
posure on  the  instant.  Hastily  taking  a  shawl 
from  Alice,  and  bidding  her  good  night,  she 
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drew  her  arm  through.  Charlotte's,  and  they 
descended  together. 

Eya  stood  at  the  drawing-roam  door,  and 
she  whispered  to  Fanny  as  they  passed,  ".Come 
to  my  room  when  you  return;  I  shall  be  so 
anxious  to  hear  about  your  first  party.  Ton 
know  we  were  to  have  made  our  d^biittc^ether/' 

A  silent  pressure  of  the  hand  was  the  only 
answer,  and  in  a  moment  after,  the  carriage 
was  heard  rolling  rapidly  down  the  long,  silent 
avenue 

Mr.  Aylmer,  in  the  hope  of  amusing  Fanny, 
whose  increased  dejection  excited  his  most 
anxious  fears,  had  insisted  that  his  fiunily 
should  accept  all  the  invitations  they  received 
from  their  neighbours,  and  ^ve  entertainments 
in  return.  ''Itmattersnot,"hehadsaid,inan6wer 
to  his  wife's  remonstrances,  "  whether  Fanny 
makes  her  first  appearance  in  town  or  country ; 
and  if  something  be  not  done,  and  quickly  too, 
h^  d^biit  will  be  in  the  grave."  And  Mrs. 
Aylmer,  finding  objections  useless,  reluctantly 
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gave  up  the  point— although  she  had  other 
reasons  than  those  connected  with  Fanny  fat 
desiring  to  aroid  mixing  in  the  society  that 
sarronnded  them ;  and  not  the  least  was  the 
fear  that  Isabella,  who  she  knew  would  never 
be  prevailed  on  to  remain  at  home,  might  be 
looked  coldly  upon  by  any  who  had  heard  of 
her  abrupt  dismissal  from  the  house  of  the 
Comtesse  de  Viliemont>  and  the  cStUse,  which 
was  no  less  than  her  public  flirtations  with  that 
lady's  husband,  reach  her  father's  ears.  What 
the  consequences  would  be  she  absolutely 
trembled  to  think  of,  when  even  in  Clara's  case 
he  had  diown  himself  so  inexorable,  refusing 
ever  to  hear  her  letters  read,  and  never  on  any 
occasion  allowing  her  name  to  pass  his  lips* 

But  these  fears,  of  course,  the  bewildered 
mother  ocmfined  to  her  own  bosom,  only  ex* 
horting  Isabella  by  increased  dretmispection 
of  conduct  to  atone  for  her  previous  folly, 
to  which  her  dutiful  daughter  had  replied  by 
humming  a  French  air,   and  walking  to  the 
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glass  to  try  the  effect  of  a  new  wreath  of 
pomegranate  blossoms,  that  was  to  be  worn 
in  her  raven  hair  at  the  approaching  party. 

The  whole  fionily  from  Elmcourt,  indnding 
their  guests,  had  been  invited  to  this  assembly; 
and  with  the  exception  of  Alice  and  Eva,  all, 
by  Mr.  Aylmer's  desire,  had  accepted  it.  The 
hosts  were  Sir  Charles  and  Lady  Mostyn — the 
former  a  plain,  good-humoured,  fox-hunting 
coimtry  baronet,  with  more  hospitality  than 
means  to  support  it;  the  latter — ^who  had 
been  elevated  from  the  rank  of  nursery- 
governess  to  that  she  now  held — a  lover  of 
show,  a  worshipper  of  fashion,  and,  what  was 
of  far  more  consequence  to  her  country  neigh- 
bours, a  liberal  giver  of  entertainments  when- 
ever it  suited  Sir  Charles  with  his  hunting 
friends  to  make  Baby-hall  their  winter  quar- 
ters. They  had  been  settled  in  the  country 
little  more  than  a  week,  when  having  received 
and  returned  the  annual  visits  of  their  friends 
and  neighbours.  Lady  Mostyn  decided  on  giv- 
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ing  a  jiarty  on  a  scale  of  unusual  magnificenee, 
at  which  it  was  rumoured  Miss  Mostyn  would 
make  her  first  appearance. 

The  only  guests  at  present  staying  at  Baby- 
hall  were  Sir  Felrs  Vaine — of  whom  mention 
has  before  been  made — and  his  cousin  Lady 
Julia  Maddy.  These  were  distant  relatives  of 
Sir  Charles^  and  immense  favourites  of  his  wife. 
The  Aylmers  had  frequently  met  Lady  Mostyn 
in  London,  and  the  latter  renewed  their  ac- 
quaintance with  apparent  pleasure,  declaring 
she  was  enchanted  at  the  idea  of  having  such 
charming  neighbours.  She  congratulated  her- 
self that  the  beautiful  heiress  of  whom  she  had 
already  heard  so  much,  intended  to  decline  vi- 
siting ;  and  fearing  no  rivalship  to  her  own 
daughter  in  the  Frenchified  and  artificial  Isa- 
bel, or  the  pale  and  silent  Fanny,  she  really 
contemplated  with  much  satisfaction  the  addi- 
tion the  rich  Aylmers  from  Elmcourt  would 
be  to  her  parties,  and  graciously  entreated  that 
all  their  guests,  male  and  female,  would  ho- 
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nour  Rabf-hall  with  their  presence  on  this 
occasion.  And  sooth  to  say,  none  were  un- 
willing to  indulge  her.  To  onr  old  friend 
Mrs.  Nathan,  the  prospect  of  a  party  of  any 
sort  was  always  a  source  of  unfeigned  delight; 
and  besides,  she  had  now  her  own  private 
reasons,  probably  connected  with  those  mys- 
terious signs  which  had  been  obaeryed  passing 
between  herself  and  maid,  for  rejoicing  in  the 
invitation.  Miss  Stanley  was  always  glad  of  an 
opportunity  of  following  her  favourite  pursuit, 
namely,  the  study  of  character  and  the  de- 
velopment of  human  feelings  (a  taste,  which 
perhaps  some  narrow-oninded  people  might  say, 
was  but  a  foreshadowing  of  that  stronger  pro- 
pensity for  gossip  and  scandal  that  is  almost 
inseparable  from  the  advance  of  female  age  in 
a  single  state) ;  and  believing  ^  now  knew 
every  turn  of  those  of  the  family  with  whom 
she  was  domesticated,  was  not  sorry  to  have  a 
chance,  by  mixing  with  their  neighbours,  of  a 
little  additional  employment  for  her  ever  active 
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mind.    Charlotte  Dacres,  too^  it  must  be  in- 
ferred, liad  her  reasoiiB  for  anticipating  the 
party  with  satis&ction,  for  never  had  she  been 
kaown  before  to  linger  more  than  ten  minutes 
at  het  looking-glass ;  but  on  this  evening,  the 
duties  of  her  toilet  had  occupied  at  least  three- 
quarters  of  an  hour ;  and  Miss  Stanley,  who 
had  entered  her  room,  at  Mrs.  Aylmer's  re- 
quest, to  hasten  her  movements,  just  as  she 
was  putting  the  last  pin  in  her  white  dress, 
noticed  with  surprise  that  there  was  a  light  in 
Charlotte's  eyes  that  indicated  neither  envy, 
hatred,  malice,   nor  uncharitableness.     What 
it  meant,  she  firmly  resolved  before  long  to 
discover ;  but  then  she  only  said :  "  Ah,  Miss 
Dacres,  I  see  you  too  intend  entering  the  lists 
against  this    universal  lady-killer.      Poor  Sir 
FeUx !  he  must  be  more  than  mortal  if  he  with- 
stand the  hundred  darts  firom  the  two  hundred 
bright  eyes  that  are   preparing  for   him    to- 
night" 
Charlotte,  who  was  perfectly  aware  both  of 
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her  own  lack  of  attractions^  and  of  Miss  Stan- 
ley's unusually  dear  perception  of  it^  knew 
that,  as  far  at  least  as  she  was  concerned,  this 
speech  was  ironical ;  and  therefore  it  was  that 
without  replying  to  it,  she  quietly  contmaed 
her  occupation  at  the  mirror,  and  when  that 
was  completed,  left  the  room  without  bestow- 
ing the  smallest  notice  on  her  fiicetious  com- 
panion. 

It  happened,  in  entering  the  well-lighted 
dravring-room  of  Lady  Mostyn,  that  these  dis- 
cordant spirits  walked  side  by  side ;  and  as  they 
passed  (on  their  way  to  the  mistress  of  the 
house)  a  group  of  young  people,  among  whom  a 
very  tall  and  handsome  man  was  conspicuoos, 
Miss  Stanley  turned  to  her  neighbour  for  the 
purpose  of  making  some  casual  remark,  and 
again  she  was  puzzled  more  than  ever  on  ob- 
serving the  usually  pale  and  sallow  countenance 
of  Charlotte  Dacres,  suffused  with  a  most 
vivid  blush. 

Lady  Mostyn  received  the  new  comers  with 
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much  empressement,  introduced  Uiem  to  hex 
husband's  rektiye,  the  Lady  Julia  Maddy  (a 
thin^  elegant  girl,  just  a  leetle  bku6)y  and  re- 
gretted her  daughter'^  absencej  who  she  said  was 
imable  to  assist  her  in  welcoming  their  firiends, 
on  account  of  the  illness  of  little  Pauline,  her 
ladyship's  youngest  child.  "Gineyra,"  she 
continued,  smiling  and  bowing  to  all  the  party 
^^temately,  "  poor  Ginerra  has  been  somewhat 
spoiled,  and  she  takes  advantage  of  this  by 
assorting  a  will  of  her  own  in  everything,  and 
nothing  could  persuade  the  obstinate  child  to 
leave  her  sister,  who  is  devotedly  attached  to 
her." 

'  This  communication  had  more  than  enough 
of  truth  in  it  to  satisfy  the  exceedingly  con- 
venient conscience  of  Lady  Mostjm,  inasmuch 
as  the  young  lady  in  question  had  earnestly  en- 
treated to  be  allowed  to  stay  with  her  suffering 
litde  playfellow,  instead  of  making  her  d6bilt 
among  the  county  {uhionables  below;  but  the 
smiling  parent  might  as  well  have  added — ^for 
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Lady  Julia  added  it  for  her^  to  all  who  ca*ed 
to  hear  it — that  these  entreaties  of  the  affec- 
tionate girl  might  as  well  have  been  spoken  to 
the  windsy  had  not  "  that  wretch  of  a  mil- 
Imer''  disappointed  them^  in  neglecting  to  send 
the  elegant  ball  dress  that  was  to  adorn  the 
pretty  person  of  the  young  heiress  of  Baby- 
hall. 

The  old  and  familiar  adage  of  the  '*  ill  wind,", 
however^  held  good  on  this  occasion,  for  in  the 
absence  of  Ginerra  Mostyn,  Fanny  Aylner 
was  decidedly  the  belle  of  the  room,  and  if,  as 
Alice  had  said,  admiration  could  give  pleasure, 
she  ought  to  have  been  happiest  among  the 
happy  that  night ;  that  she  was  not  so,  but,  on 
on  the  contrary,  one  of  the  least  contented  of 
all  that  shining  crowd,  will  not  surprise  the 
reader  who  has  been  allowed  the  priyilege  of 
penetrating  the  secrets  of  her  young  but 
burdened  heart. 

It  is  a  known  fact  that  many  of  the  iair 
spinsters  present  on  the  evening  in  question. 
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actually  believed,  and  said  to  each  other,  that 
the  youngest  Miss  Aylmer  mnst  be  labouring 
under  a  partial  alienation  of  intellect,  when 
they  observed  that  she  had  declined  the  honour 
of  waltzing  with  the  bewitching  Sir  Felix,  and 
even  seemed  unconscions  or  ungrateful  under 
his  flattering  notice ;  a  tithe  of  which  they  would, 
one  and  all,  have  sacrificed  much  to  obtain. 
And  Sir  Felix  was  doubtless  pretty  well  con- 
Tinced  of  this  remarkable  fact,  and  therefore 
found  increased  excitement  in  bestowing  his  at- 
tentions on  one  whose  smiles  it  might  cost  him  a 
*  little  pleasing  trouble  to  win.  But  if  he  fancied 
that  Fanny  Aylmer,  in  return  for  even  the  most 
laborious  pains,  would  that  night  at  least,  swell 
the  number  of  his  victims,  he  was  most  as- 
suredly mistaken ;  and  some  glimmering  of  this 
startling  truth  seemed  to  flash  across  his  mind  to- 
wards the  end  of  the  evening,  for  he  suddenly 
turned,  as  if  fatigued  with  wasting  his  gallantry 
and  wit  on  one  so  insensible,  and  directed  all 
his  attention  to  Fanny's  neighbour,  with  a  hope 
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perhaps,  of  piquing  the  cold  beauty  into  more 
gpraciousness.  It  mattered  not  to  him  that  the 
person  he  now  chose  to  honour  had  few  out* 
ward  graces  to  attract  the  eye ;  Sir  Felix^  eren 
in  his  most  hiimble  moments,  thought  fiir  more 
of  himself  than  of  any  other  created  being, 
however  lovely  or  fascinating  they  might 
be,  and  therefore  it  was  not  likely  that  now, 
when  he  sought  only  to  find  a  balm  for  his 
wounded  pride,  that  he  should  bestow  a  too 
critical  attention  on  die  insignificant  instrument 
it  was  his  pleasure  to  employ.  It  mattered  not 
to  Sir  Felix,  that  the  one  whom  chance  had 
placed  next  to  him  when  he  turned  from 
Fanny  Aylmer,  was  the  plainest  and  least 
noticed  of  all  that  glittering  throng.  It  was 
Charlotte  Dacres  who  now  listened,  and  with 
no  unwilling  ear,  to  his  honied  words. 

They  were  nothing  to  him  who  spoke  them, 
forgotten  almost  ere  they  had  passed  his  lips; 
nothing —  ay,  less  than  nothing,  for  had  they 
not  been  whispered  before  to  more  fair  ones 
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than  he  might  count  ?  had  not  the  same  smile^ 
80  full  of  studied  softness^  been  practised  years 
ago,  tiUithad  become  the  most  easy  expression 
of  his  handsome  countenance  ?  did  he  not  know 
by  rote  every  delicate  compliment  that  this 
night  he  uttered?  Ay,  well  indeed  he  knew 
all  thisi  if  he  knew  nought  besides;  and  so 
they  were  nothing  to  him,  but  to  her — to 
the  unloyed,  tmflattered,  unfriended  Charlotte 
Dacres,  those  trifling  words  were  destiny  ! 

Po(v  Charlotte,  with  all  her  art  and  cunning, 
aU  her  powerful  depth  of  thought,  and  daring 
mrestigation  of  the  mysteries  of  existence,  was 
a  very  child  in  the  world's  knowledge  :  and  so 
she  would  have  felt,  had  it  been  permitted  for 
her  spirit  to  linger  in  Lady  Mostyn's  drawing- 
room,  after  she  herself  had  departed. 

"  Now  teU  me,  I  pray  thee,  cousin  mine," 
said  Lady  Julia  Maddy,  advancing  to  Sir  Felix 
as  he  returned  from  escorting  the  Aylmer  party 
to  their  carriage,  '*  if  it  is  over  our  eyes  or 
yours  that  some  envious  magician  has  cast  a 
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veil^  making  us  mistake  beauty  for  deformity, 
or  deformity  for  transcendent  loveliness?  In 
plainer  terms^  what  invisible  charm  has  your 
penetration  discovered  in  this  new  Dulcinea  to 
whom  all  your  devoirs  have  been  paid  ?  '* 

''  Ay^  do  tell  us^  Yaine/'  said  a  young 
sailor^  the  only  son  of  Dr.  Northcott,  and  who 
was  just  arrived  in  England ;  **  what  the  plague 
could  you  see  in  that  plain-looking  girl,  to 
rivet  your  attentions  all  the  evening  ?  " 

"  Good  friends,"  replied  Sir  Felix,  slightly 
yawning,  as  he  threw  himself  on  the  nearest 
fauteuil,  *' don't  trouble  yourselves  or  me 
with  any  more  questions ;  for  I  give  you  my 
honour,  I  never  looked  in  the  poor  thing's 
face,  and  shouldn't  know  her  from  Jezebel  or 
Cleopatra,  if  I  met  her  to-morrow. — That  was 
a  pretty  little  thing,  though,  who  sat  next  to 
her,  and  wouldn't  waltz." 
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'  Not  his  the  form,  not  his  the  eye, 
That  yonthful  maidens  wont  to  fly.* 


"  Draw  your  chair  closer  to  the  fire,  Fanny, 
and  wlien  you  are  quite  warm  and  comfortable, 
you  shall  begin  your  description  of  the  party 
and  Sir  Felix  Yaine,  all  about  which  and 
whom,  I  assure  you,  I  am  dying  to  hear,"  said 
Eva,  throwing  her  favourite  Wordsworth, 
which  she  had  been  reading  the  long  hours 
through,  on  an  adjoining  table,  and  welcoming 
her  fiiend  to  the  cosy  fireside  of  the  luxuriously 
furnished  little  apartment,  which  the  heiress 
called  her  own. 
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"  How  kind  of  you,  Eva,  to  sit  up  for  me. — 
I  am  very,  yeiy  tired  myself,  and  I  think  we 
had  better  defer  our  gossip  till  to-morrow/' 

'*  Not  for  the  world.  I  cannot  sleep  till  I 
haye  heard  all  you  haye  to  relate." 

**  Well,  that  is  soon  told,*'  said  the  yawning 
debutante.  ''Eyerything  was  as  heayy  and 
stupid  as  it  could  possibly  be." 

"Do  you  include  Sir  FeUx  among  the 
dead-weights  ?  " 

"  I  not  only  include,  but  I  place  him  at  the 
head  of  the  list." 

''  But  is  he  not  as  handsome  as  people  say, 
Fanny?" 

"Oh,  yes,  I  belieye  he  is  good-looking 
enough.  Charlotte  Dacres  can  tell  you  more 
about  him,  for  they  conyersed  a  long  time, 
apparently  mutually  pleased  with  each  other. 
I  only  hope,  with  all  my  heart,  it  may  end  in 
matrimony. 

"  You  do  not  like  Charlotte,  Fanny  ?  " 

After  a  short  pause,  Fanny  answered  slowly. 
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"  No,  Eva,  I  do  not/' 
"  But  you  love  her  brother  ? " 
There  was  another  and  a  longer  pause,  but  at 
last  the  tremulous  answer  came — 

"  Yes,  Eva,  I  do ; "  and  then,  with  a  blushing 
fiice,  Fanny  poured  forth,  in  broken  accents, 
the  long-concealed  history  of  her  love  and 
disappointment ;  and  as  she  proceeded  tears  fell 
slowly,  then  faster,  until  at  last  the  choking 
sobs  showed  how  much  deep  feeling  was  pent 
ap  in  the  warm,  pure  heart  of  this  bright 
and  gentle  girl.  These  emotions  somewhat 
hushed,  Eva  exhorted  her,  for  her  father's 
sake,  to  exert  herself  to  shake  o£F  such  extreme 
despondency,  or  at  least  try  to  appear  less 
miserable  than  she  had  hitherto  done. 

"  Eva,  my  own  iiriend,"  replied  Fanny,  ''do 
not  think  ^o  badly  of  me  as  to  suppose  that 
I  have  yielded  to  this  selfish  and  absorbmg 
grief  without  a  struggle.  Heaven  only  knows 
how  I  have  prayed  for  strength  to  bear  it 
better,  and  how  gladly  I  would  still  lay  down 
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my  miserable  life  to  secure  my  dear  father's 
happiness^  which  I  know  my  pining  has  much 
disturbed ;  but  I  cannot  rouse  myself — ^indeed, 
£ya,  I  cannot ;  at  least  all  my  efforts  hitherto 
to  seem  as  happy  as  I  once  was,  have  failed. 
Perhaps  now  that  I  hare  some  one  to  speak  to 
about  it — about  him^  I  mean — it  may  be  dif- 
ferent. This  hope  has  long  made  me  wish  for 
courage  to  tell  you  everything — and  you  will 
not  betray  me  ?  " 

"  Not  for  all  the  world,  Fanny !  but  you  did 
wrong  to  keep  your  secret  so  long  from  me.*' 

Again  Fanny's  pale  cheek  crimsoned  as  she 
replied,  *'  I  was  ashamed,  Eva ;  cannot  you 
understand  this  ? " 

''Indeed  I  can;  but  now  that  the  ice  is 
broken,  you  must  not  fear  to  tell  me  all  your 
thoughts  and  feelings.  I  am  sure  it  will  be  a 
relief  to  you." 

''  And  you  wiU  never  breathe  a  word  against 
him  to  me,  Eva  ? " 

''  Certainly  not,  Fanny,  for  I  am  far  firom 
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tliinking  he  deserves  it;  and  I  hare  great 
hopes  that  all  wiU  yet  go  right.'* 

"  Do  you  really  think  so,  dearest  Eva?"  said 
Fanny,  her  heavy,  tearful  eyes  once  more  light- 
ing up  with  hope  and  gladness.  *'  Oh,  Eva,  how 
very,  very  thankfol  I  am  that  I  had  the  courage 
to  tell  you.  And  you  believe,*'  she  continued, 
smiling  through  her  lingering  tears,  "  that  he 
may  yet  love  me  even  as  I  love  him  ?  Is  not 
that  what  you  mean,  Eva  ?  " 

Now  Eva  did  not  exactly  mean  this,  because, 
somehow  or  other.  Miss  Stanley,  from  an  im- 
perturbable though  quiet  confidence  in  herself, 
had  a  wonderful  power  of  convincing  people 
that  her  opinions  were  always  the  correct  ones; 
and  so  she  had  greatly  persuaded  her  former 
pupil,  that  the  young  rector  would  never  love 
again  as  he  had  once  done ;  and  Eva,  knowing 
that  Fanny  loved  to  the  whole  extent  of  her 
nature,  would  have  found  this  question  very 
perplexing,  had  her  firiend  waited  for  an 
answer,  which  ^e  did  not  do ;  but  in  the  re- 
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action  of  feeling  produced  by  having  disclosed 
her  long-concealed  and  therefore  magnified 
sorrows,  went  on  weaving  imaginary  visions  of 
happiness,  that  one  short  hour  ago  she  be* 
lieved  would  never  enter  her  mind  again. 

At  length,  wearied  with  talking  and  excite- 
ment, and  noticing  too,  that  her  companion 
looked  pale  and  sleepy,  she  proposed  their 
retiring  to  rest,  which  Eva,  in  spite  of  all  her 
friendship  for  Fanny  and  interest  in  her  loves 
and  griefs,  was  not  sorry  to  do.  . 

She  had  sat  up  and  invited  Fanny  to  her 
room,  purposely  to  induce  this'  confession, 
which  MIbs  Stanley,  who  still  relaxed  not  in 
her  8urve%llance,  had  suggested  as  the  only 
relief  which  the  object  of  their  anxiety  now 
could  hope  for.  Eva  was  more  sanguine  as 
to  the  happy  ending  of  the  affidr,  and  could 
not  avoid  communicating  her  ideas  on  the 
subject  to  the  depressed  debutante;  nor  did 
she  regret  having  done  so,  when  the  following 
morning,   at  a  much  earlier  hour  than  usual, 
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she  was  surprised  by  seeing  Faxmy  bending 
orer  her  bed,  with  a  look  of  greater  cheerful- 
ness on  her  countenance  than  it  had  worn  since 
that  unhappy  Sunday  at  Ghindale. .  It  ia  true 
the  excitement  of  the  previous  night  had 
entirely  passed  away,  but  then  there  remained 
less  of  the  melancholy  aspect  which  had  pre- 
ceded that ;  and  Eva  hoped  that  the  content- 
ment of  her  naturally  sunny  mind  was  at 
length  returning. 

Fanny  appeared  much  confused  when  she 
first  perceived  her  companion's  eyes  bent  upon 
her,  but  as  no  allusion  was  made  to  the  last 
night's  conversation  and  confessions,  she 
qoickly  recovered  her  composure,  and  proposed 
to  Eva  that  they  shoidd  take  a  walk  before  the 
rest  of  the  family  were  stirring. 

''  I  see,"  she  continued, ''  you  are  astonished 
at  this  whim  of  mine,  but  the  fiict  is  I  am 
anxious  to  surprise  papa  by  appearing  at 
break&st  with  a  bloom  on  my  cheeks ;  and  being 
at  present  rather  jaded  from  having  had  but 
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little  sleep,  I  wish  to  try  the  efficacy  of  the 
morning  air.  It  is  very  early,  indeed  the 
sun  has  but  just  risen,  so  we  shall  not  meet 
anybody,  and  we  will  take  a  long  walk." 

Eva  would  willingly  have  rested  a  little 
longer,  but  desirous  of  obliging  Fanny,  she 
made  no  objection ;  and  in  half  and  hour,  the 
two  friends  were  wandering  oyer  the  hiUs  and 
far  away. 

Although  near  the  end  of  autumn,  the 
morning  was  mild  and  delightful.  The  sky 
was  still  beaming  with  the  glory  of  the  lately- 
risen  sun,  and  the  breezy  air  was  filled  with 
the  clamorous  twittering  of  the  forest  birds, 
with,  now  and  then,  the  sweet  whistle  of  the 
black-bird,  and  the  flute-like  note  of  the  thrash 
amongst  them,  reminding  the  listener  that 
sweet  summer  had  not  long  been  gone;  and  the 
rooks  that  liyed  among  the  tops  of  the  noble 
elms,  from  which  the  manor-house  took  its 
name,  were  now  cawing  in  the  morning  air; 
while  across  the  distance  of  the  russet  planta- 
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tions  on  the  hills^  came  the  note  of  the  wood* 
pigeon  mourning  plaintively  among  the  falling 
leaves. 

Higher  and  higher  rose  the  unclouded  sun, 

and  still  the  two  girls  walked  on  regardless  of 

distance  qr  fatigue^  for  their  spirits  rose  with  it, 

catching  from  the  joyousness  of   nature  that 

rapturous  mood^  when  the  mere  consciousness 

of  existence  is  almost  bliss;    they  both  had 

sorrows^  heart  sorrows  to  endure^  which  often 

robbed  their  soft  cheeks  of  their  bloom,  and 

brought  bitter  tears  into  their  sparkling  eyes ; 

but  all  these  were  unthought  of  now^  under 

the  buoyant  influence  of  the  pure  atmosphere 

of  that  autumn  morning. 

''  I  have  been  thinking,  Eva,''  said  Fanny  at 
length,  after  a  silence  of  many  minutes^  ^'  I 
have  been  thinking  how  very  sinftil  I  have  been 
in  murmuring  as  I  have  done  against  the  will 
of  heaven,  and  believing  that  because  one  thing 
I  passionately  longed  for  was  denied  me,  earth 
had  no  other  blessing.    Oh,  it  has  many,  Eva ! 


Digitized 


by  Google 


TH] 

)  a  bright  and 
might  be  hapi 
I  do  not  quit 
;88  is  in  our 
btedly  we  ha 
iny  better  or 
bear  it.  But 
ight  and  beau 
'ces  of  pleasu 
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don,  but  it  was  too 
bearing  youthful  vc 
cended  the  steep  b 
rapidly  than  the  two 
and  before  they  hac 
their  veils,  stood  hat 
and  expressing  his 
fatigues  of  the  prec( 
be  such  an  early  rii 
with  so  much  reser 
for  continuing  the 
with  evident  reluct 
his  departure,  but  n< 
prised  and  admiring 
at  once  concluded 
heiress ;  and  struck 
also  rememberd  he 
new  plans  and  resok 
as  he  walked  towar< 
exciting  thought. 

The  two  girls  spc 
baronet  on  their  ws 
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who  acknowledged  his  striking  and  prepos- 
sessbg  appearance.    Fanny  said  less  about  him, 
bat  she  was  content  to  agree  with  her  com 
panion« 

''I  have  dianged  my  plans,  Ju/'  said  Sir 
Felix  to  fais  cousin,  when  they  met  that  morn- 
ing in  the  breakfast-room,  before  their  hostess 
made  her  appearance.  ^'I  intend  remaining 
here  another  fortnight,  so  be  good  enough  to 
write  and  tell  your  mother  not  to  expect  us  for 
that  time.  Of  course  you  will  not  think  of 
leaving  Derbyshire  before  me  ?** 

*'  Might  I  presume  to  inquire  your  motives 
for  this  caprice.  Sir  Felix,  after  having  posi- 
tively declined  Lady  Mostyn*8  very  pressing 
invitation  to  prolong  your  stay?  " 

"  You  may  presume  to  do  anything,  fair  Ju- 
lia, uidess  it  be  to  ask  me  to  marry  you,  which 
upon  my  honour  I  couldn't  do— By  the  bye,  do 
tell  me  if  this  confounded  wind  has  taken  the 
curl  out  of  my  whiskers.  I  have  been  positively 
so  struck  by  a  vision  of  beauty  that  came  across 
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besQtifhl  Miss  Herbert,  the  old  nabob's  heiress, 
and|  aad — in  short,  not  to  weary  your  ladyship 
with  details,  it  is  my  intention  to  mairry  her/' 

Lady  Jnlia  betrayed  no  ndgar  astonishment 
at  this  communication;  on  the  contrary,  she 
oidy  said,  '^  Is  the  lady  apprised  of  your  flat- 
tering intentions.  Sir  Felix?" 

**  Why,  not  exactly,  inasmuch  as  I  have 
not  yet  had  the  honour  of  an  introduction  to 
her,  nor  do  I  precisely  see  how  it  is  to  be 
managed,  since  she  does  not  appear  in  society 
at  present.  You  perhaps  can  assist  me,  by 
becommg  very  intimate  with  these  Aylmers, 
vhere  of  course  you  will  see  Miss  Herbert, 
and  then  you  can  give  her  a  hint  of  my  sen- 
timents— ^after  which  the  coast  will  be  clear." 

"  But  supposing  the  lady  shotdd  have  some 
pteviotts  attachment  ?"  suggested  his  cousin. 

Sir  Fehx's  only  reply  to  this  was  a  short, 
quiet  laugh,  while  he  sauntered  slowly  to  the 
shining  mirror  at  the  other  end  of  the  room, 
vnd  passed  his  fingers  carelessly  through  his 
rich  hair,  and  coaxed  his  well-trained  whiskers 
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into  a  more  graceful  carl ;  and  then  he  turned 
to  his  cousin  as  if  nothing  had  been  said. 

"  I  understand  you,"  replied  Lady  Julia,  '*  but 
it  may  chance  that  everybody  will  not  look  at 
Sir  Felix  Vaine  with  his  own  too  partial  eyes." 

"  I  have  small  fear  on  that  account,  gentle 
coz.,  small  fear  that  a  young,  inexperienced 
country  damsel,  will  show  less  taste  than  the 
courtly  and  ultra-fashionable  Lady  Julia 
Maddy." 

This  affectionate  dialogue  was  here  oppor- 
tunely ended,  by  the  entrance  of  Lady  Moslyn, 
to  whom    Sir  Felix,    with  many  well-timed 
compliments,    communicated  his  intention  of 
accepting  her  ladyship's  invitation  to  prolong 
his  visit ;    at  which  the  lady  expressed,  in  as 
many  more  compliments,   all  the   satisftction 
and  delight  such  a  compliance  gave  her — and 
then  Sir  Felix  buttered  his  toast  and  cracked 
his  egg,  without  paying  the  smallest  attention 
to  the   frowns  that  had  gathered  on  the  fair 
brow  of  his  dear  cousin  Ju. 
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became  very  much  attached  to  her.  As  she 
grew  up,  she  also  visited  him  occasionally,  and 
in  these  visits  she  was  sometimes  accompanied, 
and  often  met  by  Sir  Felix  Yaine,  who  stood 
in  the  same  degree  of  relationship  to  the  old 
man  as  herself,  and  had  probably  some  hopes 
of  succeeding  to  his  property.  At  length  the 
grandfather  died,  and  the  will  contained  certain 
unexpected  clauses.  The  whole  of  his  pro- 
perty he  left  to  his  grandson  Felix,  on  one 
condition,  which  was  that  of  marrying  his 
cousin  Julia,  whose  attachment,  it  hinted,  he 
had  discovered  ;  but  not  it  would  seem  being 
equally  certain  of  Sir  Felix's  reciprocating 
the  lady's  sentiments,  the  will  ftirther  decreed 
that  in  the  case  of  this  condition  being  re- 
fused, the  property  should  devolve  to  a  distant 
relative,  for  whom  the  old  man  knew  that  his 
grandson  had  a  mortal  hatred.  And,'*  con- 
tinued the  speaker,  glancing  triumphantly 
towards  her  rather  inattentive  host,  ''  the  con- 
ditions were  refused." 
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her  mother  is  his  aunt,  and  the  daughter  has 
no  brother^  Sir  Felix  takes  something  of  this 
place>  although  the  love  passages  in  regard 
to  the  will,  make  that  position  imperfect.  Al- 
together, it  is  one  of  those  curious  relations 
peculiar  to  English  society,  in  which  the  hmU 
tan  of  the  parties  shuts  the  lips  of  scandal ; 
although  it  certainly/'  continued  Mrs.  Nathan^ 
nodding  her  head  sagaciously,  '^  has  some  quali- 
ties in  its  composition  difficult  to  explain.  Now 
you  know  their  story,  my  dear  sir,  and  after 
all,  it  is  not  a  secret  one." 

"  Something  of  this  I  now  remember  to 
haye  heard,"  said  Mr.  Aylmer  rising,  as  if  he 
had  only  been  waiting  for  the  conclusion  of  Mrs. 
Nathan's  narrative,  to  leave  the  room ;  which 
he  now  did,  once  more  looking  inquiringly  at 
Fanny,  as  he  closed  the  door  after  him. 

His  departure  was  followed  by  the  entrance 
of  Charlotte  Dacres,  and  a  servant  with  the 
letter-bag.  Most  of  the  party  were  imme- 
diately too  much  interested  in  examining  the 
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contents  of  the  latter,  to  bestow  more  than  a 
pohte  salutation  on  the  former;  but  Miss 
Stanley  not  expecting,  or  not  caring  for  letters, 
noticed  that  the  same  look  which  had  so  ex- 
cited her  curiosity  the  preceding  evening,  now 
dwelt  on  the  features  of  Charlotte  in  a  more 
marked  and  decided  degree.  Their  cold,  con- 
temptuous eiqiression  was  replaced  by  a  kind 
of  timid  softness,  that,  however,  suited  their 
naturally  harsh  outline,  even  less  than  the 
sterner  one  they  had  hitherto  worn.  But  the 
conclusion  Miss  Stanley  was  about  to  draw 
from  all  this,  was  suddenly  checked  by  an 
exclamation  from  Mrs.  Aylmer.  "  Children !" 
she  cried,  addressing  Isabella  and  Fanny, 
"  your  poor  uncle  is  dead !  and  Stuart,  who 
is  his  heir,  will  be  here  in  a  few  days." 

Both  Eva  and  Alice  rose  and  left  the  room, 
probably  because  the  intelligence  concerned 
not  them*  The  latter,  however,  had  a  letter 
of  her  own  to  read,  and  they  both  hastened 
to  their  separate  apartments. 
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**  And  whaft  her  history?" 

"  A  blank,  my  lord." 


?HE  letter  which  Alice,  on  reaching  hci 
oom,  opened  and  read,  was  as  follows  :- 

"  Prior's-grave,  Devons 
"  2Sth   October,  II 

Dearest  Friend, 

If  you  have  not  quite  forgotten  on 
>ved  you  very  dearly,  come  to  me  as  8< 
lis  reaches  you.  I  am  alone,  and  ill 
Tetched. 

"Ni 
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"  P.S.  If  you  think  Maurice  can  travel  so 
far,  bring  the  dear  child  too,  and  every  com- 
fort shall  be  provided  for  him.'* 

The  last  letter,  prior  to  the  above,  which 
Alice  had  received  from  the  Signora  Solari, 
was  that  which  first  mentioned  her  intention  of 
coming  to  England.  Alice  had  written  to  her 
repeatedly  since,  and  had  much  wondered  at 
never  getting  any  answer.  It  was  now  plain 
that  these  letters  had  not  been  received,  since 
Nina  believed  Maurice  to  be  still  alive ;  and  the 
mystery  which  had  always  seemed  to  surround 
the  beaatifiil  and  lonely  widow  was  increased. 
Alice,  however,  would  gladly  have  awaited  its 
unravelling  one  short  week  longer.  It  was  so 
natural  she  should  wish  to  see  her  kind  cousin, 
after  such  an  absence — ay!  so  natural  too,  that 
she  should  wish  to  see  him,  now  that  no  im- 
pediment to  loving  him,  and  welcoming  his 
love,  existed.  So  many  things  might  happen 
be&re  she  returned ;  the  dark*eyed  and  grace- 
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fol  Eye,  now  in  her  nineteenth  year,  and  more 
richly  than  ever  endowed  with  the  increased 
loyeliness  of  youthful  womanhood,  would  be 
always  near  him — and  Alice  had  had  leisure 
lately  to  discorer  how  graceful  and  lovely  her 
rival  was ;  and  her  heart  ached  at  the  thought 
of  these  things.  But  then  came  the  reflection 
that  Stuart  Aylmer  was  not  one  lightly  to  change 
his  devotion,  so  the  sweet  trustfulness  of 
Alice's  gentle  nature  asserted  its  empire  in  her 
warm,  pure  breast,  and  she  determined  to  go 
at  once  to  her  firiend. 

Mr.  Aylmer,  to  whom  she  first  commimi- 
cated  this  intention,  vainly  tried  to  combat  it 
He  had  a  rooted  prejudice  against  all  fo- 
reigners, and  could  not  be  made  to  perceive 
the  necessity  for  a  "  yoimg  and  delicate  girl, 
just  recovering  from  a  severe  illness,  taking  a 
journey  of  some  hundred  miles  to  gratify  the 
whim  of  a  flighty  widow,  who  probably  had 
half-a-dozen  husbands  in  diflferent  parts  of  the 
world." 
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rmed  railways^  soon  brought  the  trayellen  to 
e  Devonshire  post-town  at  which  Mr.  Aly- 
er  and  his  companion  had  to  part.  And  it 
IS  with  renewed  reluctance  that  he  did  so, 
r  not  all  his  cousin's  representations  had  suc- 
eded  in  convincing  him  that  any  foreignei 
>uld  be  a  suitable  friend  or  companion  to  f 
rl  so  young  and  inexperienced  as  Alice ;  bui 
spite  of  his  prejudices,  he  was  forced  U 
iknowledge  that  under  the  present  circmn 
ances,  any  other  line  ot  conduct  than  tha 
hich  she  had  adopted  might  have  been  con 
dered  ungrateful  and  unchristianlike ;  anc 
I  with  many  and  repeated  expressions  o 
indness  and  affection,  he  at  length  took  hi 
ave* 

And  in  a  few  hours  more,  Alice  Nortoi 
und  herself  once  again  in  the  presence  o 
ina  Solari. 

It  was  not  much  more  than  half-a-year  sina 
ley  had  parted,  but  a  marked  and  strikiD( 
lange  had  been  wrought  in  both.     Nina  wai 
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still  lovely,  but  her  dark  eyes  had  the  deep 
light  which  great  excitement  leaves ;  the  soft 
cheek  was  very  pale,  and  though  the  beautiful 
mouth  retained  its  delicate  chiselling,  and  the 
graceful  figure  had  not  lost  any  portion  of  its 
natural  dignity;  there  was  something  in  her 
whole  appearance  drooping  in  aspect,  though 
not  in  mien;  and  something  in  the  vivid 
changes  of  the  countenance  which  showed  that 
the  elements  of  life  were  burning  up — ^while 
Alice's  pale  beauty  had  expanded  under  the 
influence  of  returning  peace  and  the  indulg- 
ence of  long-suppressed  hopes,  into  a  per* 
fection  of  loveliness  that  it  had  scarcely  given 
promise  of;  and  it  would  be  difficult  to  say 
which  was  the  more  astonished  at  looking  on 
the  other. 

Nina  was  the  first  to  speak,  after  the  cordial 
embrace  had  been  given. 

^*  You  are  surprised,  dearest  Alice,  to  see 
me  in  this  quiet  cottage  in  a  sequestered  Eng- 
lish village,  instead  of  at  my  own  beautiful 
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hare  spent  stk 
at  you  will  80( 
.  prefer  to  die 
part  of  the  wi( 
sticity  of  life  h 
[y  the  shadow 
ly  darkening  i 
already^  with  i 
happy,  Alice,  a 
;  dress,  carifu 
ice?** 

ler  friend  all  tl 
irted^  all  but  t 
leart,  which  h 
lortal  ear ;  of  tl 
ina  Solari  guess 
ice  or  twice  we 
's  countenance, 
*ge  dark  pupils 
ther  feelings  th 
used  in  the  you 
estions,  she  ma 
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And  for  hours  the  two  Mends  so  joyed  in 
each  other's  love-greetings,  and  in  the  renewed 
conmmnion  of  that  affection  which  to  the 
wealthy  widow  and  the  poor  cousin  was  not 
only  equally  common,  hut  equally  esteemed  a 
blessing  of  their  lots — ^tliat  nothing  besides  was 
spoken  of;  but  when  the  almost  untested  but, 
more  "  elegant,"  (to  use  such  a  delicate  word) 
diimer  than  seemed  in  accordance  with  cottage 
walk  was  orer,  .and  the  wan  light  of  the 
departed  sun  was  stealing  into  the  small  room, 
on  the  table  of  which  crystal  and  gold  showed 
diat  the  Signora  was  accompanied  by  some  of 
her  household  even  in  this  profoundly  obscure 
retreat,  Nina,  after  Alice's  renewed  request 
to  know  the  cause  of  that  change  which  seemed 
to  have  stricken  her  beautiful  friend  to  the 
dost,  no  longer  hesitated,  and  with  growing  ex- 
citement as  she  proceeded,  until  at  times  her  soft 
rich  Toice  had  the  thrilling  music  of  passionate 
wo,  the  pale  Italian  thus  shortly  told  the  history 
of  her  lot: — 
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"  I  will  not  fatdgue  you,  carina,  by  giving 
you  such  an  account  of  what  you  desire  to 
know,  as  my  heart  would  dictate,  but  simply 
tell  you  those  erents  which  have  led  to  my 
present  situation,  and  are  leading  me  to  the 
grave.  I  think  I  must  have  told  you  that  both 
my  parents  died  when  I  was  a  child,  and  that 
the  guardian  they  selected  for  me  erentaally 
became  my  husband ;  but  before  this,  I  was 
placed  in  one  of  those  expensive  convents  in 
which  Italian  girls  of  rank  and  fortune  are 
usually  taught  the  accomplishments  so  valued 
among  us.  It  was  there  that  I  became  ac- 
quainted with  Florence  Savile,  a  young  Eng- 
lish lady  about  my  own  age,  whose  fiunily 
were  travelling  on  the  continent,  and  whom 
delicate  health  had  obliged  to  remain  in  the 
convent  during  their  absence.  We  became 
friends,  Alice,  dear  and  devoted  friends,  and 
she  first  taught  me  to  love  the  land  of  freedom 
and  domestic  happiness — ^the  land  of  her  birth 
and  pride.    Well,  we  parted  at  length,  I  xo 
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e  married  to  a  man  I  scarcely  knew^  a 
lorence  to  retam  with  her  family  to  1 
Duntry  she  loyed  so  wellj  and  where  sc 
fter  she  became  the  loyed  and  loving  wife 
ne  whom  her  heart  had  chosen.  I  have  of 
>ld  you  that  my  own  married  life  was  far  fir 
eing  unhappy;  my  husband^  though  mi 
ears  my  senior^  was  neither  jealous  nor  i 
ose ;  he  was  kind  and  attentive  to  me,  i 
t  is  probable  that  in  time  I  should  hi 
samed  to  love  him  too,  but  death  separa 
LS  after  an  union  of  six  month<«,  and  at 
ge  of  nineteen  I  found  myself  mistress 
»nly  of  my  own  actions,  but  of  a  magnific 
brtnne  and  estate. 

'*  For  one  year  after  this  event,  I  lived  v 
ny  husband's  aunt  in  the  strictest  retirem< 
naintaining  all  the  while  a  constant  correspo 
mce  with  Florence.  At  the  end  of  that  t 
[  determined  to  accept  her  oft-repeated  ini/ 
don  to  visit  her  in  England,  and  accompai 
by  my  good-natured  and  complaisant  relat 
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it  was  that  a  i 

ied  heart — chan 

uth,  Alice,  reqi 
rm  a  lasting  atti 
^  those  impresd 
lis ;  and  a  stranj 
»t,  that  I  first  saip 
1  a  festival  daj,  i 
i  at  public  plat 
my  feelings  wl 
govern. — The  p 
speedily  confirn 
responded  to  by 
secret  commun 
I  read  in  mut 
reserved,  increai 
dl  the  deepest  si 
i  aroused  to  ap 
Led  to  have  chan{ 
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**I  would  have  fain  stayed  much  longer  than 
I  did  in  Paris,  for  I  had  youth,  wealth,  and 
beauty;  but  my  engagement  to  Tisit  Florence, 
and  the  disappearance  of  the  object  of  my 
passion  from  public  places,  made  me  resume 
my  journey  to  England,  with  a  heart  and  mind 
entirely  occupied  with  the  remembrance  of  the 
stranger  whose  influence  oyer  me  lost  nothing 
by  this  mutual  desertion  of  each  other.  It  was 
therefore  that  when  Florence,  whom  I  found 
the  very  type  of  English  domestic  happiness, 
talked  to  me,  as  she  loved  to  do,  of  her  hand- 
some and  noble  brother  Sidney,  I  listened 
coldly  and  without  interst  (knowing  how  she 
had  long  planned  that  this  brother  and  I  should 
love  each  other)  feeling  that  none  but  he 
whose  image  now  filled  my  heart  could  ever 
have  a  place  in  my  affections. 

**  You  will  marvel,  Alice,  at  enthusiasm  like 
this ;  but  though  you  may  not  understand,  be- 
lieve it  not  the  less.  As  truly  as  you  see  me  now 
a  miserable  wreck  of  all  I  once  was,  so  truly 
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concealing  our  engagement ;  but  Florence  was 
in  delicate  health,  and  I  suffered  another 
spring  to  come,  ere  I  urged  Sidney  to  make  his 
niother,  whom  we  all  so  loved  and  honoured, 
a  sharer  in  our  unclouded  happiness. 

"  He  followed  my  advice,  Alice,  and  told 
her  all,  but  it  was  to  me  that  her  answer  was 
giren;  and  gently  and  kindly  spoken  as  it 
was,  her  words  were  the  seeds  of  death;  and 
yet  I  could  not,  I  did  not  even  then  blame 
her. 

''  *  Nina,'  she  said,  in  her  own  soft,  kind 
voice — I  remember  her  very  words — *  you  are 
dear  to  me  as  my  own  sweet  Florence.  As 
her  friend,  and  for  your  own  sake,  I  have 
loved  you  very  dearly ;  as  the  chosen  of  my 
darling  son,  I  should  be  disposed  even  to  love 
you  better,  and  believe  me,  my  child,  when  I 
tell  you  so ;  but,  Nina  Solari,'  she  continued 
in  a  firm  but  moumftd  tone,  *  you  cannot  be 
his  wife,  or  my  daughter.  I  have  no  pre- 
judice against  your  country — ^your  birth  and 
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0  me,  and  unsay  the 
ring  moment  for  th 
f  and  her  fimmeu 
re  that  dreadful  int< 
ed  to  leare  Englan 
lej  again.  It  was 
lent  that  enabled  mc 
istand  her  fervent  pr 
Qise,  but  simply  si 
s,  and  in  a  state  bo 
icted  to  nothing. 

'  I  know,'  she  said, 
alone  my  son  will  c 

1  should  advise  yoi 
are  again  in  Ital} 

mating  this  conversat 
lave  his  mother  frc 
iself  firom  future  wr( 
L  will  be  firm,  Nina, 
»)rrespond  with  him 
e,  for  I  trust  all  to  ^ 
'  I  cotdd  not  speal 
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embracing    me^   she    put  into  my  hands  an 
English  Bible,  with  these  words — 

'' '  My  child,  in  your  hours  of  solitude  read 
this;  read  it  attentively  and  with  earnest 
prayer,  and  if  ever  from  its  perusal,  by  God's 
blessing,  you  shall  become  convinced  of,  and 
reject  the  errors  of  the  Bomish  church,  then, 
my  Nina,  I  need  not  say  with  what  joy  I  shall 
welcome  you  to  my  heart,  as  the  wiie  of  my 
son,  the  sister  of  Florence,  and  my  own  dear 
daughter.' 

''  And  I  returned  to  the  land  of  my  birth,  with 
a  bruised  and  bleeding  heart,  and  it  was  then 
I  wrote  my  first  and  last  letter  to  him  I  had 
so  worshipped.  I  told  him  all  that  had  passed 
between  his  noble  mother  and  myself,  and 
of  my  fixed  determination  to  fulfil  her  wishes. 
I  said  nothing  of  the  parting  hope  she  had 
held  out  to  me,  for  I  felt  how  dight  a  one  it 
was.  I  was  no  bigot  to  my  religion,  but  that 
which  we  have  been  taught  from  our  infimcy 
to    believe,  is  not  easily  relinquished  for  an- 
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'  creed;  and  so  I  spoke  not  of 
dj,  although  I  fiilly  determined  U 
book  she  had  given  me,  and  at  Ic 
our  to  form  an  impartial  judgment  I 
wo. 

Sidney  wrote  to  me  in  reply  to  m; 
every  word  spoke  his  deep  and 
ippiness.  He  did  not  try  to  con: 
lutions — his  mother  had  more  ii 
him  than  she  herself  believed — 
talked  of  hope,  that  hope  whic 
ome  to  mention  to  him,  and  even 
berless  books  which  he  implored 
— and  many  letters  followed  that 
of  the  most  passionate  tenderness 
m ;  but  I  replied  to  none  of  them, 
ber  and  to  Florence  1  often  wrote — s 
e  kind  and  affectionate  as  ever.  1 1< 
I  was  fulfilling  their  wishes,  and  8( 
now  the  truth,  but  I  told  them  nc 
only  occupation  ;  that  I  rejected  all 
amusement,  and  devoted  myself  to 
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task  alone.  I  told  them  not  that  the  more  I 
prayed  for  conviction,  the  farther  it  receded 
from  me,  and  that  I  was  forced  to  acknowledge 
to  myself  at  last,  that  I  sought  it  not  for  its 
own  pure  sake,  but  for  the  gratification  of  an 
earthly  passsion ;  and  that  therefore  my  prajers 
were  all  unanswered.  I  told  them  nothing  of 
this,  Alice,  but  I  felt  it  bitterly ;  and  my  health 
declined  imder  the  struggle  I  endured.  The 
exercises  of  my  own  religion  afforded  me  no 
consolation,  for  was  I  not  already  a  traitor  to 
it?  and  yet  the  one  I  sought  to  adopt  shed  no 
soothing  influence  over  me. 

"  At  length,  the  reason  for  my  seclusion 
began  to  be  conjectured  among  those  whose 
society  I  refused,  and  my  aunt  told  me  it  was 
whispered  that  she  proud  and  wealthy  widow 
was  loye-sick. 

''  I  had  thought  that  I  was  steeled  against  all 
trifling  annoyances,  but  my  pride  was  deeply 
stung  by  these  reports;  and  from  that  time, 
Alice,  I  assumed,  and  I  beliere  successfullyi 
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outward  gaiety  of  m] 
ITS,  I  was  very  far  iron 
It  was  about  this  time  '. 

you.  You  were  En] 
Ded  at  oDce  for  your  firi 
e,  dear  Alice^  and  th 

I  had  eyer  hoped  to  1 
eft  me^  and  I  sank  in 

than.  eyer. 

By  degrees,  my  cc 
ence  and  her  mother 
fose  they  felt  that  my  c 
-at  least  I  felt  so  mjrse 
ing  desire  to  see  this  ^ 
again;  and  you  may  re 
11  you  I  was  coming. 
t  I  had  a  quarrel  wi 
ined  me  some  weeks 
became  reconciled,  bv 
)4ny  me  again  to  Engk 
ys detested;  so,  leavir 
ri-yilla,  I  departed,  ac 
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"o  of  my  household,  and  a  fidthfii 
raiting-iroinany  who  had  come  wit] 
her  own  countrj.    Poor  Mary  wa 

delighted  as  myself  to  leaye  th 
Italy,  and  on  oar  landing  in  Englani 

such  an  anxious  wish  to  ridt  he 
where  her  old  parents  lived,  that 
refiise  her  permission  to  go ;  and  nc 
'self  whither  I  first  bent  my  wear 
agreed    to    accompany  her  to  tbi 

lad  described  it  to  me  as  a  model  < 
Lty ;  and  though  so  late  in  the  seaso 
^ame,  I  was  not  disappointed.  H 
our  arrival  was  the  sabbathi  an 
inking  it  would  be  lonely  for  me  ^ 
DO  without  a  friend  to  speak  to,  e\ 
}  to  go  to  their  little  church.  I  h 
ore  attended  a  place  of  Frotesta: 
ind  the  beauty  and  simplicity  of  tl 
uck  me  deeply.  It  was  true  the 
trained  or  scientific  vocalists  to  su 
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praises  of  their  Maker;  there  was  no 
Uing  organ  to  reverherate  through  the 
ible  aisles;  but  I  missed  them  not^  foi 
e  was  that  which  must  in  the  sight  of  God 
I  fsur  more  acceptable  ofifering,  the  \mtu- 
d  but  earnest  voices  of  the  congregatioUj 
oining,  young  and  old,  rich  and  poor,  in 
holy  songs  of  praise. 

The  sermon  was  short,  and  adapted  to  the 
Eu;ity  of  the  hearers ;  but  its  truthAil  elo- 
nee  penetrated  to  the  heart  I  saw  manji 
)  had  entered  that  little  church  with  s 
red-down  look  of  anxious  care,  leave  il 
1  an  aspect  of  humble  hopefulness,  that 
daimed  more  than  the  most  gifted  tongues 
Id  do  that  this  was  the  religion  of  God  I 
1  with  the  rapid  influence  of  feeling  on  the 
d,  I  was  half  convinced  already.  Thai 
evolent  and  intellectual-looking  old  man^ 
\e  lowly  but  apparently  sincere  worshipperSi 

done  more  for  me  than  months  of  earnest 
iy  had  been  able  to  accomplish.      But  I 

F  2 
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8ted  not  here.  I  sent  for  that  faitliful 
inister ;  I  confided  to  him  my  doubts  of  the 
fallibility  of  my  own  faith,  and  my  desire 
know  more  of  his;  and  with  Christian 
itience,  with  a  fatherly  solicitude,  he  helped 
e  to  solve  all  my  difficxdties,  explained  all 
at  appeared  obscure^  and  finally,  Alice,  made 
e  a  complete  proselyte  to  your  beautiful  and 
uthful  religion.  And  think  not  while  this 
as  going  on,  that  my  thoughts  and  feel- 
gs  were  of  the  earthly  reward  my  convcr- 
m  would  secure.  I  sought  the  truth  for 
e  truth's  sake,  and  therefore  it  was  that  I 
und  it. 

**  It  Was  not  until  some  weeks  after  mj 
iblic  profession  of  the  Protestant  £uth,  bj 
tendance  at  the  holy  altar,  that  I  indulged  in 
ose  delicious  hopes  that  sprang  from  it  And 
en  I  first  thought  of  communicating  the  long- 
ished-for  change  to  those  who  I  felt  would  so 
joice  to  hear  it ;  but  again  I  hesitated,  and 
irank  from  the  task  as  though  it  were  forward 
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it  mechflmicaify,  and 
not  expecting  to  find 
WB8  deceived,  bow- 
Alice — hr  my  cire- 
on  a  paragn^  tliit 
.  JtwBB,  'Mairiedy 
ay,  Sidney,  onlyaon 
le,  of  SaTille-coazt,' 
-with  a  long  liit  of 
it ;  and  it  said,"  con- 
irriedly,  ''  that  diii 
I  some  months  by  the 
B  mother ;  and  after 
itails  of  the  happiness 
heir  long  attachment 
]Bt  was  fedse — ^I  knew 
\d  finished  reading  it, 
illy  so.  Yes,  strange 
ret  feeling,  as  I  laid 
ipation  and  astonish- 
Bctoal  news,  peo^ 
ich  fictions  as  these. 
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her  past  gneh,  but  stroye,  with  eyerj  effort 
the  most  earnest  affection  could  dictate,  to 
wean  Nina's  own  mind  fix)m  dwelling  on 
them — but  this  was  no  easj  task.  The  old 
clergyman,  too,  visited  her  constancy,  en- 
deayouring  to  pour  the  balm  of  consolation 
into  his  proselyte's  stricken  heart — ^although, 
from  being  ignorant  of  the  source  her  misery 
sprung  from,  he  succeeded  eyen  less  than  Alice 
had  done;  and  at  length,  by  his  adyice,  the 
latter  urgently  implored  her  friend  to  try  a 
change  of  scene.  Nina  for  some  time  te- 
hemently  opposed  the  idea.  She  had  so  long 
made  up  her  mind  to  die  there,  and  this  wish 
she  now  clung  to,  with  the  tenacity  and  obsti- 
nacy of  a  confirmed  invalid;  but  the  winter  was 
pretty  far  advanced,  and  the  desolation  of  the 
lonely  village  every  day  increased.  All  around 
was  cold,  and  damp,  and  dispiriting,  and  so 
at  last  Alice  gained  her  point;  and  by  promii- 
ing  to  accompany  her,  succeeded  in  persuading 
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T^ina  to  set  out  for  Paris,  the  oi 
she  coiild  be  prevailed  upon  to  | 

They  reached  this  city  in 
time,  and  the  Signora's  health 
proved  than  otherwise  by  the 
her  arrival,  she  wrote  to  her 
de  Eozel,  begging  her  to  joi] 
request  was  immediately  comp 
having  secured  a  pleasant  vill 
miles  of  the  capital,  the  three 
down  there  for  the  winter. 
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*  But  cannily  step  when  je  come  to  court  me, 
AnA  oooM  DA*  ouleBS  the  b«ek  door  be  i^** 


Thb  following  letter  was  written  by  Stuart 
Aylmer  to  an  old  college  friend,  about  this 
time  :  — 

"  Rome  Oct.,  18.— 

"  Deab  Alfred^ 

"  The  papers,  if  you  ever  read  them,  will 
have  informed  you  of  the  recent  death  of 
my  kind  and  worthy  uncle.  The  pressure 
of  circumstances  attending  this  event  has 
alone  prevented  me  from    replying  to  your 
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nerous  and  searching  questions.     Y( 
e  me  of  want  of  CQpfidence^  and  a 

of  my  ancient  friendship;  and  firo: 
:htest  appearances  of  these,  deduc 
irence  that  I  am   in   love.      Now, 

intention  to  disprove  your  two  fix 
lations,   by  making  you  the  recipi< 

half-formed  hopes  and  feelings;  a 
the  last,  though  I  shall  not  put  yoi 
sle  friendship  to  the  test  by  indulgi 
psodies  beginning  with  a  Moore-ith  dc 
L  of  some  fair  one,  still,  since  your 
»Ues  that  you  really  feel  an  interest  in  ] 
what  is  passing  in  this  doubting,  uug 
rt  of  mine,  take  the  simple,  unadomei 
ve,  and  make  the  most  of  it. 

Tou  already  know  that  about  six  m 
I  joined  my  family  in  England,  having 
alien  since  my  boyhood.  That  I  wa 
ointed  in  some,  and  delighted  in 
abers  of  it,  will  scarcely  surprise  you 
9  not  of  them  I  am  now  to  speak. 
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kther  had  been^  some  jears  ago,  left  goardian 
)r  joint-guardian  with  an  old  clergyman  in 
(Westmoreland  to  the  daughter  of  a  Mr.  Her- 
bert, an  acquaintance  in  India,  and  this  young 
lady  had  been  domesticated  with  our  &jdj1j 
some  short  time  when  I  arrived  in  England. 
When  I  tell  you  that  it  is  to  her  I  am  at- 
^hed,  I  need  say  nothing  in  the  way  of  de- 
scription, for  everything  of  praise  that  I  conld 
nrrite  woxdd  naturaUy  be  placed  to  the  account 
sf  a  lover's  partiality  or  blindness.  One  thing, 
tiowever,  I  must  add — because  it  is  necessary 
to  make  you  understand  all  my  feelings — that 
Miss  Herbert  is  an  heiress;  however,  this  did 
not  (as  perhaps  it  ought  to  have  done)  prevent 
me  falling  in  love  with  her,  and  it  was  only 
when  my  mother — ^for  I  must  tell  you  all— 
urged  upon  me  the  expediency  of  my  marry- 
ing her  rich  and  lovely  guest,  that  I  began  to 
reflect  on  the  construction  which  would  natu- 
rally be  put  on  such  an  act 

"  You  have  often  accused  me  of  being  fasti- 
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Ly  and  I  could  be  assured  she  chose  me, 
because  she  knew  no  other^  but  becsusej 
owing  othecs,  she  prefeired  me  to  alL 
Vastly  fine  and  high-flown/  I  can  hncj  I 
you  saying,  '  but  a  very  dangerous  ezpe- 
it'  Granted:  but  I  woidd  rather  lose  her 
dear  as  it  is  to  me  now,  than  when  we 
married — remember,  I  am  nearly  thirty! 
1  hardly  nineteen — ^rather  an  awkward  dis- 
r  some  would  think.  At  any  rate,  I  intend 
to  keep  the  resolution  I  have  made.  It 
refore  probable  I  shall  not  return  to  Eng- 
for  two  years,  but  my  plans  are  not  yet 
ed.  When-  they  are  so,  you  shall  hear 
me  again.  Till  which  time,  believe  me, 
Alfred,  with  undiminished  regard, 
"  Yours  aflfectionately, 

'*  Stuart  Atucbb. 
^  S. — I  haye  just  heard  that  the  least  of 
)6tacles  to  my  love  is  remoyed,  for  I  am 
acle's  sole  heir ;  and  though  my  wealth 
rery  fitr  short  indeed  of  hers,  still  I  am  a 
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assertions^  fwne  hare  erer  resisted  his  &sci- 
nations.  Don't  fancy  I  mean  to  imply  any 
doubt  of  the  allegiance  of  the  ladye  of  your 
love^  but  you  have  sisters  whose  hearts  may 
not  be  pre-engaged^  so  lose  no  time^  but  go 
at  once,  and  look  after  the  doings  of  that  wolf 
in  sheep's  clothing." 

Whether  this  advice  was  welcome  or  other- 
wise this  history  does  not  record,  but  simply 
states  that  it  was  implicitly  followed;  for  in  less 
than  a  week  after  the  receipt  of  lus  friend's  letteri 
Stuart  Aylroer  had  bid  adieu  to  the  ancient  city 
of  Rome,  and  was  travelling  with  all  the  speed 
the  Italian  system  of  conveyance  allowed  to- 
wards the  white  coasts  of  southern  England. 

"  I  an^  very  glad  she  is  ftdrly  gone  before 
Stuart's  return,"  said  Mrs.  Aylmer  to  her  hus- 
band, the  first  time  they  had  an  opportuni^  of 
speaking  together  after  tlie  return  of  the  latter 
from  conducting  his  young  cousin  to  her  ftiend. 

*'  And  why  so  ?"  was  the  quiet  answer. 

"  Upon  my  word,  Mr.  Aylmer,  you  mast 
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be  blind  not  to  have  seen  that  there  was  a  sort 
of  £mcied  attachment  between  Stuart  and  Alice 
Norton;  and  the  idea  of  encouraging^  or  per- 
mitting such  folly^  even  before  our  son  was 
one  of  the  wealthiest  young  men  in  Eng- 
Isnd,  would  have  been  absurd  in  the  extreme; 
but  now^  when  he  may  take  his  choice  of  any 
in  the  county  (titles  included)^  I  absolutely 
shudder  at  the  bare  supposition  of  his  lower- 
ing himself  by  a  marriage  with  a  paltry  little 
cousin  without  a  penny." 

**  Had  Stuart  been  educated  by  you^  Mrs. 
Aylmer/'  said  the  husband,  '^  doubtless  his 
ideas  on  these  matters  would  have  corresponded 
with  your  own^  and  those  of  your  dutiful  daugh- 
ters. As  it  is^  I  iun  perfectly  convinced  that  no 
consideration,  either  of  title  or  fortune,  will 
influence  him  in  his  choice  of  a  wife ;  and  I 
can  only  say,  that  if  he  loves  that  pretty  Alice, 
and  she  loves  him,  he  shall  have  my  hearty  con- 
sent to  marry  her." 

"  And  mine  never  T*  was  the  indignant  an- 
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swer.  ''  Seally,  Mr.  Aylmer,  you  are  too  ri- 
diculous/'  continued  the  affisctbnate  wife. 
''  Why^  since  it  has  been  known  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood that  Stuart  has  succeeded  to  such  a 
fortune,  and  is  coming  home,  I  hare  done  no- 
thing but  answer  notes  of  congratulation  and 
invitation." 

"  Bather  extraordinary  to  congratulate  you 
on  the  death  of  your  husband's  brother.  Is  it 
not^  my  dearr* 

'^  Pshaw !  Everybody  knows  that  he  has 
been  dying  for  the  kst  ten  years,  and  that 
you  have  not  seen  him  for  twice  as  many 
more.  I  teU  you,  Mr.  Aylmer,  your  soil 
may  marry  a  duke*s  daughter  if  he  pleases. 
I  once  thought  of  Miss  Herbert  for  him,  but 
I  confess  I  shall  now  be  content  witli  nothing 
less  than  a  titled  wife." 

''  All  very  natural,  I  suppose,  but  I  should 
have  thought  by  this  time  you  knew  me  too 
well,  to  give  yourself  the  trouble  of  detail* 
ing  your  ambitious  aehemes  to  me.      Where 
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IB  TOOT  £riend  Mn.  Nathan?  SHewiU  do  you 
the  &Toiir  of  listening,  I  dare  say/' 

''She  would,  indeed,  listen  far  more  gra* 
donsly  to  anything  concerning  my  children's 
welfare,  than  their  fiither  ever  condescends 
to  do,  but  she  is  always  out  now." 

"  So  much  the  better,  my  dear,  for  those 
who  stay  at  home.  I  wonder  you  are  not  tired 
of  her  by  this  time." 

'*  And  if  I  were,  it  would  be  of  little  use, 
o&lesi  you  would  have  me  turn  her  out  of  the 
heose.  Even  that  would  not  surprise  me  from 
you!" 

*'  Thanks,  my  lore,  for  the  compliment  'to 
ay  hospitality.  At  present  I  am  thinking  more 
of  asking  some  one  in,  than  of  turning  anybody 
out." 

''  And  who  is  thatr*  said  Mrs.  Aylmer,  with 
a  slight  show  of  interest.  "  Has  Fanny  taken 
nme  new  fancy  into  her  head,  for  I  am  sure 
ytm  neTer  study  any  one's  pleasure  but  hers?" 

**  Periiaps  my  present  plan  may  suit  you  and 
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your  eldest  daughter  better  than  poor  Fanny, 
though  I  shall  certainly  not  carry  it  into  exe- 
cution  without  ascertaining  whether  it  will  be 
agreeable  to  her  or  not'' 

*'  Of  course,  my  opinion  is  not  of  the 
smallest  consequence." 

''  I  am  so  certain  not  only  of  your  approba- 
tion, but  of  your  yery  particular  satisfitction, 
should  my  invitation  be  accepted,  that  it  would 
be  a  mere  waste  of  time  to  ask  it" 

And  with  a  formal  bow,  and  a  quiet  good- 
morning,  the  husband  departed,  enjoying  the 
idea  of  having  put  Ins  heartless,  fine-lady  wife 
into  a  very  restless  state  indeed.  He  was  in 
the  best  humour,  and  the  highest  spirits  pos- 
sible; indeed,  if  he  had  not  been  so,  he  would 
never  have  talked  so  long  on  any  subject  to 
his  affectionate  helpmate. 

Mr.  Aylmer  was  not  insensible  to  the  good 
fortune  of  his  son,  and  it  would  be  unnatnnl 
and  absurd  to  imagine  that  he  did  not  rejoice 
at  it,  after  shedding  the  tributary  tear  to  the 
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memory  of  a  brother  whom  he  remembererl 
only  as  the  plajmate  of  his  boyhood;  but  al- 
though he  gave  the  advantages  of  riches  their 
due  importance^  and  loved  his  only  son  as  dearly 
u  any  son  could  desire  to  be  loved^  yet  it  was 
nothing  connected  with  Stuart  that  caused  the 
nnnsual  gladness  of  the  &ther's  heart  at  pre- 
sent. It  was  the  sight  of  a  faint^  a  very  faint 
bloom  on  his  darling  Fanny's  cheeky  and  the 
loimd  of  a  low^  but  mtisical  laugh  which  he 

**  Had  not  heard  for  long.** 

"  My  precious  child  will  recover  yet/'  said 
he^  as  he  marked  these  cheering  signs;  and 
amid  the  bustle  of  the  day  and  the  stillness  of 
the  night,  he  repeated  it  again  and  again,  "  my 
precious  child  will  recover  yet!" 

On  leaving  Ins  wife,  he  proceeded  at  once 
to  the  drawing-room  in  search  of  this  beloved 
object  of  his  most  anxious  thoughts;  and  find- 
ing her,  as  he  expected,  with  Eva,  conununi- 
cated  his  errand  at  once. 

"  Well,  Fan,  my  pet,  what  say  you  to  a  ride 
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this  morning,  with  your  old  papa  for  a  beau? 
—or  is  it  too  cold  to  tempt  you?*' 

*'  I  shall  be  delighted  to  go  with  dear  papa,'* 
said  Fanny,  with  a  determined  eflfort  at  cheer- 
fulness, **  and  will  be  ready  in  a  moment  — 
and  perhaps  Eva  will  accompany  usf' 

"  I  would  with  pleasure,  dear  Fanny,"  was 
the  reply,  '^  but  I  have  promised  to  take  a  long 
walk  with  Miss  Stanley  before  dinner." 

**  Besides,"  continued  Mr.  Aylmer, ''  I  want 
to  make  a  call,  and  I  know  Miss  Herbert  dis- 
likes  visiting." 

**  On  whom  ?"  demanded  Fanny,  looking 
rather  less  pleased. 

"  Why,  on  Lady  Mostyn — to  thank  her,  in 
the  first  place,  for  her  kind  congratulations  (» 
my  brother's  death,  and  to  assure  her  that  my 
son  has  not  the  slighest  intention  of  throwing 
himself  at  the  feet  of  her  daughter." 

Eva  passed  quietly  from  the  room. 

Fanny  replied — ^*  Surely,  dear  papa,  yoa 
would  not  say  anything  so  rude  I " 
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be  an  agreeable  surprise  to  your  brother  to 
find  him  here.  There  is  tolerable  shooting  in 
the  neighbourhood^  and  I  have  ordered  a  new 
billiard-table  from  town.  You  know  we  most 
deyise  some  means  of  keeping  our  rich  man 
with  us  a  little  while^  or  he  will  want  to  be 
spending  his  money  in  London^  and  our  being  in 
mourning  will  prevent  us  gadding  about  much 
for  a  month  or  two ;  therefore  I  think  nothing 
could  be  better  than  this  plan  of  mine.  Lady 
Julia  seems  a  charming  woman,  and  Sir  FeUz 
himself  is  universally  sought  after.  The  only 
thing  is,  will  they  come  ?  But  you  don't  ans- 
wer. Fan.    You  can't  see  any  objection  to  it?" 

"  None  in  the  world,  dear  papa,  if  yon 
think  it  will  give  the  smallest  pleasure  to 
Stuart,  or  be  the  means  of  keeping  him  a  day 
longer  at  home ;  but  I  confess  it  does  not  strike 
me  that  he  and  Sir  Felix  Y aine  would  accord 
well." 

''  Bless  the  girl !  what  nonsense  has  been  put 
into  your  head?     Do  you  imagine,   because 
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Ike  neireBl  of  the  new  nords  in  her  haad, 
redinii^r,  oa  a  Tery  eMy  8q&;  md  Lady  Julia 
Maddy  sitting  Mar  hfir>  with  a  boQfiack 
perdwd  on  her  fiager,  on  which,  every  two  or 
three  minutee,  she  bestowed  a  most  affi^etioaate 


'^  Delighted  to  eee  yon/'  said  the  mistress  of 
the  house,  rising,  and  placij^  Fanny  by  her 
side  on  the  sofiu  ^  Mr.  Aylmer,  this  Tisit  is 
kind  indeed.  Julia  luad  I  are  abeohitely  dying 
of  ennui;  nobody  to  go  out  with,  andnoooeto 
stay  and  amuse  us  at  home.  As  for  Sir  CSieries, 
I  nerer  see  him  after  bireak£wt,  and  Sir  Fdix 
ia  very  little  better." 

Mr.  Aylmer  attempted  to  say  eomethiBg 
about  the  want  of  gallantry  in  leaiing  two  sncli 
dMxming  ladies  alone,  but  Lady  Julia's  yttj 
Tisible  accession  of  colour  etepped  him  in  die 
middle  of  his  speech,  and  he  abm^y  asked 
her  ladyship  if  the  were  fond  of  birds  ? 

Now,  considering  that  he  had  seen  her  kiss 
the  one  she  held  on  her  finger  at  least  a  dosen 
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who  dotes  on  his  children,  particularly  on 
Ginny,  has  contriyed  a  charming  studio  for 
her.  It  was  originally  a  sort  of  payQion 
opening  into  the  garden,  a  mere  summer  •room; 
but  he  has  had  it  fitted  up  according  to  her 
taste,  warmed  with  stoyes,  and  made  com* 
pletely  wind  and  water-tight  The  conyersa* 
tory  is  on  one  side,  which  fills  the  room  with 
a  delightful  perfume,  and  being  quite  separate 
firom  the  principal  apartments  of  the  house,  it 
is  perfectly  quiet,  and  the  yery  place  for  study. 
I  sometimes  fear  the  poor  child  will  injure  her 
health  by  such  dose  application.  I  assure  you 
(looking  at  Mr.  Aylmer)  she  firequentiy  passes 
a  day  without  seeing  a  creature  besides  the 
servants." 

Mr.  Aylmer  petitioned  to  be  one  of  the  party 
to  the  studio ;  and  Lady  Mostyn,  giying  a 
smiling  assent,  triumphantiy  led  the  way. 

''  I  know,'*  she  said,  on  reaching  the  door, 
'^  we  shall  find  the  young  student  in  deshabille, 
but  for  this  I  will  make  no  apologies.    A  fin® 
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not  hvring  be«n  diitiirbed  iat  vmb  lagdi  of 


But  prettjT  and  novel  as  tins  litde  apartnient 
was,  the  eyes  of  Ike  intraders  fixed  theanebes 
at  onoe,  to  the  ezdosion  of  ererj  other  object, 
onher,  ^  of  this fidry  eell  the ^te,''  andher 
eompeiiion-— fer  the  £dr  reduse  fer  onoe  hid 
feUwed  the  severity  of  her,  *'  dose  appUca* 
tion,'*  and  aduitted  a  Tintor. 

But  that  Lady  MoBtjn  should  not  be  thoog^ 
to  haTe  too  grosdy  miirepresented  tiie  natme 
of  her  daughter's  porsmts,  it  must  be  eonfessed 
that  Gineyra  had  a  book  befinre  her,  tliougb  it 
did  net  appear  to  be  a  dusty  folio,  while  on  an 
ottoman  near  her  was  a  g^uitar,  with  half  the 
strings  broken.  Tes,  there  was  a  book,  and  & 
was  open  too,  and  very  pretty  and  ioterestiag 
the  young  student  looked,  if  student  die  may 
still  be  called,  with  her  chestnut  zingleti  shadr 
tng  her  Tery  fair  and  youthftd  Ace,  and  her 
taper  fingers  pushed  carelesdy  thiougb  thes, 
looking  whiter  and  more  delicate  from  dicir 
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contratt  to  those  thiniBg  treflses;  and  eyes  of 
iireetest  Uae  were  bent  eagerly  on  the  book 
be&re  her,  to  some  passage  in  which  a  yonng 
and  handsome  man,  who  leant  over  her  chair, 
▼as  pointing. 

It  must  not  be  imagined  that  the  actors  in 
tbii  scene  continued  fixed  in  their  attitudes, 
like  iaibau  vkants,  for  the  edifioaiion  of  the 
apectators ;  for  one  single  instant  only  did 
they  appear  as  described.  An  exclamation  of 
aomething  between  horror  and  indignation, 
&om  Lady  Mostyn,  roused  them  both  from  that 
deep  interest  in  their  book,  which  the  soft 
and  cautious  opening  of  the  door  had  fiBoled  to 
interrupt 

''  Ginetra !  Percy  Northoott !''  was  all  that 
her  aitonishment  and  passion  gave  her  power  to 
ntter,  while  Mr.  Aylmer,  unable  to  restrain  him<* 
self,  burst  into  a  fit  of  lau^ter.  Neither  his 
mirth,  nor  her  mother's  evident  anger  appeared 
lA  all  to  discompose  the  fidr  occupant  of  the  cell. 
Qmetly  placing  a  chair  for  Fiumy,  and  receir* 
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11^  her  Tisitors  with  coorteous  nonchalance^ 
MiBS  Mostjn  took  a  Beat  in  the  midst  of  thenii 
and  crossing  her  legs,  (rerealing  a  rery  snuUi 
pretty,  and  delicately  slippered  fi>ot,)  b^an 
conrersmg  on  the  usual  topics  of  the  day; 
while  Lady  Mostyn,  almost  beside  henelf 
with  ftBtomshment,  was  attempting  to  explain 
to  Mr.  Aylmer  that  the  son  of  Doctor  Notth- 
cott  had  passed  most  of  his  early  days  at  Baby- 
hall,  where  he  was  almost  looked  npon  as  a 
brother  by  her  children.  And  after  sometime 
had  been  spent  in  these  explanations,  during 
which  Ginevra  looked  perfectly  unembarrassed, 
her  Ladyship  endeavouring,  though  ineffec* 
tuaUy,  to  conceal  her  vexation,  requested  the  rest 
of  the  party,  including  her  daughter,  to  fcUov 
her  to  the  drawing-room  again.  Mr.  Aylmer, 
however,  declined  remaining  longer,  as  he 
found  Sir  Felix  was  not  expected  home  tOl 
dinner-time ;  and  bidding  a  kindly  and  smiliiig 
adieu  to  the  two  fellow-students,  and  a  polite 
one  to  Lady  Mostyn,  he  departed,  followed  by 
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Tvomj,  who  had  contriyed  first  to  shake  hands 
wamJj  with  her  new  acquaintance,  and  to 
ascertain  that  the  book  she  had  been  studying 
with  Percy  Northcott  was  Moore's  ''  Lalla 
Bookh.*' 


Q  3 
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**  Then  safe,  though  flattered  and  amaied. 
She  paused^  and  on  the  stranger  gaied.** 


*'  Upon  my  word,"  said  Mr.  Aylmer,  as  soon 
as  he  had  recovered  from  his  third  fit  of  laugh- 
ter, as  they  were  proceeding  towards  home, 
*'  that  Miss  Ginny  is  a  very  fine  girl ;  and  if 
it  wasn't  so  plain  that  her  little  heart  is  giyen 
to  that  young  sailor,  I  should  have  no  objection 
to  Stuart  trying  his  chance  with  her.   How  you 

Id  keep  your  countenance.  Fan,  is  a  perfect 

nrel  to  me.** 

'  If  I  had  looked  at  Lady  Mostyn  it  is  very 
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likely  I  thould  not  luye  luceeeded  in  doing 
it ;  but  I  was  so  interested  by  the  sight  of  that 
fidry-Iike  girl^  thftt  I  never  thought  of  her 
mother — I  expected  something  so  different  in 
a  daughter  of  Lady  Mostyn's.'' 

'*  And  to  confess  the  truths  so  did  I^  Fan. 
She  has  never  been  much  wilh  her  fiishionable 
parent.  111  answer  for  it" 

''  No^  I  hare  heard  bdbre  that  both  the 
children  were  frequently  left  at  Baby^hall 
with  a  governess,  while  their  fiither  and  mother 
were  in  London  or  abroad." 

''  Ah,  I  see ;  and  young  Northcott  has  been 
their  playfellow.  He  is  getting  rather  too  old, 
though,  for  this  now,  eh?  But  I  have  heard 
the  Doctor  speak  enthusiastically  of  his  son. 
He  has  just  returned  from  a  long  cruise,  I 
believe." 

"  Yes,  we  met  him  at  Lady  Mostyn*s  ball. 
I  wonder  if  they  are  really  lovers,"  continued 
Fanny ;  and  she  fell  into  a  reverie  which  lasted 
till  they  had  nearly  arrived  at  home,  when  she 
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waa  flud^xdj  rouaed  by  her  father  exclaiming, 
abruptly--* 

''  Here  cornea  Sir  Felix  1  we  are  in  luck'a 
way.    Now  fer  the  invitation.  Fan." 

Sir  Felix  was,  as  usual,  only  attended  by 
his  two  dogs,  and  he  manifested  very  decided 
syniptoms  of  pleasure  at  the  rencontre. 

''  Good  morning  to  you.  Sir  Felix,"  began 
Mr.  Aylmer ;  ''  rather  cold  to-day,  but  my 
little  girl  and  I  hare  braved  the  weather,  and 
all  on  your  account.'* 

''  You  do  me  infinite  honour,"  replied  Sir 
Felix,  bowing  rery  gracefully,  and  looking 
inquiringly  towards  Fanny,  who  was  smoothing 
her  horse's  mane. 

''  I  understood,"  continued  Mr.  Aylmer, 
'^  that  you  were  about  to  leave  this  part  of 
the  country;  and  as  my  son  is  just  coming 
to  it,  I  thiok  it  would  be  a  vast  pity,  being 
old  friends,  that  you  shouldn't  meet;  so,  if  you 
can  put  up  with  the  society  of  a  quiet  family 
like  ours,  do  come  and  spend  your  Christmas 
at  Elmcourt." 
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Now  there  was  nothmg  in  the  whole  world 
that  conld  at  that  moment  hare  given  Sir  Felix 
Vaine  more  satisfaction  than  this  invitation. 
Absorbed  as  he  was  in  his  own  manifold  at* 
tractions^  he  was  far  from  being  insensihle  to 
real  loveliness  in  the  fsdrer  sex;  and,  although 
he  had  travelled  far,  and  flirted  with  beauties 
of  all  lands,  he  had  never  yet  seen  a  face  that 
pleased  him  so  entirely  as  that  of  Eva  Herbert; 
and  since  the  morning  he  had  met  her,  his  whole 
study  had  been  how  to  meet  her  again.  For 
some  time,  too,  he  had  begun  to  think  that  a 
wealthy  wife  would  be  rather  an  advantage 
than  otherwise  to  his  position.  He  was  far 
from  being  a  rich  man,  and  his  tastes  and 
habits  mk.de  money  a  very  desirable  commo- 
dity. It  had  always  been  his  intention  even- 
tually to  marry;  for  marriage  in  hia  code  of 
morals  by  no  means  implied  the  necessity  of 
becoming,  a  hermit,  or  giving  up  the  practice 
of  breaking  all  the  hearts  he  could;  and  he 
never  doubted  that  the  moment  he  found  such 
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a  change  of  coadition  expedient,  an  keiren^ 
and,  if  lie  required  it,  a  beautifiil  one,  too, 
wonld  &11  into  his  arma.  Hie  instant  he  nw 
Mist  Herbert  he  belieyed  his  time  was  come; 
and  the  only  diflScoltj,  in  his  opinion,  was  boir 
to  gain  access  to  her.  This  diffictdty  was  noir 
removed,   and  in  the  most  easy  and 


t 
fill  manner  possible;  and  he  answered,  with 

alacrity,  that  nothing  could  equal  his  pleasure 
in  accepting  tiie  inritation;  regretting  only  dist 
he  had  pronused  to  remain  a  fortnight  longer 
at  Baby-hall.  Mr.  Aylmer  was  enchanted; 
and,  shaking  his  promised  gnest  warmly  by 
the  hand,  begged  him  not  to  forget  his  engage- 
ment, and  then  rode  off,  followed  by  Faimy, 
who  had  returned  the  bow  of  Sir  Felix  only 
as  far  as  politeness  required. 

*^  I  thought,  papa,'*  she  said,  as  soon  as  thej 
were  out  of  hearing,  ''  that  you  intended  to 
ask  Lady  Julia  Maddy  also." 

''  So  I  did,  child,"  was  the  answer;  *^  butthat 
wretched  bullfinch  changed  my  resolution.    I 
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ooidd'xit  dt  in  tlie  room  and  tee  a  wmmn 
jtdatA  all  day  by  Urdi;  I  woidd  aa  aoon  ahe 
allowed  a  anake  or  an  «el  to  cmwl  about  bar. 
Ibegm  to  llunk  l^ere  maybe  aone  tmtk  in  tba 
atDiy  fiiat  old  goaaip  told  na  the  odier  moning, 
about  Sir  Felix  refiudng  to  mairy  Ida  cooain* 
Wby  the  bnaband  of  aoch  a  woman  would 
stand  in  danger  of  beings  not  Bgnratiyely,  but 
literally^  ben^^pedced." 

Fanny  amiled^  aa  in  doty  boimd^  at  her 
fiither'a  attempt  at  wit.  And  now  they  bad 
readied  the  honae,  where  Mr.  Aylmer,  lifting 
his  child  from  ber  pony^  and  giving  her  a 
hearty  idaa^  deaired  her  to  go  and  dreaa  for 
dhmer^  and  then  left  her  to  do  the  same  faim- 
lelf^  first  dbarging  her  not  to  say  a  word  to  any 
one  of  his  invitation  to  Sir  Felix,  as  he  wished 
himself  to  communicate  the  intelligence,  that  he 
might  aee  its  effect  on  the  different  ladies  of  the 
party. 

The  doth  had  been  removed  after  dinner, 
the  Uaaing  fire  stirred  till  it  blazed  still  more 
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fiercely,  and  wine  and  walnuts  were  drcolatiiig 
rapidly.amid  the  cheerful  glare  of  Uie  tall  wax- 
lights,  when  Mr.  Aylmer  announced  that  he 
had  something  to  communicate  that  would  be 
found  more  interesting  to  the  ladies  than  anydis- 
covery  of  a  new  Ealydor  or  Circassian  Cream 
that  the  Times  or  Morning  Post  had  erer  ad- 
rertised.  "  I  confess/'  he  continued,  smiling 
and  glancing  around,  '^  I  am  anxious  to  biow 
which  of  you  it  will  interest  most,  so  I  must 
entreat,  ladies,  that  you  will  all  oblige  me  by 
showing  your  fiices,  while  I  make  the  commu- 
nication." 

This  was  rather  a  formidable  commence- 
ment, and  two  of  the  party  changed  colour  in- 
stantly, but  both  from  different  expectations; 
these  were  Eva,  and  Charlotte  Dacres.  Jbt 
blush  of  the  former,  howerer,  died  away,  and 
left  her  £ur  cheek  with  only  its  usual  tint,  when 
Mr.  Aylmer  ended  all  suspense  by  telling  them 
that  their  Christmas  holydays  would  be  enii' 
vened  by  the  presence  of  the  Adonis  of  tbe 
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county,  the  admired  and  jjujcinatiiig  Sir  Felix 
Vame! 

Eva's  blnah  entirely  subsided;  it  was  evi- 
dently not  Ms  that  she  had  expected :  but  it 
was  different  with  Charlotte  Dacres;  for,  Uiough 
in  his  playful  scrutiny  of  the  countenances  of 
Ins  auditors,  Mr.  Aylmer  fixed  his  eyes  last  on 
hen,  the  vivid^  almost  painful,  crimson  flush 
still  dwelt  there,  and  he  laughingly  declared 
that  she  was  convicted  of  taking  a  more  than 
ordinary  interest  in  lus  intelligence.  Char* 
lotte  made  no  reply,  but  a  gloom  gathered 
over  her  features,  and  Mr.  Aylmer  was  not  the 
only  one  of  the  party  who  began  to  fancy  there 
was  more  in  this  than  met  the  ear  or  eye. 

And  so  in  truth  there  was;  but  it  was  very 
little,  and  that  little  will  be  quickly  told. 

Charlotte  Dacres,  on  first  arriving  at  Elm- 
court,  found  some  difficulty  in  giving  up  her 
country  habit  of  walking  before  break&st;  and 
one  morning,  having  passed  a  sleepless  night, 
and  tempted  by  the  brightness  of  the  sun,  she 
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detemmed  to  rentore  s&  exploring  ezcmwm 
before  the  fiEonily  was  Bturmg.  It  matten  Mt 
how  long  she  walked,  or  how  mnch  or  how 
little  she  enjoyed  it;  but  in  zetnzning  throng 
a  green  Talley,  a  row  of  Teiy  pretty  white  ool- 
tages  attracted  her  obsenration,  and  she  west 
close  to  the  green  palings  to  hare  a  nearer 
view  of  their  neatly-kept  and  still  gay-lookiag 
gardens* 

While  standing  to  watch  tibe  antics  of  a 
lovely  child  that  was  playing  in  one  of  them, 
Charlotte  was  suddenly  startled  by  the  appear- 
ance of  a  lai^e  and  fierce-looking  dog  issniag 
from  the  porch  of  this  same  cottage.  On  ses^ 
ing  her,  the  animal  commenced  barking  fari- 
ously,  and,  pushing  open  the  unlatched  gate, 
seemed  about  to  spring  upon  her.  Now  Char^ 
lotte  happened  to  hare  a  particular  honor  of 
strange  dogs,  and  this  adrentnre  waa  anydnag 
but  agreeable  to  her.  She  called  to  the  child, 
but  the  little  fellow  only  laughed  merrily,  and 
went  on  with  his  sports.     At  this  moment  a 
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gwidwnm  appealed  in  the  door-way^  and  aee^ 
ing  Charlotte's  terror^  advanced  hastilj  to  call 
oiF  the  dog.  The  animal  obeyed  the  siun- 
ttons,  and  the  stranger  made  many  graceful 
apologiea  for  the  alarm  the  Imdy  had  suffered. 
He  oottid  not  well  hare  dcme  otherwise^  as 
the  dog  was  his  own^  and  what  he  said,  anybody 
else  would  have  said  in  tiiie  same  sitaation, 
but  this  dog's  master  was  a  person  who  nerer 
uttered  the  conunonest  phrase,  to  a  woman 
atkast,  without  intending  to  produce  a  cer- 
tarn  effect;  and  if  he  had  always  been  as  sue* 
cessfttl  as  in  the  present  instance,  there  would 
hsTe  been  some  excuse  for  his  constant  boast 
that  his  powers  of  fiucixiating,  when  he  chose 
to  exert  them,  were  irresistible.  Charlotte 
Dacres  totu  fiucinated,  and  yet  it  was  a 
small  thing,  a  very  small  thing,  that  had 
bro«|^  about  this  prepossession;  but  who 
shall  say  it  was  unnatural?  Things  as  trifling 
sad  words  as  meaningless,  hare  had  the  Kke 
effect  before,  and  will  hare  again  and  again. 
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while  hearts  and  eyes  remain  the  same  as  they 
hare^ever  been. 

The  lady,  uttering  a  few  unintelligible 
thanks,  departed,  butj  as  has  been  hinted,  not 
so  entirely  fimcy-free  as  she  had  come;  and 
as  a  slight  excuse  for  her,  it  may  be  as  well  to 
say  that  the  dog's  master  was  a  very  handM>me 
man  indeed,  audit  is  hoped  the  suzpxise  of 
the  reader,  if  he  should  hare  felt  any,  at  the 
suddenness  of  this  fancy,  will  entirely  cease 
when  he  is  told  that  it  was  in  hct  no  less  a 
person  than  Sir  Felix  Yaine  himself  Why  he 
should  have  been  found  at  that  early  hotir  of 
the  morning  at  the  white  cottage,  is  not  Uie  busi- 
ness of  this  natratiye  to  record.  Charlotte 
wondered  a  little,  and  imagined  at  first  it  might 
be  some  charitable  yisit;  but  this  idea  the 
respectable,  nay,  even  genteel  appearance  of 
the  house,  forbade ;  and  if  any  other  thoQght 
,  of  a  less  praiseworthy  motive  suggested  itselfi 
she  did  not  pursue  the  inquiry,  and  the  whole 
a&ir  she  carefully  concealed. 
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When,  after  this  adrenture,  she  heard  Sir 
Felix  Yaine  spoken  of  as  the  handsomest  man 
in  the  neighbonrhood,  and  obtained,  through 
Mrs.  Nathan,  who  had  often  met  him  at  different 
places,  a  description  of  his  person,  she  could 
not  doubt  that  this  Adonis  and  the  master  of  the 
dog  was  one  and  the  same  individual.  Hence 
the  pleasure  she  manifested  at  the  thought  of 
meeting  him  at  Lady  Mostjn's  ball,  and  the 
unusual  pains  she  bestowed  that  eyening  on  the 
adornment  of  her  person^-although  she  felt, 
and  bitterly  too,  that  it  was  one,  but  little  cal- 
culated to  win  the  love  she  sought.  And  it  has 
been  already  related  how  his  compliments  and 
attentions  to  her  at  the  party,  which  accident 
alone  occasioned  him  to  pay  (for  he  did  not 
even  remember  her  face,)  increased  her  pre- 
possession in  his  favour. 

When  Charlotte  Dacres  left  the  crowded 
room  that  night,  her  heart  was  given  away; 
and  it  was  a  heart  capable  of  the  deepest  and 
most  passionate  tendemessy  requiring  but  one 
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gentle  breath  of  lore  to  kindle  all  ita  beat  and 
porest  fedinga,  and  to  crnah  tke  bitter  and  nor 
holj  oaea  that,  like  aoiaome  weeda,  were  apring- 
bkgibisre. 

AndCkariotte  believed  that  the  breadi  die 
had  8o  long  aighed  ibr  waa  oome  at  laat;  that 
ahe  was  oa  the  ere  of  being  Wed;  and  her 
longwptiiiiig  and  restleai  apirit  rerdled  in  the 
intoxicating  hope.     Had  die  known  more  of 
the  world  in  whieh  ahe  was  nowmiztng,  er 
rather  of   the  aoeietjr  that  composed  it,  her 
ideas  of  the  meaning  of  a  few  hollow  oompK* 
BMnta^  eren  thovgh  Aef  were  ^  whispered 
law/'  would  hare  been  somewhat  diffsient 
But  Charlotte's  days  had  been  pasaed  in  the 
moat  complete  sediudon;  and  the  alight  know- 
ledge she  possessed  of  what  is  edled  fiahion- 
able  life  was  deriyed  fix>m  the  perusal  of  such 
aecond  or  third-rate  books  as  are  to  be  feand 
in  a  country  library;  and  these  had  taught  her 
that  lore  ia  all-powerfol,  and  that,  toudied  Iff 
its    magic  wand,  the  platneat  &ce    becoBMS 
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iordj,  and  defonutj  itself  a  gnoe.  Thej 
luid  taught  her,  theae  edifying  books,  that  the 
Host  ill*fitToiued  and  vumattraetiTe  had  been 
faiowB  suddenly  to  inq>iie  an  abaorbiag  pea^ 
aioB,  more  devoted  and  pro&mid  fiir  Ua  rerj 
ngolaritj.  "  And  why,  then/'  thooght  (Thar* 
ktte,  "^  ahoold  eyen  I  despair?" 

And  happy  indeed  had  it  been  &x  her,  if 
that  hope  mq^  have  abided,  whidt  eame  like 
soft  dew  refreshing  the  pardied  dryness  of  her 
withering  heart— for  widiering  it  waa,  with  its 
cseseless  yaanungs  £>r  e?ier  unsatisfied,  and  ita 
Bstoral  tenderness  for  eyer  decked.  But  a 
Wight  hope  had  arisen  of  sympathy  long  sought 
ia  Tain,  of  an  obfect  on  whioh  to  lariah  those 
Udden  depths  of  devotion  that  Charlotte  panted 
vidi  more  than  girliah  eagerness  to  bestow* 
Had  she  but  known  how  little  such  incense  <^ 
theheartwoold  hare  been  rained  by  him  whom 
her  fimcy  pictured  as  so  worthy  to  reeetTe  it, 
Charktte  might  have  been  spared  many  after- 
pangs.    A  few  days  of  unspeakable  hi^pineaa 
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were  hers^  and  eyen  that  was  something.  A 
few  days  of  blissful  dreaming,  and  Charlotte 
Dacres  w!u  half  aroused  from  her  illusion  by 
hearing  the  character  of  Sir  FeUx  V aine  dis- 
cussed; but  still  she  hoped  it  might  be  mere 
scandal^  that  some  one  jealous  of  his  superior 
attractions  had  spread.  He  could  not  be  a 
Tain,  heartless  man  of  the  world,  boasting  of 
his  conquests,  and  delighting  in  witnessing  his 
power ;  he  had  spoken  to  her  of  the  pleasures 
of  domestic  life,  the  charms  of  retirement  with 
a  kindred  spirit,  and  his  own  detestation  of  the 
cold  forms  of  society.  And  eyery  word  had 
been  accompanied  with  a  glance,  that  told 
eyen  more  than  his  lips  had  nttered.  Sdll, 
though  to  herself  she  professed  to  disbelieye  all 
she  heard,  Charlotte  was  &r  less  happy  than 
before ;  and  it  was,  consequently,  with  a  mixed 
feeling  that  she  listened  to  Mr.  Aylmer's  com- 
munication respecting  his  Christmas  guest 

And  now,  haying  explained  to  the  reader 
tlie  true  cause  both  of  the  blush  and  the  finown. 
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it  is  necessary  to  return  to  the  party  who  were 
left  enjoying  their  nuts  and  wine. 

The  very  cTident  discomposure  of  Charlotte 
Dacres  caused  a  momentary  embarrasfonent 
among  them  all ;  and  Mrs.  Aykner  was  about 
to  make  the  sign  to  go  to  the  drawing-room^ 
when  a  loud  ringing  at  the  hall-door  arrested 
her  intention. 

'^  It  is  Stuart !"  said  Fanny,  rising ;  '^  I  am 
sure  of  it." 

^*  Impossible/'  replied  Mr.  Aylmer,  looking 
▼ery  pleased  notwithstanding;  while  Miss 
Stanley  darted  a  rapid  and  penetrating  glance 
at  Eva,  who  conscious  of  this  eapianage^ 
turned  red  and  pale  by  turns,  and  in  her  con* 
fusion  completely  covered  the  orange  she  was 
eating  with  salt  Fanny,  who  had  run  out 
of  the  room,  now  entered  with  joyful  looks, 
exclaiming — 

''  I  was  right,  papa !  it  is  Stuart,  and  he 
will  join  us  immediately." 

Mff.  Aylmer  rose  from  his  chair. 

VOL.  IJ.  H 
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"  No,  no,  dear  papa,"  said  Fanny,  "  if  you 
go  to  him,  he  will  never  come  down.  Miss 
Stanley,  Mrs.  Nathan,  Miss  Dacres,  pray  tell 
papa  you  can't  excuse  him." 

Miss  Stanley,  who  was  really  excessively 
anxious  to  see  Stuart,  readily  assisted  Fanny  in 
endeavouring  to  detain  Mr.  Aylmer — ^but  there 
was  an  end  to  conversation,  and  for  ten  minutes 
nothing  was  heard  but  an  occasional  smothered 
cough,  and  the  snapping  of  nutcrackers.  At 
the  expiration  of  this  time,  the  door  slowly 
opened,  and  the  new-comer  entered.  The 
father  and  mother  and  Isabel  eagerly  rose  to 
embrace  him.  This  over,  Mrs.  Aylmer  intro- 
duced her  son  to  those  ladies  he  had  not  pre- 
viously known,  while  Fanny  smilingly  asked 
him  if  he  had  forgotten  Miss  Herbert  ? 

Stuart  advanced  to  where  Eva  sat,  who  half 

rose  to  meet  him,  and  held  out  her  hand.     He 

3d  it  warmly,  and  then  took  a  seat  beside 

and   the  conversation  became   animated 

eneral — till  the  ladies  at  length  retired. 
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On  passing  through  the  door  which  Stuart 
^bad  opened  for  them^  a  geranium  that  Eva  had 
worn,  fell  from  her  bosom.  She  turned  to  re- 
ceive it,  knowing  that  Stuart  had  picked  it  up, 
but  he  only  bowed — and  she' went  into  the 
drawing-room  after  the  rest. 


H    2 


Digitized 


by  Google 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


"  Books  are  but  formal  dulness,  tedious  frienda — 
And  sad  amid  the  social  band  he  aits, 
Lonely,  and  unattentive.** 


£vA  did  not  appear  to  regret  the  loss  of  her 
flower,  although  it  was  the  last  blossom  of  a 
pet  geranium^  the  slipping  of  which  she  had 
brought  with  her  from  Glandale,  and  had,  to 
the  discomfiture  of  the  shrinking  plant,  re- 
moyed  from  the  hot-house,  to  her  own  room 
— on  the  contrary,  her  smiles  this  eyening 
were  brighter  than  they  had  been  since  her 
uncle's  death;  but  still  she  sat  apart  frmn 
the  others,  and  only  occasionally  looked  up 
from  her  book   to    listen    to  Miss  Stanley's 
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unmerciful  teasing  of  poor  Charlotte  Dacres, 
on  account  of  the  emotion  she  had  displayed 
regarding  Sir  Felix  Yaine;  and  which  plea- 
santries Charlotte,  it  must  be  confessed,  bore 
very  ill  indeed;  and  at  length,  with  a  look  of 
scorn  and  indignation  at  her  tormentor,  rose  and 
left  the  room:  and  then  it  was  that  Eva,  dread- 
ing lest  she  should  be  the  second  victim  to  her 
ci-devant  governess's  facetious  mood,  retired 
farther  from  the  little  group,  and  appeared 
deeply  absorbed  in  the  perusal  of  Campbell's 
Pleasures  of  Hope. 

At  this  moment  Mr.  Ayhner  and  his  son  en- 
tered the  drawing-room.  There  was  a  vacant 
seat  beside  Eva  (had  this  circumstance  influ- 
enced her  in  the  choice  of  place?)  but  Stuart 
passed  it,  and  joined  his  mother  and  sisters. 
They  had  much  to  speak  about,  and  Isabella 
he  had  not  seen  on  his  previous  visit  to  Eng- 
land. 

And  so  the  evening  wore  away,  while  Eva 
remained  in  her  quiet  comer  alone,  for  Mrs. 
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Nathan  had  seized  upon  Miss  Stanley,  and 
Charlotte  Dacres  did  not  again  appear.  The 
'^  Pleasures  of  Hope"  were  laid  aside,  and  some 
trifling  work  taken  out^  and  Eva  seemed 
to  be  *'  wandering  in  dreams/'  when  sud-^ 
denlj  a  figure  obstructed  the  light,  and 
the  next  moment,  looking  up,  she  saw  that 
the  vacant  chair  beside  her  own  was  occu- 
pied. 

*'  Do  you  too,  Miss  Herbert,  think  so  highly 
of  the  gentleman  whom  my  father  has  invited 
to  pass  his  Christmas  here?"  said  Stuart  Ayl- 
mer,  looking  inquiringly  at  his  beautiful  com- 
panion. 

A  flush  of  pleasure  had  passed  over  Eva's 
countenance  on  perceiving  who  it  was  that 
sat  near  her,  and  for  a  moment  she  did  not 
heed  his  question.  Stuart  repeated  it  in  rather 
a  more  earnest  tone,  and  then  she  replied — 

"  I  have  only  seen  Sir  Felix  Vaine,  once, 
and  I  certainly  thought  him  very  handsome^ 
do  you  not  think  him  so?" 
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"  Yes,  he  is  generally  considered  a  very 
handsome  man,  but — — " 

£ya  looked  up  from  her  netting  with  sur- 
prise, and  asked  Stuart  if  he  and  Sir  Felix 
were  not  old  friends. 

*^  Scarcely  that,"  said  her  companion,  with 
less  embarrassment ;  **  we  certainly  were  at 
college  together,  but  our  pursuits  and  tastes 
were  always  so  different,  that  the  acquaint- 
ance never  ripened  into  intimacy,  much  less 
friendship." 

"  Your  father  hoped  to  have  given  you  an 
miexpected  pleasure  by  his  invitation  to  Sir 
Felix,"  said  Eva,  not  very  well  knowing  what 
to  say. 

"Humph — yes,  it  is  certainly  unexpected; 
but  as  all  the  ladies  seem  so  much  to  rejoice 
at  the  prospect,  it  would  be  very  ungracious 
on  my  part  were  I  to  do  otherwise." 

"I  am  sure,"  replied  Eva,  with  earnest- 
ness, "  /  do  not  rejoice  at  it." 

She  was  repaid  by  something  more  than  a 
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grateful  glance  ;  and  here  Fanny  joining  them, 
their  t£te-&-t6te  was  put  an  eiid  to,  and  the 
eyening  was  soon  concluded. 

Winter  had  now  commenced  in  earnest,  and 
promised  to  be  unusually  seyere.    The  party 
at  Elmcourt  grew  yery  dull,    for  they  were 
entirely  restricted  to  in-door  amusements,  the 
continued  snow-storms  rendering  it  impossible, 
for  the  ladies  at  leasts  to  leaye  the  house ;  uid 
so  they  read  and  embroidered,  and  embroidered 
and  read  again,  till  all  their  books  and  all  their 
German  wool  were  exhausted,  and  their  eyes 
heayier  and  their  cheeks  paler  that  was  their 
wont,  from  want  of  air  and  exercise— or  what 
perhaps  would  haye  answered  as  well,  some- 
thing to  amuse  and  interest  them.     Stuart  had 
exerted  himself  wonderfully  for  their  enter- 
tainment during  the  first  week  of  his  return,  and 
for  that  time  they  got  on  pretty  well ;  but  who 
could  be  expected  to  stand  such  weather  long? 
who  could  look  out  day  after  day  on  drifting 
snow-storms  that  left  not  a  blade  of  green  grass 
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visible,  and  listen  to  the  ceaseless  sound  of  the 
small  dry  snow  driven  against  the  window- 
panes  by  the  fierce  north  wind,  and  continue  in 
good  spirits?  Who  indeed !  Some  such  question 
was  asked,  and  some  such  answer  given  every 
morning;  the  very  birds  that  hopped  to  the 
window  in  search  of  crumbs,  and  had  been  fed 
80  zealously  for  a  while,  began  to  meet  a  care- 
less or  ungracious  reception  from  their  fair  but 
q>irit-wearied  benefactresses.  They  were  al- 
most becoming  ill-tempered,  one  and  all ! 

But  at  length  Christmas-eve  arrived,  and 
Sir  Felix  Vaine  was  expected  to  dinner  the 
following  day — that  was  something;  and  to 
remain  at  least  a  fortnight — that  was  some- 
thing more.  Christmas-eve  arrived,  and  Mr. 
Aylmer  declared  they  should  play  at  snap- 
dragon and  forfeits.  In  vain  they  all  pro- 
tested they  hated  forfeits,  and  that  snap-dragoii 
was  only  a  game  for  children.  No  matter ; 
there  had  been  gloomy  faces  long  enough; 
snap-dragon  would   rouse  them,    and    snap- 
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dragon  they  should  have — he  had  made  up 
his  mind.  And  so  a  huge  punch-hoinrl  of 
brandy  and  raisins  was  placed  on  the  table. 
Mr.  Aylmer  himself  applied  the  light  to  the 
spirit,  exclaiming  in  a  most  praiseworthy  tone 
of  animation — 

'*  Now,  young  people!  young  people!  make 
haste ;  Mrs.  Nathan  my  dear  ma'am,  this  is 
quite  in  your  way.  Miss  Stanley,  I  see  your 
eyes  sparkling;  Stuart,  my  boy,  don't  push 
before  the  ladies.  (Stuart  was  reading  very 
quietly  at  the  other  end  of  the  room.)  Bella, 
the  Frenchmen  don't  give  you  anything  so 
sensible  as  this.  Now  then,  now  then,  bat 
mind,  fair  play — fair  play's  a  jewel — don't 
knock  each  other  down." 

This  last  injunction  at  least  seemed  per- 
fectly unnecessary,  for  though  they  all  stood 
looking  at  the  flaming  bowl,  not  one  of  them 
showed  the  slightest  inclination  to  appropriate 
to  herself  any  portion  of  its  tempting  con- 
tents. Tet  still  Mr.  Aylmer  was  indefatigable 
in  his  invitations. 
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"  What !  cowards  !  ladies,  cowards !  afraid 
of  burning  your  pretty  fingers?  Snatch 
quickly,  and  you  won't  be  hurt,  you  won't, 
upon  my  word.  Come  !  here's  a  prophesy  for 
you.  The  first  who  ventures  through  this 
ordeal  of  fiie,  will  win  the  heart  of  Sir  Felix 
Vaine;  the  second  will  be  a  bride  before 
the  roses  bloom  ;  and  the  third — what  shall 
happen  to  the  third  fair  raisin-hunter?  Ah, 
she  who  won't  venture  till  two  have  gone 
before,  must  be  content  with  a  less  brilliant 
desdny  ;  so  this  third  part  of  a  heroine  ouly, 
whoever  she  may  be,  must  be  satisfied  with  the 
heart  of  that  long-faced  young  man  there — ^what 
•ay  you,  Stuart?" 

"  I  say,  sir,  that  you  have  effectually  closed 
your  bowl  of  sweets  to  any  third  applicant,  by 
promising  such  a  paltry  recompense,"  replied 
Stuart,  apparently  not  in  the  best  of  spirits. 

"  Well,  well,  we  shall  see,  for  now  tl>e 
procession  advances." 

And  in  truth,  several  smiling  faces  did  ap- 
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preach  nearer  at  this  prediction^  and  much 
whispering  and  laughing  was  heard  amongst 
them. 

Ah !  Mr.  Ayhner,  with  his  George-the-Third 
manner^  was  not  such  a  fool  after  all,  though 
he  did  order  snap-dragon  for  grown-up  yoimg 
ladies. 

But  now  seyeral  of  them  agreed  to  extend 
their  hands  at  once,  and  trust  to  their  chance  of 
"  pulling  out  a  plum ;"  accordingly,  numbers 
of  white  fingers  were  the  next  instant  dancing 
in  the  pale  blue  flame  ;  but  whether  it  was  by 
any  dexterity  of  Mr.  Aylmer's  in  pushing  the 
raisins  on  one  side,  or  through  her  own  more 
zealous  efforts,  certain  it  is,  that  none  this  time 
followed  the  example  of  Master  John  Horner 
but  Charlotte  Dacres.  The  other  hands  were 
withdrawn ;  but  either  they  had  failed  to  obtam, 
or  having  obtained,  allowed  their  spoils  to  drop 
into  the  bowl  again.  At  any  rate,  Charlotte, 
who  produced  a  fine  large  raisin,  was  pro* 
nounced  the  victor,  and  received  with  manifest 
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confusion,  but  not  ilI*hnmoar,  the  quizzing 
and  congratulations  of  her  companions.  The 
second  was  gained  by  Fanny,  whose  spirits 
rose  in  consequence  to  an  extraordinary  height; 
and  much  loud  merriment  ensued. 

They  still  continued  to  surround  the  table, 
all  talking  and  laughing  together;  and  Mrs. 
14^athan,  who  had  suddenly  disappeared,  now 
xetomed  with  a  not  very  fresh  wreath  of  orange 
blossoms — ^the  same  probably  that  had  played 
their  part  at  her  own  nuptials  with  the  wealthy 
Jew — and  insisted  on  binding  them  rotmd 
Panny's  head.  The  latter  playAilly  resisted,  and 
while  all  eyes  were  turned  towards  the  light- 
hearted  girl,  Eva,  who  stood  nearest  the  table, 
during  the  confusion  put  her  hand,  as  it  were 
earelessly,  into  the  bowl,  and  drew  out  the 
third  plum. 

The  flame  was  nearly  extinguished,  so  it  was 
easily  done;  and  none  were  looking  that  way. 
Stuart  was  still  at  the  other  end  of  the  room, 
and  the  lamp  was  between  them. 
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It  was  a  silly  thing  to  do^  and  a  strange,  but 
by  no  means  an  unusual  feeling  that  prompted 
it — ^a  fanciful  idea  that  will  sometimes  arise  in 
the  mind,  to  make  the  changing  form  of  a 
cloud,  or  the  dimnesss  or  brilliancy  of  a  star 
the  indices  of  future  destiny.  But  why  seek 
excuses  for  f)  person  in  lore  ?  It  is  enough  to 
tell  that  Eva  did  it,  and  then,  timidly  raismg 
her  eyes,  she  examined  thS  countenances  of 
the  surrounding  group.  All  safe! — ^nonehad 
noticed  her  foolish  act.  They  had  succeeded 
in  twisting  the  orange  blossoms  in  Fanny's 
hair,  and  were  loudly  expressing  their  admira- 
tion of  the  effect.  All  safe  there,  but  she  must 
peep  behind  the  lamp.  There  can  be  no  fear 
though,  for  Stuart  has  got  a  very  interesting 
book,  and  one  which  she  herself  had  asked 
him  to  read. 

But  there  is  no  book  in  the  world  so  inter- 
esting as  the  form  of  the  beloved.  So  thought, 
at  least,  Stuart  Aylmer,  and  his  book  had  been 
little  heeded.      And  how  he  blessed  his  good 
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father  for  his  efforts  to 
his  guests,  and  above  a 
mired  and  approved  of 
gon,  when  he  saw  thos 
steal  80  gently  into  the 
something  closely  cone 
He  had  scarcely  recove 
surprise — for  with  the  ; 
which  never  sufiers  tt 
compliment  really  paid 
did  not  for  an  instant  dc 
that  prompted  the  thei 
behind  the  lamp. 

Their  eyes  met,  and  t 
was  detected.  Shame, 
fusion — tame,  weak  wo 
press  what  her  feelings 
What  shall  she  do?  I 
hopelessly  revealed  folly 
— what  will  he  say?  P 
the  rest!  But  no  I  I 
had  so   accidentally  sec 
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ception  of  looking  much  happier  than  she  had 
ever  seen  him  before^  he  showed  no  signs  of 
haTin^  guessed  her  preference  for  him ;  on  the 
contrary,  his  manner  was  even  more  respectful 
than  usual;  so  by  the  time  ^'  good  night"  was 
to  be  said^  she  felt  in  some  degree  composed ; 
and  the  slight  pressure  of  the  delicate  hand 
which  he  ventured  at  parting,  was  only  what  a 
sister  might  have  received. — And  Eva's  dreams 
that  night  were  happy  ones. 
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What  dangerous  action,  stood  it  next  to  death. 
Would  I  not  undergo  for  one  calm  look? 
Oh  'tis  the  curse  in  love,  and  still  approved, 
When  women  cannot  love  where  they're  heloved ! 


Thb  next  day  was  one  of  bright  sunshine 
through  a  clear  frosty  air^  and  everybodj 
looked  gay.  The  party  from  Elmcourt  at- 
tended the  village  churchy  then  took  a  walk  in 
the  park^  and  then  returned  to  dress  for  din- 
ner. And  dinner  and  Sir  Felix  came,  both  at 
the  proper  time;  and  the  former  could  not  have 
been  better  cooked,  nor  the  latter  more  bewitch- 
ing, than  on  the  present  auspicious  occasion. 
The  handsome  baronet  divided  his  attentions 
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admirably,  so  that  not  one  lady,  from  Mrs. 
Jeremiah  Nathan  to  Charlotte  Dacres,  could 
say  she  had  been  less  attended  to  than  the 
others.  He  took  wine  in  abundance  with  all, 
talked  sentiment  with  some,  and  scandal  with 
others.  In  short,  there  was  but  one  opinion 
among  the  female  portion  of  the  party  when 
they  retired  to  rest  that  night,  and  it  was  that 
the  presence  of  Sir  Felix  Vaine  would  be 
found  to  be  a  very  great  acquisition  indeed. 
Not  that  in  other  respects  every  one  thought 
exactly  the  same  of  their  new  inmate.  Indeed 
there  were  probably  not  two  who  estimated 
him  alike ;  but  all  agreed  that  in  some  way 
or  other,  he  wotdd  contribute  immensely  to 
their  entertainment. 

The  sharp  frost  continued ;  but  still  the  sun 
shone,  and  no  one  stayed  in  the  house.  Stuart 
each  morning  tried  in  vain  to  persuade  his 
father's  guest  to  accompany  him  with  his  gun  ; 
Sir  Felix  preferred  the  ladies'  society.  When 
they  walked  or  rode,  he  was  their  attendant. 
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and  wHen  it  was  their  pleasure  to  remain  at 
Home,  he  was  sure  to  find  some  amusement  in 
the  library  too-— and  Stuart  absented  himself 
more  and  more. 

Did  any  one  regret  this,  or  was  even  Era 
fascinated  with  the  handsome  and  insinuating 
stranger,  whose  devotion  to  herself  became 
every  day  more  apparent?     Time  will  show; 
at  any  rate^  whatever  doubt  might  exist  with 
regard  to  her  feelings,   there  could  be  none 
respecting  his.    He  loved  her — for  the  first 
time  in  all  his  butterfly-life,  the  heart  of  the 
pleasure-seeker    was    touched,    and  he  even 
believed  that  had  he  not  really  wanted  money 
so  desperately,  he  would  have  been  proud  to 
have  made  her  his  wife  bad  she  been  penniless. 
But  thanks  to  the  fortunate  star  that  presided  at 
his  birth,  the  disinterestedness  of  his  attach- 
ment had  not  to  be  tried  by  so  severe  a  test 
Eva  Herbert  was  as  wealthy  as  the  most  ambitious 
suitor  could  desire,  and  Sir  Felix  now  began 
to  receive  his  rather    heavy  bills   with  the 
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greatest  coolnesB  in  the  world.  If  ever  a  doubt 
of  being  accepted  crossed  bis  mind^  he  had  but 
to  walk  to  his  looking-glass,  and  the  appre- 
hension was  dispelled ;  but  as  his  passion  and 
Ids  bills  increased^  so  did  his  impatience  to 
declare  himself  and  make  all  sure^  especially 
as  once  or  twice  he  had  fancied — it  might  be 
only  fancy^->but  he  had  ftncied  that  Eya 
seemed  more  animated  and  happy  when  Stuart 
Ayhner  joined  their  coterie,  and  propor- 
tionately depressed  when  he  left  it  again. 

**  Ah  1  this  is  just  the  day  to  make  a  de- 
daration  of  love ;  the  sun  warm^  but  not  too 
bright — I  hate  the  sun  to  be  too  bright — the 
air  bracing,  but  not  too  cold — ^a  very  frosty  day 
is  so  confoundedly  unbecoming.  Courage  done, 
num  trace.  The  very  elements  smile  upon 
you.!* 

Thus  soliloquized  Sir  Felix  one  morning  on 
riring  fiom  his  bed,  after  he  had  been  about  a 
fintai^it  at  Ehncourt;  and  his  toilette  that  day 
was  eren  more  elaborate  than  usual. 
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Breakfast  was  over,  and  evey  one  dispersed 
in  their  different  pursuits  of  amusement 

Mr.  Aylmer  took  Isabel  and  Fanny  to  call 
on  the  Northcotts ;  Mrs.  Aylmer  took  Mrs.  Na- 
than to  enjoy  a  t£te-&-t£te  in  her  own  room; 
Miss  Stanley  retired  to  write  letters ;  Stuart 
offered  his  escort  to  Charlotte  Dacres,  who 
wished  to  take  a  walk,  and  Era  went  to  the 
library  to  read  or  to  think. 

Sir  Felix  declared  he  had  a  thousand  im- 
portant letters  to  answer,  and  declined  going 
out  of  the  house. 

The  reader  must  be  content  to  imagine  how 
the  different  parties  got  on  together,  and  follow 
Eva  to  the  library.  She  went  thither  to  read 
quietly  and  peacefully;  a  good  book  is  such  a 
charming  thing  to  tranquillize  the  spirits,  and  a 
silent  library  just  the  place  in  which,  when  they 
are  out  of  sorts,  it  should  be  perused.  So  at 
last  she  beliered  till  she  tried,  and  then  the 
began  to  think  that  of  all  things  in  the  world 
reading  is  the  most  irksome  when  the  mind  is 
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ill  at  ease.     Well  then^  she  would  try  to  draw 
— ^bat  the  drawing  things  had  been  put  away, 
and  it  would  take  an  hour  to  find  them.     No 
matter;  something  she  must  do,  and  so,  mount- 
ing on  a  chair,  she  commenced  a  diligent  search 
for  the  missing  portfolios.     At  length  they  were 
discovered  in  a  comer  of  a  very  high  shelf,  and 
Era,  in  trying  to  reach  her  own,  pulled  two  or 
three  others  down  at  the  same  time;  numerous 
drawings  fell  out,  and  she  stooped  to  pick  them 
up.    Suddenly  a  deep  blush  overspread  her  face, 
as  she  looked  again  and  again  at  a  small  pencil 
sketch  which  she  had  found.      It  represented 
various  female  figures  naturally  and  gracefully 
grouped,  and  at  a  short  distance  from  these, 
another  and  very  lovely  one  standing   alone. 
Near  her  was   a  table  with  a  bowl  on   the 
centre  of  it,  towards  which  the  hand  of  this 
last  figure  was  extended.     The  expression  of 
the    countenance,    for    a    mere    sketch,  was 
most  admirable ;  and  Eva  recognised  the  scene 
and  the  artist  but  too  well — ^but  how  should 
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she  understand  this  delineation  of  it?  It  might 
have  proceeded  from  admiration  and  gratified 
affection,  or  it  might  be  a  proof  that  he  ridi- 
culed her  fond  folly — ^but  this  latter  thought 
was  too  chilling  to  be  endured;  she  remem- 
bered his  retention  of  the  geranium;  and 
tears,  but  not  unhappy  ones,  gathered  in  her 
eyes.  Quickly  replacing  the  drawing,  Eva  sat 
down  to  meditate  on  all  these  things. 

Footsteps  now  sounded  in  the  passage — a 
hasty  hope  flashed  through  her  mind  that  the; 
might  be  those  of  the  object  of  her  thoughts; 
and  a  flush  had  come  again  to  her  cheek,  and  a 
glad  smile  to  her  lips — ^when  the  door  opened, 
and  Sir  Felix  Yaine  stood  before  her. 

It  will  not  be  wondered  at,  that  he  im- 
mediately interpreted  the  smile  according  to 
his  own  wishes;  and  taking  a  seat  bedde 
her  on  the  glossy  morocco  ottoman,  said  in 
those  low,  courteous,  but  confident  tonei — 
the  true  elements  of  that  persuasion  whidi 
falls  so  dangerously  on  the  ear  of  woman — 
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that  he  trusted  he  did  not  disturb  Miss  Her- 
bert. 

"  Not  at  all.  Sir  Felix,"  replied  Eva.  "  I 
jhall  gladly  resign  to  you  the  sole  use  of 
the  library,  for  I  have  been  an  idler  too  long 
this  morning,  and  am  now  going  to  see  if  I 
can  find  something  to  do."  And  she  rose  as 
she  spoke. 

"  Nay,  nay,  Miss  Herbert,  do  not  let  me 
drive  you  away.  Pray  sit  down — you  will 
oblige  me  exceedingly  by  doing  so."  And  Sir 
Felix,  with  the  accomplished  ease  of  a  person 
accustomed  to  have  his  own  way,  pointed  to 
a  place  beside  him  on  the  ottoman. 

"  If  you  have  anything  particular  to  say  to 
nie.  Sir  Felix,  certainly  I  will  listen  to  you," 
said  Eva,  quietly  resuming  her  seat. 

'^  I  have,  indeed,  something  of  the  utmost 
importance  to  say  to  you,"  said  Sir  Felix, 
throwing  his  fine  person  into  an  elegant  atti- 
tude of  reposing  grace;  "in  fact,  I  have 
lought  you  here  for  the  express  purpose  of 
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saying  it   You  caxmot,  dearest  Miss  Herbert," 
(and  the  low^  softtones^  as  they  came  firom 
the.  well-cut  lips   of  this    arrogant  but  ac- 
complished cozcomby  had  that  apparent  chi* 
ralry  wMch  the  humility  of  manly  pride  girea 
to  die  deyotiou  to  baauty)— *'  you  really  csonot, 
dearest  Miss  Herbert  (and  he  gave  a  melaa- 
dioly  smile^  which  displayed  a  yery  regular  set 
of  well-kept  teeth,  the  whiteness  of  which  con- 
trasted strikingly  with  the  polished  jet  of  his 
artistically  trimmed  whiskers) — ^be  ignorant  of 
the  sentiments  with  which  you  haye  inspired  me 
— nay,  limplore  you  to  attend  to  me — ^who  could 
see  sucb  gentle  excellence  and  perfect  loydi- 
ness  daily,  and  be  insensible  to  the  influence  of 
dieir  charms?    Oh»  if  you  would  deign  to  give 
me  the  smallest  hope  that  I  am  not  quite  indif* 
ferent  to  you — ^diat  time,  assiduity,  and  the  laost 
deyoled  affection  could  oyer  win  your  precioiu 
loye — ^if  you  would  giye  me  this  little  hope,  be- 
loyed,  adored  Eya,  I  should  indeed  be  the  bapr 
piest  and  most  to  be  enyied  of  mankind.*' 
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Era  had  risen  from  her  seat,  but  she  still 
>od  in  the  same  place,  waiting  till  her  com« 
nion's  speech  was  concluded.  Finding  he 
used,  she  raised  her  head,  and  replied : — 
"  Sir  Felix  Vaine,  I  have  only  been  silent  so 
ig  from  surprise.  Far  from  guessing  your 
itiments  towards  me,  I  really  believed  that 
a  had  never  thought  twice  of  anybody  but 
Qr8el£  I  am  sensible,"  continued  the  dark->> 
sd  beauty,  her.  pretty  red  lips  slightly  trem- 
ng  afl  she  spoke—"  of  the  high  and  unde- 
ved  honour  (for  Eva's  tropical  blood  was 
ised)  of  obtaining  a  place  in  your  re* 
:d,  but  at  the  same  time  I  cannot  help  de- 
ring  it,  because  it  is  quite  impossible  that  I 
luld  ever  have  any  other  feelings  towards  - 
1,  than  those  I  at  present  entertain.'* 
^  advanced  towards  the  door. 
'  Mifls  Herbert,''  said  Sir  Felix,  pale  with 
mishment  (for  the  accomplished  baronet, 
spite  of  his  graceful  humility,  and  un- 
>wn  to  himself,  had   shown  something  of 
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'^  throwing  the  handkerchief/'  in  the  stead&st 
confidence  of  his  guise — a  frequent  error  of 
men  of  later  youth  who  hare  had  the  reputa- 
tion of  being  favourites  with  women;  but  which^ 
^hen  out  of  place,  never  fiedls  to  have  an  in- 
solence which  arouses  woman^s  dearest  pride.) 
"  Miss  Herbert/'  said  Sir  Felix,  pale  with  as- 
tonishment, and  starting  forward  between  her 
and  the  door,  ''  I  beseech  you,  retract  what  you 
liave  said.  You  would  not,  angel  of  goodness 
as  you  are,  doom  me  to  a  lot  of  such  utter 
miBery  as  the  absence  of  all  hope  of  ever  ob- 
taining your  regard— at  least,  bid  me  not  de- 

*       99 

«pair. 

''  Sir  Felix,  I  must  pass;  this  conversation  is 
very  disagreeable  to  me.  You  have  my  answer^ 
and  I  will  not  be  detained." 

"  Good  heavens  I  Miss  Herbert,  what  ha^e 
I  done  to  inctir  your  anger?  I  am  astonifihedL^ 
confounded — some  prior  attachment  I  fear;  but 
you  are  young,'  very  young — your  'sentiments 
may  change." 


\ 


Digitized 


by  Google 


THE  POOR   COUSIN.  178 

*'  Never  towards  you.  Sir  Felix ;  and  once 
Qore  I  insist  on  being  allowed  to  leave  the 
oom.*' 

"Far  be  it  from  me.  Miss  Herbert,  to  detain 
ny  lady  against  her  wish.  The  novelty  of 
'our  treatment  has  certainly  taken  me  by  sur- 
nrise;  but  at  least  you  will  permit  me  to 
aquire  the  name  of  my  happy  rival  ?" 

"  It  needs  no  rival  to  make  me  decline  your 
proposals.  Sir  Felix.** 

"  Miss  Herbert,  pardon  me,  but  this  is  an 
vasion  unworthy  of  you.  That  I  hate  a  rival 
[  am  convinced,"  continued  he,  becoming  more 
ixcited.  *'  I  am  so  unaccustomed  to  this  dis- 
lain  from  your  sex,  that  I  can  account  for  it  in 
10  other  way.  But  let  him  look  to  it — I  have 
lever  yet  been  foiled,  nor  will  I  be  so  now, 
hould  all  the  powers  of  heaven  and  earth  con- 
pire  against  me  I*' 

This  last  part  of  his  speech  was  addressed  to 
he  book-cases,  for  Eva  had  disappeared;  and 
Sir  Felix  walked  up  and  down  the  room  in  a 
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•tate  of  the  mo8t  dreadful  excitement^  foi 
«pace  of  nearlj  an  hour.  At  the  end  of 
time  he  sauntered  to  the  drawing-roomj 
atood  for  a  few  minutes  before  one  of  tlie' 
inirr<»r8. 

And  what  so  soothing  as  this  conten^h 
of  himself!  Sir  Felix  toa$  soothed^  and 
peating  once  more^  courage,  mon  Inm, 
went  to  his  own  room  to  answer  the  lette 
his  most  importunate  creditor. 
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^'Lucetta,  Of  many  good  I  think  him  best 
"   /afia.  Your  retton  f 

^iMceUa,  I  have  no  other  hat  a  woman's  veaion ; 
I  think  him  10,  becaoM  i  think  him  fto.*' 


[t  is  a  positrre  &ct,  although  at  first  it  may^ 
Kppear  incrediblej  that  no  eztraordinarjr  re-* 
mUon  of  the  laws  of  nature  followed  the 
'emarkable  phenomenon  of  Sir  Felix  Yaine 
)efaig  rejected — his  lore  rejected  1  his  hand 
ejected ! !  hunself  rgected ! ! !  Sir  Felix  Yaine/ 
lie  accomplished^  llie  /ascinatingy  the  irresisti- 
ble^ had  at  length  experienced  that  hitherto 
as  &r  at  least  as  he  was  concerned)  fabulous 
Qortiflcation ;  and  yet  no  stars  had  fiillen  front 
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the  heavens,  and  the  sun  still  shone  vith  its 
accustomed  hrightness !  All  this  to  Sir  Felix 
seemed  vciy  odd  indeed. 

In  his  moments  of  deepest  despondency— for 
even  he  had  such  moments  sometimes — ^in  his 
moments  of  deepest  and  wildest  despondency, 
the  idea  of  his  imlimited  influence  over  the 
fairer  portion  of  the  creation  ever  ceasing,  had 
not  once  occurred  to  him,  and  how  could  it  6il 
to  startle  him  now  ?  Sir  Felix  was  startled, 
although  his  deeply-rooted  confidence  in  him- 
self  was  noways  shaken  by  it.  The  bright 
spirit  of  impudence  the  comforter,  kept  alive 
his  faith  in  his  own  invincible  powers ;  a  girlish 
attachment  had  indeed  interfered  for  the  mo- 
ment with  his  hopes,  but  that  was  a  trifle. 
Time,  time,  he  continued  to  assure  himself,  was 
all  he  required  to  beat  any  rival  out  of  the 
field,  and  win  the  most  ^ubbom  heart. 

Had  Eva,  as  Sir  Felix  certainly  expected, 
listened  with  rapture  and  gratitude  to  his  pro* 
posals,  a  very  few  weeks  would  probably  have 
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exhausted  his  loye  and  admiration;  but  as  the 
reverse  was  the  case,  his  desire  to  obtain  the 
beautiful  heiress  was  increased  tenfold^  aggra- 
rated  also  by  its  encroaching  necessity;  and 
the  two  most  powerful  feelings  of  his  nature 
being  thus  aroused  together,  he  was  fully 
determined,  that  by  some  means  or  other,  Eva 
Herbert  should  be  won.  And  he  was  not  a 
scrupulous  person  by  any  means. 

Unfortunately,  time,  which  was  all  he  wished 
for,  was  not  (as  has  been  something  more  than 
hinted)  at  his  disposal — ^for  the  want  of  funds 
afflicted  him  sorely.  Money  he  must  obtain, 
and  quickly  too;  and  Eya,  in  two  senses  of  the 
word,  he  could  not  live  without 

Here  then  was  'a  perplexity;  and  long, 
very  long.  Sir  Felix  stood  before  his  glass, 
trying  to  hit  upon  some  plan  that  would  se- 
cure to  him  both  those  now  feverishly  wished 
for  possessions.  But  neither  his  whiskers,  nor 
his  glossy  hair,  nor  his  handsome  figure,  and 
distinguished  mien,   captivating  as  they  un- 
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doubtedly  were,  siiggested  any  enoonragi 
hopes  of  sack  immediate  success  inik  t 
beaatifi;!  and  wealthj  brunette^  as  the  oc 
sion  reqiiired.  It  was  clear  tliat  wMe  t 
grave  but  haudsome  Aylmer  possessed 
heart  he  coveted^  he  could  make  but  h 
progress^  and  his  first  step  must  be  to  c 
her  of  that  attachment. 

But  how  was  this  to  be  done?     Sudde 
Charlotte  Dacres  flashed  upon  his  mind.    T 
he  had  seen  her  admiration^  and  more  tl 
guessed  her  love  for  himself,  will  excite 
surprise    in    the    intelligent   reader.     Tfa 
neyer  was  a  more  quick-sighted  man  than 
Felix  y  aine  in  matters  of  this  sort.     He ' 
perfectly  aware  that  had  $he  been  beautiful  i 
an  heiress,    the  polished  mirror  before  1 
would  not  now  have  reflected  a  rejected  loi 
and  the  idea  that  he  might,  by  means  of 
attachment  to  himself,   make  her   useful 
his  present  difficulties,  presented  itself  in 
sudden  brightness  of  a  xbew  hope. 
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Sir  Felix  indeed  did  not  intend  to  go  to  the' 
deroted  Charlotte  and  b9j,  "  Miss  Dacres^  I 
know  you  love  me,  but  as  I  happen  to  lore 
somebody  else,  I  am  come  to  ask  you  to  as* 
sist  me  in  gaining-  the  affection  of  that  per-- 
son."  There  were  many  better  ways  than  that, 
and  at  all  events  flie  first  thing  must  be  to 
make  poor  Charlotte  beliere  that  she  herself 
▼as  the  one  beloved.  Sir  Felis  had  certainly 
no  VCTy  clear  idea  of  the  next  step  in  the 
aflSdr,  bnt  that,  he  doubted  not,  would  sug" 
gest  itself.  In  any  case,  a  little  flirtation: 
with  so  clever  a  girl  as  Miss  Dacres  would 
do  no  harm.  It  would  even  amuse  him, 
fer  Sir  Felix  had  penetration  enough  to  sed 
diat  she  whose  dark  eyes  he  often  detected 
fixed  upon  himself,  was  no  common-place  wo- 
man; and  it  might  pique  Eva  in  spite  of  her* 
setf,  to  perceive  his  attentions  transferred  to 
cnotber.  Altogether,  he  was  highly  pleased 
with  the  idea,  as  it  was  not  only  one  in  ac- 
eotdasace  with  his  judgment,  but  hi»  feelinga 
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and  inveterate  habits.  Prompt  in  all  tihings 
connected  vfi^b.  love^  he  straightway  proceeded 
to  put  it  in  execution. 

Charlotte  Dacres  had  not  seen  unmoved 
the  devotion  of  Sir  Felix  Vaine  to  Eva  Her- 
bert. Daj  by  day  she  had  watched  his  looks 
of  passionate  admiration^  and  her  very  lEunost  h 

soul  had  writhed  at  the  conviction  that  to  her 
they  w;ould  never  be  directed;  and  night  after 
night,  she  too  had  stood  before  her  mirror,  look- 
ing with  despair  at  the  unlovely  countenance  re- 
flected there,  while  tears  of  the  heart's  bitterest 
agony  rolled  down  her  cheek. 

She  knew  now  that  Sir  Felix  Vaine  was  not 
what  her  imagination  at  first  had  pictured  Um; 
she  could  not  help  seeing  he  was  vain  and 
worldly,  and  incapable  of  those  higher  and 
purer  feelings  which  she  had  then  given  him 
credit  for — ^but  she  did  not  cease  to  love,  thou|^ 
her  respect  might  be  in  some  degree  lessened 
by  the  knowledge  of  his  character,  which  bad 
grown  upon  her — she  did  not  cease  to  love,  for 
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M>me  a  part  of  her  being, 
pe  that  her  love  would  eTer 
e  little  J07  she  had  known 
0  poison  now.  And  when 
jce  of  his  scheme,  once  more 
flattery  in  her  ear.  Char- 
bitter  smile,  and  despised 
itening,  far  more  than  the 
serred  contempt  alone. 
Lst  be  confessed,  bore  the 
admirer  with  wonderful 
perhaps  this  was  in  some 
sr  haying  taken  a  sudden 
ber  knowledge  of  Italian; 
xaordinary  good-nature  had 
(r  preceptor;  and  so  intent 
;nd  pupil  on  those  studies, 
m  observed  much  of  what 
them. 

to  them  that  Charlotte  and 
hole  hotirs  together — that 
[sabel  looked  cross  and  in- 
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dignant;  that  Miss  Stanley  aoxd  Fannj  snuled 
tfgnificantljr  to  each  oflier;  and  that  Mrs.  Na- 
than talked  mysterionslj  of  donble  weddings^ 
taii  lovers  reconciled.  Era  had  certaxnlj  con- 
vinced Stuart  that  he  had  no  reason  to  be  jealous 
of  Sir  TeirL  Y aine^  and  Stuart  seemed  to  be  on 
ihe  point  of  conyincing  Eva  that  he  fired  but 
widii  the  hope  of  winning  her  love^  when  an 
erent  occurred  which  materially  altered  the 
whole  aspect  of  aflSurs. 
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*  Had  I  been  seised  by  a  bungry  lioD, 
I  would  have  been  a  breakout  to  tbe  beast, 
Bather  than  have  fidse  Proteus  rescue  me  I" 


L  FORTNIGHT  Had  elapsed  since  the  tmsaccew* 
al  proposals  of  Sir  Felix  Yaine^  and  stQl  he 
poke  not  of  leaying  Ebnconrt^  and  was  very 
IT  from  wearing  the  look  of  a  rejected  lorer. 
t  might  be  that  Charlotte  Dacres  had  consoled 
im;  for  his  gaiety  was  more  constant,  his  con- 
ersation  more  sparkling^  and  his  aspect  more 
teadfiutlj  cheerful  than  they  had  been  sinee 
e  came  amongst  them ;  and  Charlotte^  in  spite 
f  her  reason — in  spite  of  her  conyictions— in 
pite  of  that  stilly  small  Toice  within^  which 
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assured  her  that  there  was  no  vitality  in  the 
happiness  she  gave  up  her  heart  to  eBJoji 
Charlotte  herself  looked  happy  too ;  and  though 
many  marreUed  how  one  so  unattractiye  could 
haye  even  for  a  day  fascinated  this  fastidious 
and  worldly-minded  man^  none  doubted  (so  far 
did  his  attentions  proceed)  that  she  had  done 
so. 

The  winter  days  still  continued  white.  The 
earth  for  many  weeks  had  been  shrouded  bj 
the  snow,  and  slight  thaws  had  only  been  suc- 
ceeded by  more  bitter  fits  of  frost.  On  one  of 
those  cold  gray  mornings,  when  the  sky  is  over: 
cast,  and  the  ice-bound  land  looks  duUj  for  aD 
its  whiteness,  some  one  proposed  at  breakfast 
that  Sir  Felix  and  Stuart  should  teach  the 
ladies  to  skate  on  the  frozen  mere  in  the  park 
The  idea  was  loudly  applauded.  Eva  had  been 
already  slightly  instructed  in  this  exercise,  on 
the  lakes  of  Westmoreland ;  and  it  so  happened 
that  the  two  gentlemen  piqued  themselves 
upon   their  skill  on   the  ice,   and  eadi  was 
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sirona  to  distmguifih  himself  in  this  graceful 
d  manly  exercise.  Indeed^  Sir  Felix  Vaine 
LS  one  of  those  rare  men  who  are  never  at 
loss  when  any  claim  of  society,  however 
parently  opposed  to  their  general  habits,  is 
de  upon  them — ^and  he  excelled  in  them  all* 
)  was  a  capital  shot,  an  excellent  and  graceful 
er,  and  a  fearless  and  clever  huntsman.  How- 
21  deficient  in  real  nobility  of  character,  he 
1  the  coolness  of  dauntless  personal  courage, 
Ithe  impudence  of  the  arch-fiend  himself; 
that  corrective  to  personal  vanity  which  men's 
ietyin  so  many  instances  affords  to  fops,  had 
place  in  the  influences  of  his  character; 
npanions  who  had  weak  brains  and  strong 
dies,  however  indignant  they  might  be  at  the 
erbearing  vanity  of  this  whiskered  Fandour 
a  baronet,  endured  it  from  a  knowledge  of 
I  excelling  in  those  manly  feats  of  bodily 
ill,  which  were  the  most  ardent  wish  of  their 
ni  miserable  ambition  to  become  distinguished 
r;  while  clever  men,  who  cared  little  for  such 
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to  bear  them.  A  few  of  the  party^  headed  by 
tfr.  Aylmer  himself,  immediately  started  to 
iscertain  this,  and  the  others  amdoiisly  waited 
0  learn  the  resxdt. 

"  An]rth]ng  in  the  world  for  a  change,*'  said 
Isabel,  yawning ;  ''  tliis  conntry  life  is  positively 
\faire  maurir.** 

"  Anything  for  a  change  !"  was  echoed  by 
aost  of  ker  companions,  in  a  tone  that  left 
itde  doubt  of  their  sincerity. 

The  reeonnoitering  detachment  soon  re- 
lined,  and  declaring  the  ice  to  be  in  a  safe 
mdition,  in  a  few  minutes  the  whole  party 
'as  prepared  to  set  out. 

Sir  Felix  Yaine  had  tried  erery  means  to 
Mnire  Eya  as  his  pupil,  but  Stuart  persisted 
lat  he  bad  a  better  right  to  her;  and  the 
latter  being  referred  to  the  lady  herself,  Eya 
tughingly  declared  that  it  was  more  con* 
snient  to  hare  but  one  master;  and  Stuart 
Bing  already  her  instructor  in  Italian,  sh^ 
LUst  decide  for  him. 
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her  ear ;  and  her  words  too,  though  they 

re  few,  seemed  to  tell  something  of  the  affec- 

a   she  cared  not  now  to  conceal,   for  her 

apanion  wore  that  beaming  look  of  fervent 

,  which  bounding  hope  alone  can   give— 

I  they  were  both  very  happy. 

[n  the  meantime  Sir  Felix  Yaine  and  Char- 

te  Dacres  also  walked  and  talked  together, 

1  their  conversation  was  rather  more  intelli-  • 

Ae  in  the  signification  of  its  words. 

^'  Charlotte,  (he  had  long  called  her  '  Char- 

te*  when  they  were  alone,)  to  what  active 

tent  do  you  imagine  the  devotion  of  a  woman 

a  man  woidd  extend?" 

"  The  records  of  all  ages  have  proved  that 

iman's  love  bas  no  limit." 

"  Exactly.     I  perfectly  agree  with  you  as  to 

3  existence  of  those  delightful  records;  but 

pposing  for  a  moment  that  they  did  not  exist, 

lat  would  be  your  own  opinion  of  the  matter?" 

"  My  own  opinion.  Sir  Felix,  on  this,  as  on 

my  other  subjects,  I  should  be  unwilling  to 
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expose    to  tKe  ridicule  of   those  who— 
thought— differently." 

*'  But  surely,  Charlotte,  you  can  haye 
Ibar  of  that  now.    You  know  how  rea^ 
always  am  to  adopt  your   ideas,    and 
many  of  my  own  your  influence  has  chan 
Charlotte,  I  need  not  tell  you,  for  you  1 
eyes  to  see,  the  power  you  possess  over 
J,  never  yet  met  a  woman  like  yourself, 
lovely  faces  I  may  have  seen,  but  you  1 
qualities  of  a  higher  nature  than  mere  bes 
Charlotte,   Charlotte,  my  mind  has  bowe^ 
fore  yours,  and  I  am  a  willing  captive — but 
not  away  so  coldly.     Tell  me  I  am  not 
ceived  in  believing  myself  beloved.     01 
my  presxmiption  should  have  led  me  to 
interpret  the  sweet  expression  of  those 
quent  eyes.     Speak,  love;  may  I  say  my 
love?    Charbtte,  speak." 

And  Charlotte  did  speak,    and  her  wc 
though  very  low,  were  full  of  fervent 
quence.    The  tempter's  subtlety  had  once  i 
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LYed,  and  her  whispered  answer  told  all 
ieepj  deep  love  that  had  so  long  burned 
ex  restless  heart;  and  it  needed  not  the 
son  flush  that  had  settled  on  her  cheeky 
he  too  brilliant  sparkling  of  her  usually 
ghtfiil  eye^  to  assure  Sir  Felix  that  the 
onate  words  which  fell  on  his  ear  came 
her  inmost  souL  And  he  was  happy,  for 
ad  now  succeeded  in  everything  but  his 
ior  yiews;  and  he  felt  the  gratified  plea- 
which  a  skilful  and  habitual  whist-player 
id  eiperience  at  rapidly  winning  his  &your» 
ame.  And  so  another  heart  was  won^  but 
I  broken. 

ad  now  when  again  in  even  more  tender 
ats  he  repeated  his  question  respecting  her 
ion  of  the  devotion  of  woman^  Charlotte^ 
le  excitement  of  the  moment^  poured  forth. 
M>d  of  eloquence  the  burden  of  which 
to  assure  her  listener  that  all  the  records 
oimer  ages  told  but  of  fEont,  cold  deeds^ 
pared  with  what  she  herself  was  capable 
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ler  supporter  Stuart,  to  whose  lot  she  had 
m ;  nor  would  she  hear  of  his  leavmg  her 
',  although  the  rest  of  the  party,  with  the 
option  of  Eva  who  stood  shivering  on 
bank,  had  some  time  dispersed  and  were 
itering  about  the  park  in  pairs, 
[any  a  glance  did  the  now  impatient  young 
cast  towards  his  first  pupil,  who,  he  was 
L  enough  to  believe,  waited  there  for  hian — 
ough  Eva  had  said  it  was  Mrs.  Nathan  she 
ed  for.  At  length.  Sir  Felix  Vaine,  having 
his  other  companions,  returned  to  her,  and 
r  continued  talking  together  of  very  iudif- 
nt  matters.  The  minds  of  both  were  pre- 
ipied,  and  there  seemed  less  communion 
I  ever  between  them.  The  little  they  did 
was  frequently  interrupted  by  tlie  loud 
»  of  Mrs.  Nathan's  voice — that  lady  per- 
ng  that  a  part  of  the  ice  Stuart  had  pointed 
aa  insecure  was  perfectly  safe,  and  that  she 
lid  go  upon  it.  Sir  Felix  smiled  sarcasti- 
y^at  their  altercation,  and  suggested  that 
OL.  n.  K 
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the  good  lady^  wjio  seemed  so  anxious  1 
browned,  had  probably  mistaken  oj^iia-vit 
■ag^ua-fwra  that  morning;  but  Eva  paid 
atteation  to.  his  remarks.  She  was  just 
wondering  how  far.  the  patience  or  politen 
a  young  man  to  a  sto^t  elderly  lady,  hii 
ther's  guest,  oould  be  expected  to  go,  v 
loud  screaD9k  startled  her,  and  looking  u[ 
.saw  Stuart  struggling  among  broken  ma£ 
ice,  and  Mrs.  Nathan  shrieldng  so  loudlj 
rouse  the  echoes  (tf  tiie  wooded  hills 
waddlixig  desp^ately  from  the  place  of  h 
jcm  all  fours,  having,  of  course,  fiJlen  h 
on  the  ice,  when,  notwithstanding  her  f 
«he  attempted  to  make  a  race  for  it  1 
bazik. 

Fatigued  with  her  childish  f<^y ,  and  bi 
.with  impatience  to  rejoin  his  former 
panion,  Stuart,  in  a  moment  of  icritatun 
to  oouTinoe  her  tbat  the  ice  was  not 
enough  to  bear  dieirweigl^t  onthepla 
liad  pointed  ou^  had  himself  advanced 
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intending,  with  a  stick  he  had  procured,  to 
make  a  hole,  for  the  purpose  of  convincing 
the  incredulous  lady  that  he  was  right;  but  by 
tome  means  or  oth^  he  had  gone  a  few  steps  :. 

too  fur.    Crack,   crack,  went  the  ice  around  f 

him,  and  in  a  moment  he  was  struggling  in  the  ! 

wat6r>  with    his   back  towards  the  terrified  ! 

qieetators.  ! 

The  ice  once  broken,  gave  way  on  all  sides ; 
the  water  spread  oyer  the  floating  parts,  and  a 
strong  current  that  ran  through  this  portion  of 
the  deep  nsere  (now  more  rapid  and  powerfiil 
from  its  pent-up  state)  every  moment  lessened  ; 

the  chances  of  his  escape.  It  was  quite  dear, 
too,  that  Stuart  was  not  an  expert  swimmer; 
and  sinking,  rising,  and  struggling  amid  the 
broken  .ice,  it  was  hondbly  evident,  that  in 
mother  minute  he  would  be  sucked  by  the 
current  under  the  frozen  sur&ce  of  the  mere. 

The  instant  that  Eva  saw  .the  accident,  ahe 
mshed  to  the  lake,  end  her  little  foot  was 
already  on  the  frozen  snow  at  its  edge,  when  a 
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id^  and  her  look  might  have  changed  the 
rpose  of  an  assassin^  so  full  of  the  heart's 
terest  wo  it  was — ^but   her  words  were  only 

will!  I  swear  it!  now^  quick!  quick!'' 
en  Sir  Felix^  bounding  from  her  side^  passed 
h  great  skill  oyer  the  ice^  and  plunged  into 

water^  just  as  Stuart  was  disappearing^ 
haps  for  the  last  time.  He  caught  him^  and 
latter  rallying  at  the  touch  of  a  living  man^ 
3  soon  enabled  to  reach  the  former  portion 
the  ice^  but  that  also  with  the  weight  of  the 
)  began  to  crack — ^for  a  slow  thaw  had  all 
t  day  been  secretly  undermining  the  frost 
the  solid  ice  split  and  became  riven  asunder. 
1  a  second  service  of  danger  had  to  be  passed 
ough^  which  Sir  Felix^  to  do  him  justice, 
K>mplished  with  great  courage  and  deter- 
oation.  They  both  landed  safely. ' 
Eva  saw  Stuart  rescued,  and  then  she  tried 
walk  away,  but  the  deathlike  faintness  had 
ne  back,  and  she  leaned  against  a  tree  for 
pport.    Mrs.  Nathan  had  now  returned  with 
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said  not  when  it  should  be.  Andnow^  if  70a 
do  not  leave  me  I  shall  die — Sir  Felix,  I  shall 
die — or  go  mad!" 

Several  persons,  and  among  them  Mr.  A7I- 
mer,  were  now  seen  adTandzig  towards  them ; 
and  Sir  Felix,  making  a  very  low  bow  to  his 
Eur  companion,  left  her  to  walk  alone.  All 
v^ere  so  busy  during  the  remainder  of  that 
eventful  day  in  iiiqiiirijig  about  Stoaxt's  ac- 
cident, and  blessing  Sir  Felix  as  his  deliverer, 
that  Eva's  excuse  of  a  violent  headache  was 
iccepted,  and  those  who  knocked  at  her  door 
were  content  for  this  reason  to  go  away  unad- 
nitted.  And  she  spent  the  afternoon  and 
ivening  alone. 
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*«  That  is  love 

*  ♦        *        ♦    which  can  resign 

Its  own  best  happiness  for  one  dear  sake; '  - 

*  ♦        ♦        ♦    —hath  no  part  in  hope^ 
For  hope  is  somewhat  selfish,  love  is  not| 
And  doth  prefer  another^to  itself.**  ^ 


But  the  morrow  came,  and  all  things  pro 
ceeded  as  usual ;  and  a  wretched  morning  i 
was,  of  sleet  and  drift,  that  the  howlisj 
wind  of  the  thaw  swept  against  the  wall 
and  windows  of  the  mansion  to  turn  t* 
water  as  the  whirling  flakes  fell;  dark  patcke 
of  ground  where  the  snow  had  melted  mad 
the  piebald  hills  most  forlorn;  the  sodde 
grayelled  walks  were  shining  with   tricldiii( 
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rom  the  trees^  and  the  park  Btream  was  rush 
Lg  furiotisly  in  its  new  freedom  from  the  ice^ 
rown  and  boiling  from  the  flooded  rivulets 
hich  fed  it  from  the  valley  sides;  there  was 
bleak  abandonment  in  the  misery  of  the  scene^ 
I  dreary  and  pitiless  that  it  suggested  nothing 
it  melancholy  truths  on  the  certainty  of  deaths 
e  miseries  of  life,  and  the  vanity  of  all  human 
>pe8. 

This  was  the  cheerful  morrow  that  arose 
K)n  Eva  Herbert,  as  the  betrothed  of  Sir 
^lix  Yaine.  The  struggle  between  her  warm 
clings  and  her  deeply-rooted  sense  of  the 
ligation  of  a  vow  was  terrible,  for  Eva,  by 
Dstitution  disposed  to  devotion,  and  her 
tural  capacity  for  veneration  qidckened  and 
engthened  by  a  weU-ordered  religious  edu- 
ion  possessed  moreover  of  a  high  con- 
entiousness,  which  made  her  regard  the 
ramstance  of  Sir  Felix  Yaine  risking  his  life 
the  fidth  of  her  words,  with  a  weight  nearly 
lal  to  that  of  her  vow^  felt  that  she  had  no 
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power  of  avoiding  the  dreadful  ordeal  whin 
the  had.  beaomebotind:to  pass.  And  the  thong 
of  this  change  in  her  pcospects  of  the  fiitoze 
thatbeautiM  future,  the  hope  of  which  is  t 
only  disdnotive  happiness  of  youths-*  the  hi 
table  idea  of  marrying  a.  man  she  disliked^  a 
the  no  less  impatient  torment  of  feeling  d 
Me  who  filled  her  whole  heart,  and  with  whi 
all  the  brightest  hopes  and  memories  of  her  1 
ilrere  iiiseparably  united,  must  ha^e  his  k 
Rejected  by  her,  just  when  her  spirit  had  be 
exulting  with  passionate  joy  at  witnessing 
bestowal^ — those  hopeless  realities  of  her  < 
lK>la(e  state  produced  a  tumult  of  bitter  ei 
lion  which  Eva  could  not  control.  And  t 
oonsoiousness,  as  has  been  said^  of  haTing 
means  of  escaping  from  such  a  distzacti 
doom,  so  paralyzed  her  feelings — BtUl  higl 
l»ensitiye  from  the  shock  and  excitement  ti 
had  undergone  the  day  before^  and  whid 
night  of  broken*  deep  and  troubled  dies 
had  done  yery  little  to  assuago— 4liat  she  1 
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Iier  throbbing  forehead  on  the  open  palms  of 
her  little  hands,  through  the  delicate  fingers  oi 
which  the  tears  were  stealings  and  murmured 
to  herself,  after  every  sobbing  moyement  of  her 
bosom^  ''  I  wish  that  I  eould  die!" 

But  the  morning's  dawn  had  brighter  asso-  i 

dations  in  the  mind  of  Sir  Felix  Yaine.  He 
was  happy  and  triumphant,  and  what  mattered 
it  to  him  if  two  helpless  women's  hesgrts  were, 
bridsed  or  broken  by  his  means  ?  But  it  is  a 
9mall  thing  the  peace  of  a  woman's  heart  com«^ 
pared  with  man's  pleasures  and  vanity;  at  least^ 
90  Sir  Felix  thought,  as  he  curled  and  trimmed 
his  whiskers  that  morning,  without  one  remorse- 
ful r^ection,  and  descended  to  the  breakfast- 
room,  fuU  of  the  most  enchanting  anticipations^ 
and  blessing  his  own  ready  ingenidty  which  had 
led  to  such  a  fortunate  result.  For  Sir  Felly; 
Yajne,  although  it  would  have  stung  his  va<- 
nity  in  the  most  sensitive  point  to  have  a  wife^ 
who  did  not  worship  him>  had  the  solid  and 
steadfast  conviction  that  the  existence  of  such  a 
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btention  of  reading  it^  but  to  practise  tlie 
Sifficiilt  task  of  hiding  the  deep  wretchedness 
that  she  feared  her  countenance  would  too 
rarely  betray. 

She  had  been  here  only  a  few  minutes^  when 
Ihe  door  opened,  and  Stuart  entered.  He 
9eemed  surprised  at  seeing  her,  but  hastily  ad- 
iranced,  with  a  look  of  pleasure,  to  her  side. 
Eva  rose  too,  and  held  out  her  hand.  He  took 
It  eagerly,  and  she  did  not  withdraw  it 
while  attempting  to  express  her  pleasure  at  his 
recovery  from  the  shock  of  yesterday.  A  few 
words  only  had  issued  from  her  Ups,  when  she 
stopped,  and  turned  very  pale. 

"  Dearest  Miss  Herbert,"  said  he  tenderly, 
"you  are  ill;  sit  down  here."  And  he  led 
her  to  a  couch. 

Eya  had  no  more  power  oyer  herself,  and 
silently  the  burning  tears  stole  down  her  pale 
cbeeki,  while  passionate  words  of  deep  and 
long-cherished  love  fell  almost  unconsciously 
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And  without  another  gkiice  at  the  conxi* 
nance  now  paler  than  her  own;.  Eva  opened 
»  door  and  was  gone. 

And  what  were  t^e  thought!'  and  fedings  of 
n  she  left  standings  there  alone?    In  truth, 
oart  scarcelj  knew,  huaaelf^  bo  completeljr 
la  he    stunned  and   o^evwhehned    by  th& 
nds  whieh  Era  had  now  spoken.    It  waa 
^ar  that^  some  clond  had  suddenly-  arisen  and 
d  obscured  the  sun  of  happiness  that  so  lateljr 
one  upon  them;  but  wheaae  it  came  he  had 
»  due  to  guesS)  and  tike  more  he  thought, 
emore  obscurity  seemed  to  surround  it  all* 
At  Itogth,  after  half  an  hour  spent  in  fruitless 
brta  to  fiithom  die  seeming  mystery,  Stuart 
solved  to  demand  anodier  intenriew,  and  ha. 
ent  immediately  to  hia  own  voom  to  write  a^ 
>te  to  Eva  to  this  effeet. 
And   in   the  meai^tme  Eva  herself,  with  a 
itermination  of  not  yielding"  at  present  to. 
te  grief  that  waa  breaking  har  heart,  instead 
r  seekiag  solitude  again,  wantto  the  drawings 
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inued  urging  her  to  speak^  and  asking  the 
on  of  her  coldness  to  Sir  Felix. 
What  have  yon  done'  to  offend  Miss 
•bert?"  said  she,  looking  very  gravely  in 
hce.  "  Let  me  be  the  umpire  between  you, 
sconcile  you  again.  Come,  Sir  Felix,  bend 
r  knee  to  to  this  disdainful  lady ;  and  Eva, 
mmand  you,  smile  upon  Sir  Felix." 
ir  Felix  did  as  he  was  bade,  but  still  the 
r  he  'knelt  to,  raised  not  her  eyes. 
What  does  this  mean?"  continued  Fanny, 
'  beginning  to  tliink  there  was  something 
)us  in  the  affair.  '^  Eva,  are  you  not  glad 
my  brother,  the  brother  of  your  own 
ny,  has  been  saved?  Then  smile,  just 
!  one  tiny  smile  to  his  preserver." 
hus  appealed  to,  Eva  did  look  up  and  smile 
upon  Sir  Felix,  but  apparently  it  was  not 
sort  of  smile  that  lovers  like  to  receive,  for 
ose,  on  the  instant,  from  his  kneeling  pos- 
';  and  walked  hastily  to  the  other  end  of  the 
n.    And  Fanny  was  on  the  point  of  follow- 
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Qg,  to  beg  aa  explanatioa'of  the  strange  na 
rhen  yisiters  were  aimonnced^  and  I 
l^bstya  and  hflr  eldest  daughter  made  t 
fppearance. 

^  A  melanclioly  daj  to  choose  fcr  a  ti 
gaid  the  fermer>  shaking  hands  with  Isi 
pjio  had  adranced  to  meet  them ;  ^  bat  ] 
jrinny  looked  so  dull  and  miserable  at  hi 
iiat  I  thought  the  sight  of  so  many  young  i 
IS  I  knew  were  assembled  here^  would  dc 
l^ood*  Ginny^  my  Iots,  Miss  Aylmeir  inl 
lamLace  her  young  firiends  to  you.  Ah,  tl 
Klisa  Herbert^  I  presume^  of  whom  we  ha^ 
heard  so  much  V* 

And  Lady  Mostyn  whispered  some  ox 
nent  into  Eya's  ear>  who  bowed  politely, 
aeldly^  in  return,  and  stOl  kept  her  seat; 
iiB  quick-s^hted  girl,  from  the  bad  t 
rf  the  words  iN4ii^ered  to  herself,  a  pei 
itnmger,  saw  at  once  that  die  mistress  ofIL 
ball  waa  Uttie  of  a  gentlewoman,  and  less 
person  likely  to  be  agreeable. 
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Sir  Felix  had  left  the  room  on  the  azmounce- 
lent  of  visiters. 

The  conversatioiif  as  is  usual  in  morning 
sUs  when:  the  parties  are  slightly  acquainted^ 
roceeded  rather  languidly,  till-  Gineyra  asked 
ow  they  liked  their  guest.  Sir  Felix  Y aine  ? 

This,  of'  course,  elicited  various  replies  from 
le  different  ladies^  Fanny  was  loud  in  her 
raises,  and  detailed,  the  scene  on  the  ice ;  the 
Ihers  spoke  less,  but  all  had  some  word  of 
ommendation,  except  Charlotte  Dacres  an<f 
!va,  Keither  of  these  offered  any  opinion  on 
16  question  of  dte  baron^d  merits,  and  Misiy 
fostyn,  perceiving  tjlis,  soon  afl^r  drew  her 
liair  closer  to  Eva,  and  smilihg  very  sweetly^ 
^d  she  was  rejoiced  to  find-  some  one  who 
gteed  with  her  in  her  own  private  opinion  of 
^e  gentleman  in  question  (which  by  Eva's 
ilence  she  presumed  she  did).  «^  For,''  said  the 
^onchalante  Miss  Ginny,  erectmg  herself  in  her 
hair,  ''  I  detest  Sir  Felix  Taine  more  than  I 
an  tell  you,  and  indeed  Z  have  good  cause." 
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*^  And  how  baa  he  offended  yous  Miss  Mot 
tynf  said  Eva. 

"  Oh^  it  is  a  long  ttozy^  and  I  could  not  te 
it  now/'  replied  Gineyra;  ''but  indepe&dentl 
of  any  personal  offenoe^  I  abhor  his  chiracU 
Mama  is  rery  fond  of  him  though^*'  she  oon 
nned^  speaking  lower^  "  and  I  hardly  dare  s 
all  I  feel — but  you  do  not  like  him^  I  can  i 
that  Now  do  tell  me  why^  for  all  the  rest 
the  worldy  it  seems,  think  him  extremely  ias 
Bating." 

''  Really,  I  haye  not  thopght  of  stadying 
character/'  said  Eva,  "but *' 

"  Oh,  I  can  supply  any  deficiency  in  y 
knowledge  of  Ihat/'  interrupted  Ginev: 
*'  and  in  the  first  place  his  odious  yanity  ma 
one  sick;  he  belieyes  that  eyery  woman,  v 
ried  or  single,  he  smiles  upon,  must  611 
loye  with  him— don't  you  call  that  modest  f 

"Very,"  said  Eya,  moumfolly;  and 
companion  continued — 

"  Of  course,  you  know  he  dyes  his  hair 
whiskers  ?" 
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rhey  are  very  black,"  said  Era,  not  know- 
rliat  else  to  say. 

Of  course,"  they  are  japanned— jet  black 
^nrse,  but  it  is  easy  to  dye  them  any  colour, 
eyer,  that  is  a  trifle.  But,  would  you 
re  it?  he  actually  keeps  a  small  book 
he  calls  lus  '  log-book ')  in  which  he 
I  down  every  &vour  or  fimded  preference 
eceives  firom  a  lady ;  and  then,  summing 
up,  he  regulates  his  advances  and  pre- 
ons  by  the  amount;  a  cool  and  heartless 
^^ding,  by  which  he  has  made  many 
ns.  What  do  you  think  of  thai  ?  " 
t  any  other  time  Eva  would  have  been 
\  amused  by  the  warmth  with  which  these 
\  of  character  were  related,  but  now  they 
made  her  heart  ache  the  more.  She  did 
answer,  but  it  was  not  required,  for 
5vra  went  on — 

Then,  if  you  could  see  how  shamefully 

contemptuously    he    treats    poor    Julia 

Idy,  his  cousin,  who  is  really  attached  to 


Digitized 


by  Google 


ftl4  THE  l>OaR  CODBIK. 

hiitt-*thougli  haw  in  the  ^oorld  she  can 
has  always  puzzled  me — but  he  thidBsit 
thing  to  break  a  iroman's  heart,  and 
boasts  that  manyhaTie  died  Jar  him. 
«Ter  he  marries,  his  poor  wife  ahall  iu 
^incerest  prayeia    ■    ** 

'*  Shall  she  1**  said  E^ia,  almost  imcDnsi 
taking  her  companion's  ^hond.  Then  w3 
ing  "  good  by/'  and  telling  her  talkative 
that  she  was  not  very  well,  she  stole  ( 
from  the  room,  feeling  that  ahekad  bean 
enough  fer  one  :moming  ^f  die  chanu 
her  future  husband.  On  reaching  he 
room,  Stuart's  note  was  deUreredtohfl 
she  hesitated  for  some^ninutes  ub  to  the  i 
in  which  she  should  mswer  it.  Jji<sdM 
view  under  the  present  circnnutances 
but  make  her  more  wrctched— for  ^rhitt 
she  explain?  how  tell  him  that  to  save  1 
the  had  sworn  to  niarry  a  man  she  < 
.despised  and  now-aUnrred  ?    No,  it  w 
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ible,  her  doom  was  a  dreadful  one — ^but  it 
fixed. 

lie  only  kope  she  still  cheridied,  and  it  waa 
ry  slight  one^  was  that  Sir  Felix^  when  h^ 
d  how  deeply  she  was  attached  to  another^ 
Id^  for  very  shame^  release  her  from  her 
rted  promise  to  himself.  And  cost  what  it 
Idy  she  folly  detexmined  to  see  him,  and 
him  alL 

or  this  purpose  she  once  more  descended 
he  library,  where,  as  she  had  expected, 
Felix  WW  sitting.  He  appeared  rather 
nished  at  seeing  her,  bnt  smiled  a  most 
IBgent  smile,  whidi  said,  aa  plainly  as  any 
e  could  say,  **  Ah,  I  dioi^ht  she  would 
play  the  tyrant  long.  There  is  no  doubt, 
if  that  I  am  irremstible  V* 
itft  neither  the  smUe  nor  its  significatiom 
noticed  by  the  proud  girl  -who  stood  before 
.  lightly  he  had  sprung  from  lus  seat, 
endearroured  to  lead  her  to  a  chair,  but 
i  preferred  standing,  and  Sir  Felix  begaA 
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K)  me  than  the  air  I  breathc--4iy,  dear  aa  IB7 
>wii  soul  I" 

9ie  paused  from  extreme  excitement,  and 
Ur  Felix  delayed  not  to  ancrwer* 

''  My  sweet  Miss  Herbert,  I  regret  that  yoa 
ikoold  think  so  poorly  of  my  love  for  you,  as 
x>  imagine  that  anything  in  the  world  could 
nake  me  waire  my  sacred  claim  to  your  be« 
loved  hand.  Nay,  dearest  Eva,  listen  to  me 
me  moment :  my  deep  devotion  shaU  win  your 
love  at  length,  my  one  eternal  thought  sfaaU 
bs  fiw  your  happiness ;  I  will  anticipate  your 
avery  wish,  wateh  your  every  look,  and,  if  it 
be  necessary,  lay  down  my  life  itself  for  your 
dear  sake." 

"  Do  not,"  replied  Eva  impatiently,  "  in- 
sult my  reason.  Sir  Felix,  by  folly  such  a9 
duB.  Your  love  is  hateful  to  me,  and  I  scruple 
not  to  say  it." 

For  a  instant  Sir  Felix  Vaine's  eyes  flashed 
fire.  ''  Nay,  then,"  he  said,  **  I  will  annoy 
7on  With  it  no  more ;  but  remember,  we  both 
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ion^  "  really  intend  to 
en  I  Iiaye  told  you  that 
,  love  you?" 
',  me  now.  Miss  Herbert, 
ace  to  me,"  replied  Sir 
»n  his  effirontery;  "  but 
ove  me,  and  remember 
se  and  amusement  at 
n,  I  cannot  permit  my- 
r,  as  you  look  somewhat 
lid  counsel  your  taking 
r-time.  When  we  meet 
,  the  evening,  I  hope  to 
to  you  your  guardian's 

.  to  say  more ;  and  thus 

ted  that  the  scene  just 
k  the  extreme  to  Eva 
ced  in  a  situation  that 
1  or  experience  could 
her  for;  and  she  acted 
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ly  woman^  proud  and  sensitiye,  w 
done.  She  writhed  under  the  chains 
d  her,  and  scrupled  not  to  show  that 
0 ;  for  although  she  felt  that  her  first  < 
was  to  endeavour  to  think  more  faronr 
jr  future  husband,  stiD,  when  in  the 
^  of  Sir  Felix,  the  haughtiness  of  her  n: 
tf  betray  itself,  creating,  by  her  rec! 
Bssion  of  it,  yet  further  barriers  bet^ 
.  But  when  alone  again.  Era  sighc 
;t  that  all  this  pride  and  scorn  was 
the  impatient  fluttering  of  a  prisoned 
that  it  did  nothing  to  lessen  the  horr 
ituation.  No,  she  must,  since  there 
icape,  try  with  her  whole  heart  to  lov< 
she  had  so  rashly  promised  to  marry, 
id  yet  Eva  now  asked  herself  again 
I,  toa^  it  rashly  done  ?  was  not  the  li 
rt  Aylmer  far  dearer  to  her  than  her 
3y  happiness;  and  having,  as  she  belie 
;rved  this  precious  life  by  the  »acrifi< 
Jf,  should  she  render  the  sacrifice  o 
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t  by  showing  that  she  was  wretched, .  a^d 
lengthening  his  regrets^  md  creating  in 
lind  douhts  and  suspicions  which  she  could 
r  remove  ? 

>,  this  were  a  most  unworthy  part;  and 
resolved  that  it  should  not  he  hers ;  cost 
it  would,  she  fully  determined  to  hide 
aisery,  that  his  happiness  might  not  be  foi 
wrecked  whose  life  her  love  had  saved, 
will  soon  forget  me  if  he  thinks  I  love  Sii 
,**  she  said  to  herself,  **  and  it  will  be  fal 
rthus."  '     ' 

id'  gradually  her  spirit  became  mord  tran- 
and  the  feverish  throbbing  of  her  temples 
ded  for  the  time;  for  in  the  devotion  oi 
If,  a  woman,  a  good,  true  woman,  feels  she 
IfiUing  her  mission;  and  when  the  mini 
lad  the  courage  boldly  atid  fully  to  con 
late  this  destiny,  it  loses  much  of  it 
mess,  and  a  halo,  though  it  may  be  i 
one,  begins  insensibly  to  surround  tnc 
ft.  ^        ." 
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If  Eva  sealed  and  sent  tl 
)t  go  down  to  dinner^  for  si 
embarrassing  to  see  Stuart  i 
ieyed  that  when  he  knew 
igaged,  he  woidd  leaye  h 

crept  lazily  by,  and  none  < 
iroke  in  upon  her  solitud 
D^  whom  they  had  all  taken 
1  prevailed  on  to  stay  foi 
m^  and  thuS  Eya  was  almo 
e  dinner  was  over,  and  ligh 
into  her  room,  when  a  quii 
n,  and  Fanny  was  seated  I 

Eva,"  she  said,  *'  why  y< 
;tay  so  long  alone;  and  wh 
f  your  proud  manner  to  S 

ed   her  friend,  with  a  de 
am  engaged   to  Sir  Fel 
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**  Oh,  1  have  fed  upon  this 
And^Miw  «Mta»of  it  wi 


SiH  "Fjsm  k^pt  his  prom 
ke  found'  bupself  alone  w 
dinser  (S^itrt  haying  fol 
opened;  the  fifbject  in  wl 
fksled^  and  jbnaallj  asked 
kis  marriage  with  his  wi 
^ane  time  ^e^  had  ohtaiii 
kersel^  For  an  instant 
bis  'gtiest  had^  drank  toe 
in  his  face  inquiringljr. 
ya&ed  his  thoughts^  and  r 
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ATing  accomplished  mj  purpose  I  will  re 

m » 

*'  Your  pardon  now.  Sir  Felix  Vaine,"  inter 
pted  Mr.  Aylmer,  somewliat  coldly.  "  Toi 
Te  certainly  ezpre89ed  your  own  opinions 
it  that  is  all  I  haye  been  able  to  gleai 
mx  your  observations.  You  haye  taken  upoi 
orself  to  imagine  a  surprise  for  me,  whicl 
tt  refused  me  an  opportunity  of  expressing 
d  you  haye  answered  this  assumed  astonish 
mt  by  a  panegyric  on  you  own  knowledge  o 
>men.  Now  all  this.  Sir  Felix,  was  perfectl] 
necessary;  I  am  simply  the  guardian  of  Misi 
erbert's  fortune,  not  of  her  affections;  and  i 
Me  are  fixed  upon  you,  although  I  must  ob 
rve  the  engagement  seems  rather  premature 
Dan  have  no  right  to  object.  Miss  Herbert  ii 
ry  young,  too  young,  in  my  opinion,  to  marr] 
present;  but  on  this  point  I  can  converse  witl 
:r  when  she  thinks  fit  to  name  the  subject  U 

er 

Now  Sir  Felix  was  not  exactly  disappointed 
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a  BiDment  of  this,  mj  good  sir,  and  be  not 
boo  hard  upon  ns." 

"  Fear  not.  Sir  Feluc,"  said  Mr.  Ayhner, 
^  that  I  shall  nse  any  undue  infinence  widi 
Miss  Herbat.     The  matter  is  in  her  hands.*'  • 

Then  with  an  involuntary  sigh,  he  rose,  and 
his  guest  followed  him  to  the  drawing-room. 

It  will  doubtless  appear  to  the  reader  that 
Sir  Felix  Yaine  in  all  this  matter  acted  a  most 
unworthy  and  vQlanous  part,  but  one  word, 
one  small  word  in  palliation  of  his  conduct, 
must  in  justice  be  said  for  him. 

He  had,  on  first  seeing  Eva  Herbert,  ardently 
and  passionately  admired  her,  and  this  admira- 
tion, when  he  became  domesticated  under  the 
same  roof,  soon  ripened  into  loye,  as  true  and 
sincere  as  he  was  capable  of  feeling.  Ac- 
customed from  his  boyhood  to  have  his  eyery 
wish  indulged,  his  every  desire  granted, 
spoiled  by  flattery  and  indulgence,  he  had  at 
last  learned  to  consider  himself  aftd  his  ow^ 
attractions  omnipotent,  and  with  this  had  grown 
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a  jealoTuy  of  all  other  men^  and  a  nngul 
hatred  towards  any  who  he  saw  preferred 
himself — though  at  the  same  time  he  fn] 
believed  it  was  in  his  own  power  (if  he  chc 
to  take  the  trouble)  to  supplant  them.  Aj 
neyer  had  he  felt  so  earnest  a  desire  to  do  & 
as  when  he  was  first  refused  by  Eva  Herbe 
From  that  moment  he  hated  Stuart  Aylmi 
and  determined  that  he  at  least  should  ne^ 
enjoy  what  was  denied  to  himself.  How  ! 
woidd  haye  accomplished  his  purpose  of  sef 
rating  the  lorers  but  for  the  fortunate  see 
on  the  ice^  it  is  impossible  to  guess.  £t 
with  Charlotte  Daeres*  assistance,  he  mig 
haye  found  it  more  difficult  than  he  imagine 
but  his  task  was  unexpectedly  smoothed  i 
him,  and  Sir  Felix  was  a  happy  man,  doul 
happy,  because  he  doubted  not,  as  he  si 
himself,  eyentually  to  win  £ya  to  return  I 
loye.  On  this  point  he  was  very  sanguii 
and  therefore  ill-prepared  for  the  painful  aoe: 
in  the  library,  when  her  (perhaps  too  harsh 
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ipressed)  contempt  and  indignation  roused 
td  excited  the  worst  feelings  of  his  nature^ 
'  wounding  so  seyerely  Ids  self-loVe — that 
rling  passion  of  his  sold.  And  so  he  gave 
T  at  length  scorn  for  scorn,  and  spoke,  not  as 
5  heart,  but  as  his  tortured  vanity  dictated. 
For  all  thisj  he  loyed  and  admired  her  still, 
d  he  loved  her  fortune  too,  and  had  no  in- 
ation  of  relinquishing  either.  But  before 
!  conversation  with  Mr.  Aylmer,  he  wrote 
r  a  letter  full  of  the  most  humble  petitions 
r  pardon,  for  not  having  better  endured  her 
ants  that  morning,  excusing  all  his  conduct 
.  the  plea  of  ardent  love,  entreating  her  pity 
d  forbearance,  and  promising  for  the  future 
e  most  devoted  affection  and  respect  that 
er  man  paid  to  woman.  He  ended  by  im- 
oring  her  not  to  delay  his  happiness  too 
Qg,  £)r  none,  he  protested,  could  he  now 
joy,  till  he  called  her  his  own. 
But  it  is  time  now  to  return  to  one,  with 
horn  it  is  hoped  the  reader's  sympathies  are 
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iiore  engaged.     In  the  course  of  dial  eTei 
Mz.  Arbner  called  his  son  into  the  Ebrary, 
related    to   him   his  conrersation    with 
guesL 

If  anything  could  have   increased   Stc 
despair  after  receiring  Era's  cold  and  uni 
fiictorj  note,  it  was  this,  to  find  that  his 
was  the   man  who   had    saved    his   life, 
took  his  father's  hand,  but  he  did  not  spe; 

**  My  dear  boy/'  said  Mr.  Aylmer, 
know  your  secret,  and  I  belieyed  that  th< 
loved  you.  There  is  some  mystery  here- 
do  nothing  hastily,  Stuart  Let  me  talk 
her." 

"  Not  for  worlds,  my  dear  father," 
said  his  son  eagerly,  ''  if  it  is  to  ask  an 
planation  from  Miss  Herbert.  What  my 
can  there  be  ?  It  is  enough  that  she  pi 
Vainew  Oh  that  it  had  been  any  other ! 
continued,  his  eye  brightening  strangely 
moment.  '^  But,  father,  he  saved  my 
God  grant  that  die  may  be  happy  with  hu 
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'And  you,  Stuart,  what  are  your  plans?'* 
ed  his  father  mournfully. 
'  To  travel  again,"  said  the  young  man,  en* 
tvouring  to  speak  calmly.  **I  could  not  re- 
in here.  To-morrow  morning  I  shall  leave.^^ 
'So  soon,  so  very  soon  !"  exclaimed  thie  old 
tL  *' Ah,  how  fast  my  visions  of  peace  and 
jpiness  to  be  enjoyed  in  my  native  England^ 
fading  away.  And  now  you,  my  dear  boy, 
again  to  become  a  wanderer,  and  a  weight 
m  my  heart,  Stuart,  that  I  have  never  felt 
ore,  at  the  thoughts  of  this  separation.  I  am 
old  man,  and  in  my  children  were  all  my 
>e8  centred. — ^But  Heaven's  will  be  done," 
itinued  he,  resting  his  head  on  his  clasped 
ids,  "  I  do  ill  to  murmur  !  " 
'  My  father,  my  kind,  good  father,  say  but 
word,  and  I  will  never  leave  you ;  rather 
old  I  stay  and  endure  seeing  her  devoted  to, 
I  loved  by  another,  than  be  the  means,  by 
fishly  flying  from  that,  of  causing  you  one 
ment's  pain." 
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''  Not  BO,  Stuart/'  replied  the  father^  now 
rimigj  "  enough  of  this  weakness.  M7  boy,  I 
ahonld  mxSer  ten-fold  more  by  witnessing  your 
dgection.  No,  go  and  seek  happiness  else- 
where,  and  take  with  you  a  fsither's  warmest 


It  was  finally  arranged  between  them  that, 
except  to  his  mother,  Stuart  should  not  com- 
municate his  intention  of  going  abroad.  Sud- 
den business  would  account  to  the  others  far 
lus  leaTing  them  so  abruptly,  and  thus  the  pain 
of  saying  ''farewell'*  be  spared.  Indeed  it 
was  judged  best  that  they  should  know  nothing 
of  his  going  till  he  was  gone ;  and  all  he  had . 
now  to  do  was  to  see  his  mother,  and  without 
explaining  why,  mention  the  probability  of  his 
not  returning  home  fer  a  year  or  two. 

For  this  purpose,  he  sought  her  in  her  room 
before  she  had  retired  to  rest.  Mrs.  Aylmer 
heard  him  in  exceeding  surprise,  and  much  dis- 
pleasure, for  her  mind,  ever  prone  to  suspicion, 
instantly  suggested,  as  the  motive  of  his  quittii^ 
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Dgland,  a  wish  to  see  Alice  again ;  but  this 
le  forebore  to  express,  and  only  said — 
BeaUy,  Stuart,  I  never  knew  such  a  restless 
sposition  as  yours ;  I  don't  believe  there  is 
ly  business  that  might  not  be  put  off  for  a  few 
^nths,  when  we  shaU  all  go  to  London :  but 
inr  plan  of  going  abroad  again  is  quite  ridi- 
lous.  However,  I  know  I  have  no  influence 
er  you,  so  I  will  not  waste  my  time  by  talk- 
5  about  it.  By  the  by,  if  you  go  to  Paris,  I 
ppose  you  must  call  on  your  cousin  Alice 
Drton,  and  pray  tell  her«  that  directly  her 
reign  friend  is  recovered,  I  shall  expect  her 
return  to  our  protection.  You  had  better 
t  see  her  too  often,  because  it  might  injure 
r,  poor  thing.  You  understand,  Stuart?" 
Stuart  did  not  exacdy  understand,  but  he 
IS  in  no  mood  to  prolong  the  conversation 
'  asking  for  an  explanation.  And  so  he 
ok  his  mother's  hand,  and  was  about  to 
Y  good  by,  when  she  again  interrupted 
m. 
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*  vTtp  ci^  ScaKTt,  dxi  foi^  to  see 
•Jljin*  if  vTi  »  fcr  use  war  of  Belg 
▼3*£r?  "ii^rj-  IT?  X  presest;  and  remind 
HI  ^*  li»re  I  irrxe  to  ter  about — twelre  3 
tc  :jkf  xiifs:  firsssek.  I  skall  want  it  1 
V7   ^   ^Z"   cr^r:   im   ihe   spring  with 

'*'"K"iiL  F>ni  br,   mr  dear  mother, 
ittr  S£7*iaii  :«  2rT  seeing  Clara  if  I  go 

*G»i  iy.  SniiJt ;  I  shall  look  out 
jTrhi.V-*  "wrfi  fe  Toa  while  yon  are  a 
16-  orir'^  ^^^-^^^  Tjvrself  to  anj  one  ah 
Xai  ScAJLTU^  iile  coGtznued  yawning,  * 
K«c  x-*<  awiJL:^  Be  again  in  the  mor 
rbi^s^  £j>r  well  SDfnes  harass  but  feeiii^ 
l^rtKr.  JEfcd  I  sa  too  nerrons  to  endure  t 
W»i«s.  I  an  meTier  well  all  day,  if  I  p 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 


"  She  dreams  on  luin  that  has  foi^got  her  love.*' 

h  is  fcarcely  necessary  to  state  that  £ya  told 
10  more  to  Faxmy  conceming  her  situatioa 
nth  Sir  Felix  Yaine,  than  that  mentioned  in 
^  preyious  chapter;  and  Fanny^  though  she 
rendered  much  and  wept  a  little  at  the  strange 
ommnnication^  asked  no  further  questions^ 
!ome  months  before,  she  would  in  all  pro* 
ability  haye  exhibited  greater  curioBity^  nor 
laye  rested  till  the  truth  was  discoyeredj  but 
^  own  troubles  had  taught  her  that  there  are 
Dme  things  too  sacred  for  friendship's  eax, 
ome  wounds. too  sensitiye  for  eyen  friendship's 
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touch ;  and  so  she  was  discreet  and  kind  e 
to  sympathize  with  her  friend^  withon 
knowing  why  she  was  called  upon  to  < 
And  sympathy  thus  given,  was  swee 
soothing  to  the  excited  mind  of  he: 
received  it ;  and  when,  at  Eva's  own  re 
she  was  once  more  left  alone,  her  tears 
less  bitter,  and  her  despondency  less 
than  they  had  hitherto  been.  But  the  tr 
that  night  were  not  yet  over. 

Sir  Felix  had  felt  that  for  many  rea 
would  be  for  his  interest,  that  the  enga£ 
between  himself  and  Miss  Herbert  sho 
soon  as  possible  be  publicly  known.  Hi 
care  had  been  to  send  an  announcement  < 
the  London  newspapers,  and  he  also  mi 
servant,  a  fellow  nearly  as  shrewd  an< 
sufficient  as  himself,  spread  the  inteU 
among  the  household  at  Elmcourt,  so  thi 
lady  that  evening  heard  the  astonishing 
from  her  maid,  while  receiving  the  assi 
of  the  latter  in  her  toilette  duties. 
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It  may  be  not  uninteresting  to  the  reader  to 
Dok  in  upon  some  of  them,  and  notice  the 
ifferent  sensations  with  which  the  communi- 
ation  was  listened  to. 

And  first  shall  be  displayed  Mrs.  Aylmer 
icrself,  who  (haviag  parted  from  Stuart)  called 
^anchette,  her  French  waiting-woman,  to  un- 
less her. 

**  Ah,  madame**  chirped  the  little  soubrette, 

what  joy!  quel  plaisir!  that  we  have  a 
redding  at  last-— noti«  Mans  si  triste.  And 
tansieur,  ah  Dieu  !  gu*il  est  bien  !  " 

**  Is  the  girl  mad  ?"  said  the  lady,  half  rais- 
Qg  herself  from  her  fauteuil.  ''  Of  what  mar- 
iage  and  what  monsieur  are  you  speaking, 
i'anchette?" 

'^  Ah,  madame,  it  is  no  secret :  tout  le  monde 
e  sqU.  Cette  belle  Miss  Herbert  et  Sir  Felix 
bailie  qui  vant  se  marier.  Orand  Dieu  !  qu^il 
ttjoU  garfim!  dk  sera  bien  heureuse,  cette 
lemoisMeHa'' 

"  What  I  understand  from  your  strange  jar* 
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gon/'  said  Mrs.  Aylmer  pettishly,  *^  is  tbat 
javL  have  heard  that  Miss  Herbert  is  to  be 
mazried  to  Sir  Felix  Yaine — am  I  right  ?" 

*'  Mais  (Hiin  sans  daute,  certainly  yon  are 
right  madame ;  do  not  every  one  down  stain 
speak  of  nothing  else — Sair  Felix  Yaine's  own 
man  tell  ns  all." 

"  There,  hold  your  tongue,  girl,  I  don't  be- 
Uere  a  word  of  it — nevertheless,  when  you  un- 
dress Miss  Aylmer,  you  may  tell  her  what  yon 
have  heard.  And  now  I  have  done  with  you 
-«o!- 

Fanchette  £uthfully  obeyed  her  mistrese'e  in- 
junctions by  repeating  her  tale  to  Isabel,  who 
exhibited  less  incredulity  than  her  woidiy 
parent. 

<' Engaged,  going  to  be  married,  did  you 
say,  JPanchette  ?"  and  not  even  come  out  yet! 
liTell,  tant  .mieux;  I  hope  sincerely  it  may  be 
true.  I  was  sure  she  would  take  the  £rst  mm 
that  offered,  and  that  Sir  Felix  is  a  perfect  feol. 
*«-But,  Fanchette,  before  you  go,  as  I  see  you 
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e  dying  to  do,  to  spread  this  wonderful  news, 
11  me  if  you  went  to  the  post-office  to-day?" 
"Mais  oui,    Mademaiselle~-ihere    was    no 
tter/' 

"  Are  you  sure  you  went,  Fanchette  V* 
"  jK  Mademoiselle,  ne  me  trouve  pas  digne  de 
Vifiance** — ^began  the  offended  maid. 
"  Cest  assez,  chhre   Fanchette^  mais  sayez 
ire  cTy  aller  demain.** 

And  now  Fanchette  had  only  to  attend  to 
aany,  who  haying  heard  the  news  before, 
iceived  it  very  coldly,  and  quickly  dismissed 
le  loquacious  Frenchwoman. 
In  the  meantime  the  English  abigail  was 
ijually  communicatiye  to  Miss  Stanley  and 
liarlotte  Dacres,  at  whose  toilettes  it  was  her 
uty  to  assist.  The  latter  only  asked  whence 
be  derived  her  information,  and  being  an- 
«^ered,  wished  her  attendant  good  night,  telling 
er  she  required  her  no  longer.  The  former 
sked  no  questions,  but  went  straight  to  Eva's 
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room^  where  the  reader  must  be  kind  enoogliy 
for  a  few  minutes^  to  accompany  her. 

She  found  the  unhappy  girl  sitting  before 
the  fire,  watching  in  melancholy  abstraction  its 
decaying  embers.  At  the  sound  of  footsteps, 
Eva  turned  slowly  round,  and  Miss  Stanley 
was  startled  at  the  exceeding  paleness  of  her 
countenance. 

"  I  had  come/*  she  said,  *'  to  offer  my  con- 
gratulations to  the  future  bride  of  Sir  Eelix 
Vaine,  but  it  seems  that  condolences  would 
be  more  in  character.  What  is  the  mean- 
ing  of  all  this,  Eva?  They  say  you  are  to 
be  married  to  Sir  Felix,  and  yet  I  know— 
i^7>  70U  must  have  done  with  blushes  now 
— ^I  know  that  you  love  Stuart  Aylmer.** 

<^  Miss  Stfudey,"  replied  Eya,  in  a  colder 
tone  than  she  had  eyer  before  spoken  to  one 
who  she  knew,  though  perhaps  rather  too  cu* 
rious,  was  a  warm  and  true  fiiend,  **  Miss 
Stanley,  I  once  told  you  that  whenever  I  re- 
quired a  confidant,  you  should  be  the  one 
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sen.  That  time  is  not  yet  come.  I  as- 
J  70U  I  have  no  confession  to  make." 
las  she  spoke^  she  rang  the  bell  for 
et  to  undress  her^  which  was  a  signal  to 
s  Stanley  that  her  presence  was  not  re- 
red;  and  so,  offended  and  distressed,  the 
^r  left  the  room,  and  the  old  and  faithful 
Be  entered, 
'o  her.  Era  had  no  power  of  keeping  up 

character  of  composure  she  had  assumed; 

when  Janet,  with  tears  in  her  eyes,  be- 
;ht  her  young  mistress  not  to  look  so 
y  at  her,  Eva  threw  her  arms  round  the 
woman's  neck,  and  wept  upon  her  bo 
It  was  there  as  a  child  she  had  often 
)ed  her  early  griefs  away;  there  she  had 
imed  her  loving  father 'is  loss;  there,  too, 
tears  had  flowed  again  when  he,  the  good 

holy,  her  second  parent,  was  taken  from 

And  here  finally  she  wept  the  passing 

Y  of  all  those  hopes  which  had  so  bright- 

1  the  dull  world,  that  while  they  lasted, 
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it  had  seemed  a  yery  Eden  to  her.  And  the 
faithful  nurse,  as  on  former  occasions,  wiped 
the  burning  tears  awaj — ^but  she  had  no  wordi 
of  comfort  to  whisper  to  her  idol  now. 

Although  Janet  comprehended  as  little  of 
her  young  lady's  situation  with  Sir  Felix,  as 
the  rest,  she  knew  perhaps  better  than  any, 
how  long,  how  yery  long,  £ya  had  loTed 
another,  and  with  a  delicacy  rarely  seen  in 
one  of  her  education,  she  did  not  eyen  name 
that  loyed  one  now.  But  when  the  tears  were 
for  the  moment  dried,  she  took  a  note  from  her 
pocket,  and  presenting  it  to  Eya,  busied  her- 
self in  a  distant  part  of  the  room. 

This  was  from  Sir  Felix,  and  written  shortly 
after  his  interview  with  Mr.  Aylmer,  telling 
her  the  purport  of  that  conyersation,  and  ex- 
pressing his  intention  of  leaving  Derbyshire 
the  following  day. 

To  account  for  this,  it  must  be  told  that  Sir 
Felix,  building  confidently  on  the  effect  which 
the  announcement  of  his  approaching  marriage 
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with  one  of  the  richest  heiresses  of  the  day 
would  produce  in  relation  to  society,  money- 
lenders, creditors,  and  everything  of  that 
sort  which  makes  London  delightfiil,  had  de- 
termined to  enjoy  himself  there  for  a  short 
time,  partly  because  his  spirit  yearned  for 
new  scenes,  and  partly  because  he  saw  that  his 
suit  for  the  present  was  more  likely  to  pros- 
per by  his  absence  than  by  any  other  means. 

As  Eva  read  the  note,  a  feeling  of  deep 
thankfulness  pervaded  her  •  heart.  He  was 
going,  then;  at  least  for  a  few  weeks  she  was 
free,  and  during  that  time  she  would  strive  and 
pray  to  be  enabled  to  conquer  her  attachment 
to  Stuart,  and  to  look  with  less  dislike  on  the 
man  who  was  to  be  her  husband.  At  any  rate 
lie  was  going  now,  and  there  was  much  comfort 
in  this. 

Janet  was  soon  dismissed,  and  again  Eva's 
unfettered  thoughts  were  wandering  to  scenes 
long  past;  again  in  distinct  colouring  the  quiet 
parsonage  of  her  happy  youth  rose  before  her. 
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the  green  hills  and  the  shady  YalleTS,  and  aboTe 
all,  her  own  sweet  glen>  where,  side  by  side 
with  the  rapid  growth  of  her  bright  imagin- 
ings, had  sprang  an  image  that  had  so  twined 
around  them  and  her  heart,  that  it  seemed  ai 
if  death  only  could  disentangle  them  again^ 
and  yet  that  now  it  were  deep  sin  to  dwell  on 
as  of  yore. 

''  Then  surely  life,"  thought  Eva  in  the  bifp 
temess  of  the  moment,  ''  but  mocks  us  with 
visions  that  cannot  be  realized.  True  must  be 
the  doctrine  that  human  beings  are  the  victiiiis 
of  circumstance,  and  not  the  rulers  of  their  own 
destiny." 

And  stricken  indeed  must  be  that  hesit» 
which  ere  twenty  summers  have  warmed  its 
pulses,  begins  to  philosophize  on  the  mystery 
of  mortal  life!"  But  Era's  meditations  were 
again  disturbed  by  a  low,  rapid  knocking  at  her 
door. 

''  Come  in,"  she  said;  and  scarcely  were  the 
words  spoken  when  a  figure  so  pale  and  corpse- 
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:e  stood  before  her ^  that  it  was  some  moments 

3^  in  the  intruder^  she  recognised  Charlotte 

icres. 

^'You  are  alone?*'  said  the  latter  calmly; 

I  being  answered  in  the  affirmative,  she  ad- 
iced  to  where  Eva  sat,  who  invited  her  to 
:e  a  seat  too;  but  Charlotte  declined,  and 

II  stood  gazing  fixedly  at  her  companion. 
Ihe  latter  in  some  surprise  asked  if  she  had 
^tiling  to  say  to  her,  and  then  Charlotte 
>ke. 

'  Eva  Herbert,  they  have  told  me  you  are 
j^ed  to  marry  Sir  Felix  Vaine.    Nay,  it  is 

impertinent  curiosity  that  prompts  me  to 
sstion  you  in  this  matter.  Tell  me,"  she 
itinued,  ''  and  truly,  as  you  hope  for  peace 
re  or  happiness  hereafter — ^tell  me,  does  he 
eyouP* 

There  was  a  dqep  and  startling  earnestness  in 
larlotte's  manner,  that  to  Eva  (over  whose 
ad  flashed  something  like  the  truth)  excused 

peremptory  tone,  and  she  replied  unhesita- 
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tingly^  ^'  He  lias  told  me  so^  and  I  hare  no 
leason  to  doubt  him." 

"  No  reason  to  doubt  him !  no  reason  to 
doubt  Sir  Felix  Vaine !  Oh  wo,  wo  to  you, 
Eva  Herbert,  beautiful  as  you  are ;  wo,  etenud 
wo  to  all  who  trust  the  falsest  and  most  hoUow 
heart  that  ever  beat  in  human  breast.  But  I 
came  not  here  to-night  to  rant  like  the  heroine 
of  some  old  tragedy;  my  xmcomely  features 
would  ill-befit  a  part  like  that ;  but  tell  me  yet 
once  again — stoear  to  me,  that  the  man  you  are 
engaged  to,  loves  you.'' 

''  I  cannot  swear  it,  Charlotte,"  said  Era, 
deeply  distressed  by  this  scene ;  "  I  only  say  he 
has  asbored  me  it  is  so;  but  why  do  you  ask  wo 
anxiously?  have  you  any  claims  on  his  affec- 
tions?" 

''  Claims,  Eva !  what  claims  has  any  woman 
on  a  man  ?  Oh  no,  fear  not  that  I  have  any 
claims  on  your  future  husband. — And  so  lie 
loves  you;  calls  you  his  own  Eva,  whispers 
soft  and  gentle  words — you  do  not  blush,  bat 
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your  nature  is  so  cold.    Well^  it  matters  not ;  as 

his  wife  it  must  soon  have  become  so^  were  it 

now  warm  as  Etna's  fires. — See^  I  am  growing  ) 

poetical^  I  shall  be  able  to  sing  my  own  dirge  i 

at  last^  the  dirge  of  the  unloved  one !     But^ 

good  nighty  Miss  Herbert,  I  hare  kept  you  too 

long  from  your  happy  dreams." 

Then  suddenly  dropping  the  sarcastic  tone 
in  which  her  previous  words  had  been  uttered,  \- 

she  said,  with  mournful  feeling,  ] 

**  And  yet,  and  yet,    if  you  told  me  you 
loved  him  not,  Eva,  as  I  have  a  woman's  heart,  ■; 

I  should  weep  for  him  !  My  mind  is  wandering 
strangely,  but  you  will  not  betray  my  weak- 
ness. Is  there  on  earth  a  misfortune  so  great 
as  the  capacity  for  loving  as  I  have  done  ? — 
See,"  cried  the  still  excited  girl,  pointing  to  the 
window  from  which  the  curtain  was  partially 
undrawn,  '^  the  moon  is  fading  now ;  I  have 
looked  upon  its  pale  brightness  for  many 
nights,  and  I  said  to  myself,  I  will  not  watch  its  i' 

setting,  but  if  by  accident  my  eyes  are  turned 
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that  way  while  its  last  beams  are  disappeaxing, 
then  I  will  receive  it  as  an  omen  of  my  own 
fiite^  and  that  my  little  all  of  happiness  will 
&de  for  eyer^  at  the  same  time.  There  noWj  it 
is  fainter — ^fidnter^  lower^  and  lower,  still!— 
And  now  there  is  no  moon  or  star  in  all  the 
dim  sky!*' 

With  these  words,  Charlotte  tremblingly 
and  nervously  opened  the  door,  and  the  next 
moment  had  disappeared.  The  reader  need 
scarcely  be  told  whether  Eva's  dreams  this 
night  were  happy  ones. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

^  A  good  sort  of  good-for-nothing  sort  of  man.** 

The  winter  months  had  passed^  and  it  was 
about  the  beginning  of  Aprils  when  Sir  Mar- 
maduke  and  Lady  Digbj  sat  together  in  a 
large,  but  rather  meanly  furnished  -apartment 
of  the  hotel  de  Napoleon  at  Brussels,  and  that 
^  following  conversation  took  place. 

^'Do  me  the  favour,  Marmaduke^  to  pull 
down  that  blind — ^I  cannot  bear  such  a  glaring 
%ht/'  said  the  lady  to  her  husband. 

*'  My  love,"  replied  Sir  Marmaduke,  without 
looking  up  from  a  book  he  held  in  his  hand,  ''I 
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r--*i^il  2-  c  3t-!;  17  rril  riis  sm-il!  print,  if  all 
jiUiii-  ^^r-  icTTx  .  md  I  Lite  a  dark  room 
"*  I  sicolil  imuiriie  siy  ep?s  were  of  i 
jn^^fuax:^  tttxt  a  snri-i.  prosy  rerie^ 
j.-.irC  7-*a  ric«i^'ir  so  mcifS*  sieexed  the  y( 
w^L  ,  iii'I  rten  sii*  sail  xcoia,  "  the  blii 
yf'ii^n  T^^^sL^  :£  TT.'or  i.iz.d.  Sir  Mamiaduli 

Cliir-i  r^rlieu  <:cLly  ry  rinziii^  a  small  1 
*::t:ll  "Tli:  >cvcc.  *n.  x  ^le  ~t' jlt  h^r.  "  Clari 
^:i»  <a:v:*  ijj  4  sauLrt  Fn^rLci:  semnt  cnt 
*^  7..JI  icwa  £it?  blizL-I  of  :LiS  window,  b 
Sir  MicmaiTjie  :her*f.** 

Uxe  >.*ri^fr  w-js  ccvyedj.  and  Clara  an^ 
i  ;i>ca::c  w^^rv  i^iia  ilczLe. 

**^  I  ii^?  ^^  fjirl^jLe  of  argning,**  said 
wue.  clc^^  !i-er  ey^^ss  anvl  siakins:  back  01 

Ti^  iJL^c^iZvi  si^iod  heavily,  and  laid  < 
kij  Kx  k. 

^  l\uy,  MarmaJiiker  continued  CLira, 
deaivur  no<  to  sich  in  that   ridiculous 
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)n  all  occasions — ^it  is  quite  disgusting.  I  know 
|rou  are  extremely  dissatisfied  with  your  lot, 
mi,  I  promise  you^  I  am  not  too  well  pleased 
irith  mine;  but  you  see,  mon  cher,  we  can 
leither  of  us  mend  it.  Are  you  not  going  out 
)yandby?" 

"  Yes — can  I  do  anything  for  your  lady- 
hip  ?'* 

"  Thank  you,  you  are  very  polite  this 
Qoming.  As  we  shall  soon  be  going  to  Eng- 
and,  I  think  you  may  as  well  select  some  little 
)re8ents  for  my  sisters  and  mama." 

"  My  love,"  said  Sir  Marmaduke,  in  real 
Jarm,  "  had  we  not  better  wait  ?'* 

"  Oh,  exactly,  I  understand — wait  till  my 
birty  thousand  pounds  make  their  appearance ; 
ery  well,  as  you  please ;  our  chances  of  getting 
t  are  really  so  little  doubtful,  that  I  am  of 
tpinion  we  should  be  wise  to  make  everything 
lependent  on  its  arrival." 

"  You  mistake  me.  Lady  Digby,"  replied 
he  husband  pompously ;  "  with  my  estate  a 
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paltry  thirty  thousand  pounds  can  signify  i 
little :  I  only  meant——** 

"  There,  nerer  mind  what  you  meant,  3 
madnke.  I  am  sure  your  bitterest  enemy  w( 
never  accuse  you  of  meaning  anything  at 
But  upon  my  word,  I  can't  talk ;  so  if  you 
not  going  out  you  had  better  get  to  yoxir  po€ 
or  something  of  that  sort.** 

"  I  am  going  out,  Clara,  to  make  arrai 
ments  for  our  journey  to  Naples.     I  thmV 
cheapest  way  would " 

"  For  pity's  sake,  Marmaduke,'*  again 
terrupted  his  wife,  "  keep  your  econom 
calculations  to  yourself;  for  I  assure  you  t 
are  perfectly  uninteresting  to  me.  But  bei 
you  go,  oblige  me  by  handing  me  that  b 
with  the  green  coyer — ^no !  not  that ;  the  otl 
if  you  please.** 

As  Sir  ^Marmaduke  obeyed,  he  looked  at  1 
title.  ^'  Are  you  aware,  Clara,'*  he  said,  "  tl 
this  is  the  book,  some  one  was  saying  the  otl 
day,   that  no  lady  ever  thought    of  readii 
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sent  from  the  library  in 

I  in  earnest.    "  My  dear, 

tive  husband,  you  surely 

astoral  ages;  such  virtue 

too  rare  and  refined  for 

slightly    shrugged     his 
left  his  lady  to  her  in- 
1^  studies. 

yer,  these  were  less  ab- 
d  anticipated,  for  in  ten 
I  thrown  aside,  and  Clara, 
Ae  and  desk  to  the  sofa, 
lalf  an  hour,  the  following 
ibel : — 


scold  me  for  not  writing 

low  going  to  reward  your 

I  keep  my  eyes  open  long 

a  letter.    And  the  first 
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thing  that  suggests  itself  as  necessary  to  be 
written  down  is  this — Don*t  be  in  a  hnrry  to 
marry.  Of  course  I  have  gained  the  right,  by 
my  experience,  of  advising  others,  eren  my 
elder  sister  ;  and  you  will  not  grudge  me  this 
meagre  privilege  when  I  tell  you  that  it  is  die 
only  thing  I  have  gained  by  my  silly  marriage. 
I  absolutely  blush  for  myself,  Bel,  when  I 
reflect  on  the  foUy  I  have  been  guilty  of,  in 
sacrificing  myself  to  a  man  sans  esprit,  htU 
d  fairs  frimir ;  td  que  man  pauvre  Mar- 
maduke. 

*'  And  now  comes  part  the  second  of  my 
advice.  Endeavour  not  to  fall  into  the  ridi- 
culous mistake  of  thinking  that  because  a  man 
calls  you  an  angel  and  all  that,  he  must  neces- 
sarily possess  great  mental  capacity.  VoSa 
man  erreur  Jttneste!  and  surely  I  ought  to 
have  known  better,  educated  in  France  too! 
But  pass  we  that,  and  proceed  to  things  pre- 
sent. To  think,  Bel,  that  all  my  ambition,  aD 
my  hopes,  have  ended  in  my  becoming  the  wife 
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)f  a  mere  stupid  country  baronet^  with  an  estate 
KTorth  not  more  than  twelve  hundred  a  year, 
Ithough  report  swells  it  to  about  five  thousand, 
nd  no  hopes  of  erer  becoming  richer.  This 
5  so  disgusting — and,  papa,  I  hear,  is  as  cross 
s  ever.  Well,  it  can't  last  long,  for  the 
trength  of  Hercules  and  the  patience  of  Job 
ombiaed  would  never  stand  out  many  more 
donths  such  a  siege  of  ennui  and  weariness  as 
have  endured  for  the  last  seven. 
^^  Marmaduke  is  something  more  than  a  fool, 
^r  he  believes  himself  a  genius ;  but  bad  as  all 
bis  is,  I  could  just  manage  to  bear  it,  if  he 
rouldtake  me  more  into  society;  but  I  declare 
re  never  see  a  creature  besides  hotel-keepers 
nd  their  wives.  My  beauty  is  fading  too,  I  fear, 
bough  what  matter  ?  Marmaduke  is  domestic. 
^*iffuerez  vaus  chire  petite,  a  stupid,  domestic 
Lusband  always  at  one's  elbow.  The  first 
bing  I  look  for  now,  on  entering  a  new  place, 
9  the  lunatic  asylum,  for  to  such  a  retreat 
'  anticipate   being    conducted  before  I  leave 
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the  town.  My  sole  axATuement  is  in  try 
to  put  my  sole  companion  in  a  passion — \m 
yet  I  haye  not  succeeded  in  this  laudable 
tempt.  He  must  hate  me,  but  he  nerer  1( 
his  temper.  Poor  Marmaduke  I  with  a  diffei 
wife  he  might  haye  got  on  yery  well,  fer  l 
certainly  good-tempered ;  but  I  learnt  firtf 
despise  him,  when  I  discoyered  that  he 
mean,  horribly,  graspingly  mean.  His  thouj 
by  day,  and  his  dreams  by  night,  are  of 
thirty  thousand  pounds  he  expected  with 
I  yerily  belieye,  if  he  knew  how  to  set  abou 
he  would  sell  himself  to  a  certain  eld 
gentleman  for  a  few  thousands.  To  i 
money  we  stay  abroad — to  saye  money 
neyer  go  into  society — in  fiict,  to  saye  mo 
Sir  Marmaduke  Digby  liyes  and  breat 
And  then  he  is  so  simple,  so  primitaye  in 
ideas ;  I  haye  laughed  heartily  this  morning 
almost  the  first  time  since  my  marriage, 
specimen  of  his  iimocence.  Just  conceiyoj 
thought,  because  he  saw  a  book  on  the  t 
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that  some  old  French  lady^  whom  we  acci- 
dentally became  acquainted  with>  had  said  was 
too  bad  to  be  read^  that  it  must  have  been  sent 
from  the  library  in  mistake.  Of  course  I  had 
obtained  the  work  immediately  after^  and  in 
consequence  of  her  tirade  against  it. 

"  Well,  poor  Marmaduke !  he  really  deserved 
I  better  wife — and  yet  I  liked  him,  really  half- 
eyed  him  once ;  but  who  could  stand  meanness 
ind  stupidity  combined  in  a  man  ? 

"  Oh,  I  am  positively  dying  to  see  Eva  Her- 
bert's intended ;  Stuart  didn't  seem  to  like  him, 
lut  of  course  that  speaks  more  for  his  attrac- 
ions — men  never  like  those  who  are  preferred 
0  themselves.  We  are  going  to  stay  a  few 
reeks  with  Alice  Norton.  What  luck  that 
irl  has  had !  I  suppose  she  will  marry  Stuart ; 
iiere  was  an  old  flirtation,  I  fancy,  between 
iiem.  Well,  poor  me!  I  am  certainly  the 
oi&rtunate  one  of  the  family.  But  I  hear  the 
leavy,  pompous  tread  of  my  beloved,  so  with 
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and  spacious  gardens;  and  planned,  as  she 
walked  and  mused,  new  changes  here,  and  new 
improyements  there,  when  he,  the  centre  round 
which  all  her  thoughts  reyolved,  should  come 
and  admire  them  too.  Without  companionship, 
no  state  or  splendour,  especially  to  the  young, 
can  give  pleasure  long,  and  Alice  had  felt  this 
acutely;  for  between  herself  and  the  good 
Frenchwoman,  who  however  performed  her 
own  duties  worthily,  there  existed  little  com- 
munion; so  that  day  by  day  the  lonely  girl  had 
yearned  more  and  more  for  some  one  to  join 
her  in  all  she  planned  and  executed — ^for  some 
one  to  feel  a  kindred  interest  in  her  and  hers — 
for  some  one  to  fill  that  void  which  Nina's  death 
had  made  in  her  heart. 

But  about  a  week  previous  to  the  day  on 
which  she  has  been  again  presented  to  the  reader, 
Alice  had  heard  that  Stuart  had  left  Belgium 
for  the  purpose  of  visiting  her,  and  everything 
else  was  forgotten  in  the  one  absorbing  antici- 
pation of  his  coming.     Clara  and  her  husband 
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were  soon  to  foUow,  and  take  up  their  abode 

for  some   time  at  the  viUa,  and  thus  Alice 

believed  that  Stuart's  constant  society  would  be 

secured  to  her;  and  she  was  happy,  perhaps 

for  the  first  time  in  her  life— perfectly,  deUci- 

ously  happy!     Then,  as  the  soft  breeze  blew 

over  her  delicate  cheek,   wafting  the   perfume 

of  fragrant  shrubs  and  flowers,  and  the  smootli 

velvet  grass  she  trod  on  yielded  gently  to  the 

touch  of  her  light  foot,  while  the  bright  sun 

looked  down  and  smiled  upon  her,  she  walked 

on,  as  in  a  dream  of  pure  delight,  forgetting 

that  the  world  was  a  world  of  care  and  suffering. 

And  surely  such  moments  as  these  are  worth 

Hving  for;  surely  none  who  have  once  enjoyed 

them  can  say  (whatever  may  have  been  their 

after  sufferings)  "  I  have  had  no  happiness  in 

hfe."     Even  when  the  radiant  halo  of  romance, 

that  youth  and  an  ardent  imagination  cast  over 

the  beauty  of  existence,  has  been  torn  aside  by 

age,  or  a  too  rude  contact  with  the  cares  and 

trials  of  real  life;  even  then  it  is  sometimes 
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eet  to  think  that  such  things  were,  and  to 
)k  forward  to  that  time  when  youth  shall 
renewed,  and  those  feelings  which  make 
uth  lovely  abide  with  us  eternally. 
Alice  lingered  long  in  the  garden,  and  her 
eek  was  a  shade  paler  when  she  returned  to 
i  house;  but  the  light  of  happiness  shone 
II  in  those  pure,  blue  eyes,  that  joy  made 
beautiful.  And  the  succeeding  days  passed 
ay  at  length,  though  they  seemed  more  tedious 
in  they  should  have  been,  and  the  morning 
ne,  clothed  in  the  brightest  sunbeams,  on 
ich  Alice  expected  to  see  and  welcome 
lart  Aylmer. 

At  an  early  hour  she  bent  her  steps  to  the 
idy  grotto,  for  thither  she  had  given  orders 
ten  Stuart  came  he  shotdd  be  directed ;  and 
r  heart  throbbed  wildly — but  oh,  how  joy- 
sly  too — as  she  listened  tremblingly  and 
eathlessly  for  every  sound.  So  beautiful, 
11,  and  motionless  she  seemed,  as  she  sat 
jre    alone    in    her    plain,   deep    mourning- 
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easons  of  her  own,  with  a  pretty  good  grace, 
he  words  ennui  !  tristesse  !  tie  insupportable  ! 
vere  seldom  out  of  her  mouth.  On  the  pre- 
ent  occasion,  Alice  was  unusually  firm  in 
leclining  to  leave  home,  and  so  Madame, 
Irawing  her  cachmere  closer  round  her,  and 
hrugging  her  shoulders,  walked  away  with  a 
^wn;  voting  les  Anglaises,  as  she  had  done  a 
housand  times  before,  the  most  stupid,  cold, 
nd  incomprehensible  mortals  under  the  sun. 

Perhaps  had  she  waited  ten  minutes  longer 
Q  the  summer  grotto,  her  opinion  might  have 
»een  somewhat  shaken.  A  parting  of  the 
^ranching  trees,  a  well-known  step,  a  rapid 
igh  of  relief  from  the  pent-up  heart,  another 
)uming  blush,  a  fervent  locking  of  hands, 
md  Alice  and  Stuart  have  met. 
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scarcely  belieye  that  the  dazzling  being  be- 
fore him  was  in  reality  the  drooping,  meek- 
eyed  girl,  he  had  parted  from  in  the  preced- 
ing autumn.  And  he  said,  taking  her  hand 
again — 

"  I  know  not  which  to  congratulate  you  most 
upon,  my  dear  cousin,  your  great  accession  of 
fortune,  or  your  wonderful  increase  of  beauty; 
many  hearts  will,  I  doubt  not,  be  gladdened  by 
the  former,  but  quite  as  many  must  suffer  by 
the  latter/' 

Alice  blushed  at  this  compliment,  though  she 
felt  she  would  rather  it  had  not  been  paid. 
She  expected  something  more,  though,  when 
her  cousin  was  gone,  she  smiled  at  her  own 
folly  in  being  disappointed  because  he  had  not 
fiiUen  on  his  knees,  and  made  a  declaration  of 
love  at  the  first  moment  of  their  meeting. 
Stuart's  manner  to  her  had  been  kind,  most 
kind  and  affectionate ;  and  poor  Alice  was  so 
little  skilled  in  these  matters,  that  she  never 
dreamt   an   unacknowledged  'lover's   manner 
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ought  to  be  more  or  less  than  his  was  to  her ; 
and  though  her  cousin  came  not  the  next  day, 
or  the  next^  no  doubts  or  misgivings  entered 
her  mind. 

On  the  third  he  paid  her  a  second  Tisit,  to 
announce  that  Sir  Marmaduke  and  Lady  Digby 
would  arrive  the  following  evening;  and  Alice 
naturally  believed  that  he  had  only  wanted  a 
similar  excuse  to  have  come  on  the  other  two. 
On  this  occasion  he  brought  her  a  bouquet  of 
the  choicest  flowers^  in  return  for  a  sprig  of 
his  favourite  jessamine  that  she  had  presented 
to  him  on  his  first  visit;  and  they  walked  round 
her  beautiful  gardens  together^  and  Alice  told 
him  of  the  alterations  and  improvements  she 
contemplated,  in  all  of  which  his   judgment 
was  appealed  to,  and  his  suggestions  instantly 
adopted. 

And  she  talked  much  of  the  beloved  friend 
she  had  lost,  whose  place  she  now  filled,  and 
Stuart  could  not  fail  to  be  distracted,  for  the 
time,  from  his  own  mournful  thoughts,  by  the 
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confidences  of  the  lovely  and  gentle  girl  who 
walked  by  his  side ;  though  he  was  equally  con- 
tented when  the  weary  Frenchwoman  thought 
it  her  duty  as  a  chaperon  to  join  them  in  their 
ramblixigs.  Alice^  however,  guessed  nothing 
of  this ;  and  when  they  parted,  it  was  with 
many  projects  and  promises  of  future  meeting^. 

The  next  evening  Clara  and  her  huisband 
arrived,  and  from  that  time  Stuart's  visits  were 
constant  and  long;  and  though  Alice  was 
seldom  or  never  alone  with  him,  the  daily  in- 
creasing pleasure  he  took  in  her  society  was 
so  evident,  that  she  felt  convinced  he  only 
waited  to  be  certain  of  her  affections  before  he 
disclosed  his  own. 

Clara  was  charmed  with  Madame  de  Rosel, 
who,  in  her  turn,  was  in  ecstasies,  and  almost 
forgot  her  previous  ennui,  in  the  delight  of 
baying  some  one  to  speak  to  of  her  beloved 
Paris,  and  all  its  multitude  of  pleasures. 
Neither  was  Sir  Marmaduke  less  contented 
than  the  rest,  for  he  was  living  in  a  splendid 
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establisliment  at  no  personal  cost^  and  eBCKpeA 
fais  wife's  tannts,  except  when,  hj  accident,  di^ 
met  alone. 

And  the  spring  was  adyandng  rapidly,  whik 
still  the  guests  of  Alice  Norton  lingered  at  her 
beautiful  villa,  and  still  she,  herself,  lived  is 
in  a  land  of  romance,  for  all  smiled  upon  her, 
and  the  beloved  one  was  ever  hj  her  side.  The 
shady  grotto  was  always  their  fieivourite  han&t 
It  was  there  that  Stuart  often  read  aloud  to 
them,  while  AHce  and  Clara  sat  enjoying  tbs 
Mcefar  niente,  so  delightful  to  the  dwellers  in 
sunny  Italy ;  and  it  was  there  too,  when  he  was 
gone,  that  Alice  would  sit  aloncj  thinlring  over 
every  word  he  had  spoken^  and  anticipating 
with  rapture  the  time  when  she  might  pour  out 
the  fervent  passion  of  her  heart  to  him. 

By  degrees  the  melancholy  of  his  aspect, 
that  had  so  struck  her  on  their  first  meting, 
almost  entirely  disappeared;  and  Alice  ftcgot 
that  it  had  ever  existed.  Or  if  at  times  a  sad- 
den  sigh  or  look  of  depression  in  her  cousin  re* 
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'eated  no  {eais,  and  only  ma 
ber  effi>rt8  to  cheer  him  into  gaic 
Idom  did  these  earnest  efforts  fi 
ideed  becoming  more  reconcil 
d  his  ineritable  destiny,  and  t 
sweet  cousin  had  assisted  grea 
1  so  resigned. 

ig,  while  matters  were  in  t] 
amediately  after  breakfast,  leavi 
:e  in  the  library,  and  Madame 
ira  to  take  their  usual  foreno 
[lerself  to  the  grotto,  to  pru 
le  of  the  flowers,  that  a  hea 
1  the  preceding  day  had  beat 
of  the  gardeners  were  ever 
rfere  with  this  sacred  spot. 
El's  fayouiite  retreat,  and  that  h 
rst  to  her  grateful  friend,  a 
easing  associations  had  since  re 
lore  cheridied.  Even  the  oran 
7  around,  forming  a  natural  a: 
1  from  the  sun — even  these  All 
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tended  and  watered  herself,  except  when 
Stnart  volunteered  to  assist  her  kboim. 
And  so  she  had  come  now  to  repair  the  damage 
the  rain  had  done,  and  train  her  creeping  &• 
Yourites  into  beauty  again. 

By  the  time  it  was  all  finished,  and  Alice 
had  contemplated  with  much  satisfaction  her 
uinassisted  exertions,  she  perceiyed  that  it  was 
considerably  past  the  hour  at  which  Staart 
generally  joined  them;  and  wondering  what 
kept  him,  she  proceeded  to  the  house  to  inquire 
if  the  ladies  were  come  home — remembering 
that  they  might  possibly  have  met  and  detained 
him  to  drive  with  them. 

Finding,  however,  that  they  were  still  absent, 
she  returned  to  the  grotto  with  a  book,  to  await 
their  appearance.  The  book  was  soon  laid 
down,  for  Alice  now  found  her  own  thoughts 
sweet  and  pleasant  companions;  and  she  sat 
listlessly  plucking  at  the  flowers  that  the  soft 
wind  wafted  within  reach  of  her  hand,  or  ooct- 
sionally  making  a  feint  to  snatch  at  a  pabted 
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it  flew  past ;  for  in  the  abando 
X  perfect  happiness  Alice  fek  somi 
le  recklessness  of  childhood^  ai 
^  than    its    wild    and    thonghtle 

irt  tells  me/'  she  said  to  hersel 
irill  be  an  important  daj  to  me;  n 
be  changed  into  certainties — he  wi 
I  love  you ;"  and  oh,  what  will  I 
?eter,  I  maj  answer,  ''  And  I,  to 

or  deepened  on  her  soil  cheek  \ 

used,  and  the  next  instant  Stua 

by  her  side. 

,  he  took  her  hand,  and  then  Alio 

eyes,  which  on  his  first  entrance  sb 

,  from  shame  at  her  own  thought) 

bat  he  looked  very  pale  and  uni 

^ssed. 

re    not  well,   Stuart?"    she    saic 

^hat  has    kept  you  so  long    thi 
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^'  It  was  a  letter  from  Fannj  that  detailed 
me/'  ke  replied ;  "  I  had  not  heard  from  ha 
before  since  mj  coming  to  ^aples.  But  ninr, 
dear  Alice/'  lie  continued^  sitting  down  beade 
his  cousin^  "  let  me  open  my  heart  to  you.  I 
have  long  wished  to  do  so,  and  it  shall  be 
ddayed  no  longer.  Will  you  attend  to  me 
patiently  for  half  an  honr?  I  met  Cbra  and 
her  companion,  and  they  proposed  taking  a 
long  drive,  so  we  shall  not  be  disturbed — and 
I  will  try  not  to  weary  you,  Alice." 

The  reply  was  almost  inandiUe,  for  now 
that  Alice  imagined  the  long-expected  time 
was  come,  she  felt  she  would  gladly  hate 
delayed  it  yet  a  little  while,  her  heart  beat  so 
nervously.  She  still  plucked  at  die  waving 
jessamine,  but  now  it  was  to  hide  the  Uuisbei 
of  her  telltale  face;  and  Stuart  b^an  his 
tale. 

''  All,  all  was  told  to  that  gentle,  qidet  lis- 
tener; aU  that  the  reader  knows;  his  long  and 
deep  love  for  Eva  Herbert;  his  hopes  andfoaxi, 
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is  terrible,  and  bitter  dkappoin 
►u,"  he  continued^  **  you,  Alic 
irer  loved,  can  form  no  idea  of  d 
»  that  falls  upon  the  heart  when 
it  its  worship  has  been  given ; 
it  finds  that  it  has  deceired  itse] 
object  of  its  wannest  passions  ax 
es  loves  another.  What  can  deal 
But,"  continued  Stuart,  "  I  k 
my  misery,  Alice,  and  for  montl 
;  of  Eva;  my  father,  who  was  n 
Tespondent,  never  mentioned  h 
i  knew  my  secret.  I  came  her 
>mpanionship  had  effected  mo: 
ing  my  mind  than  anything  el 
one.  You  know,  Alice,  firom  d 
e  been  dear  or  dearer  to  me  thi 
^rs,  and  even  before  we  parted 
as  nearly  confiding  all  to  you ;  f 
so  soothing,  and  yours,  my  swe 
w  would  have  been  given  to  m 
went  on,  "  to-day  I  have  heai 
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from  Fannys  and  her  letter  has  renewed  all  my 
wretchedness*  While  I  believed  Eva  happy. 
I  could  endure  anything.  But  she  is  not  so. 
Fanny  tells  me  she  grows  paler  and  more  de* 
sponding  every  day,  and  that  all  her  gaiety  is 
gone.  Perhaps  she  repents  her  hasty  engage- 
ment, or  it  may  even  be  that  she  feels  for  my 
disappointment.  But  what  signifies  the  cause! 
she  is  unhappy,  and  my  short-lived  peace 
is  gone  again.  I  cannot  stay  here,  Alice,  to 
cast  a  gloom  over  your  circle;  Clara  knows 
nothing  of  all  this.  I  must  leave  you,  my  dear 
cousin,  to*morrow,  delightful  as  your  friend* 
ship  and  society  have  been  to  me.  Heaven 
grant  that  you  may  be  happier  in  your  love,  than 
I  have  been  in  mine !"    . 

He  turned  towards  his  companion,  expecting 
from  her  silence  (for  Alice  had  not  once  spoken 
since  he  began  his  story)  to  find  her  weeping. 
To  his  surprise  there  were  no  tears  on  her 
cheek,  which  was  strangely  and  unnaturally 
flushed,  and  she  still  played  with  the  creeping 
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flowers.  Even  then,  no  suspicion  entered 
his  mind  respecting  the  state  of  his  cousin's 
feelings;  he  only  fancied  she  was  depressed 
hy  his  confession  of  suchunhappiness,  and  pro* 
posed  that  they  should  go  the  house. 

Alice  did.  not  seem  to  heed  him,  and  then  he 
thought  she  must  be  offended,  and  anxiously 
inquired  if  it  was  so.  Then  the  young  girl 
looked  intently  in  his  face,  as  though  trying  to 
understand  what  he  said;  but  apparently  she 
failed,  for  no  words  came  from  her  lips.  It 
was  a  very  sultry  day,  and  now  Stuart  fancied 
she  might  feel  ill  from  sitting  too  long  in  the 
grotto,  where  the  orange  trees  alone  screened 
them  from  a  burning  sun ;  and  again  he  begged 
her  to  return  with  him  to  the  house. 

At  length  Alice  rose;  but  more,  it  seemed, 
in  obedience  to  an  impidse  of  her  own,  than 
from  any  desire  to.  comply  with  her  cousin's 
request.  She  took  his  arm  mechanically,  and 
he  was  frightened  when  he  looked  at  her 
glistening  eyes.    A  fearful   suspicion  darted 
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through  hifl  mind,  though  even  then  he  did  not 
connect  it  in  any  way  with  himself.  Hastening 
with  her  through  the  gardens,  without  attempt* 
ing  to  speak  again,  he  called  fer  her  old  attend- 
ant Margaret,  and  told  her  that  her  mistvee 
seemed  ill,  and  advised  lliat  a  phy^^cian  should 
be  sent  for  immediately. 

In  an  instant  the  ancient  woman,  who  had 
known  Alice  £ix)m  a  child,  comprehended  the 
truth.  ^'  Almighty  Father !"  she  cried,  looking 
at  the  unconscious  girl,  *'  hare  mercy  on  her ! 
My  constant  fears  are  come  to  pass.  There  was 
madness  in  her  Other's  &mily — ^whathassbe 
heard?  some  terrible  shock  must  hare  occa- 
sioned this." 

Ohy  who.  might  ever  tell  the  deacJation  that 
had  swept  oyer  that  young  heart  during  the 
last  dreadful  hour;  who  might  gneas  all  the 
unfiithomable  wo,  die  sickening  despair,  idudi 
with  erery  word  had  crept  into  that  loving 
soul  ?  As  when  the  wreck  of  a  noUe  reaaA  u 
found  floating  on  the  wares,  the  gazer  can  bttt 
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£boicj  the  yiolence  of  the  storm^  can  bat  pictu 
to  himsdf  the  fierce  raging  of  the  winds  th 
haTC  caused  such  terrible  havoc,  so  only  fro 
the  utter  prostration  of  Alice  Norton's  min 
mig'ht  be  guessed  the  fearful  strength  of  tl 
whirlwind  that  had  desolated  a  diing  so  fair. 
For  dajB,  she  continued  in  that  state  < 
mental  unconsciousness^  gentle  and  obediei 
as  a  child^  but  knowing  no  one^  speakiz 
to  no  one.  The  physician^  who  had  bee 
promptly  summoned,  looked  grave  and  ooi 
cemed,  when  each  day  brought  no  chanj 
m  his  patient.  And  yet  there  was  a  change 
for  the  roimd,  £ur  cheek  grew  hollow,  and  tl 
baright  blue  eye  dim.  Stuart  watched  her  wit 
more  than  the  devoted  tenderness  of  a  brothe 
for  the  physician's  words,  who  had  declared  thi 
only  a  dbock  of  the  most  dreadful  kind  coul 
account  for  so  complete  a  prostration  of  tl 
mental  powers,  had  opened  his  eyes  to  aom< 
thing  of  the  fatal  truth ;  and  thus  Stuart  fe 
that  he  was  the  innocent  cause   of   all — an 
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eren  £ya  wds,  for  the  time,  forgotten,  m  the 
deep  and  wild  regret  this  conviction  brought 

At  length  poor  Alice,  her  mind  still  dark- 
ened, was  laid  upon  a  bed  of  sickness,  and 
little  hopes  were  entertained  that  she  would 
ever  rise  from  it  again.  At  this  juncture 
Stuart  was  summoned  to  England  on  bud 
ness  that  admitted  of  no  delaj,  and  the  na- 
ture  of  which  will  be  discoyered  as  the  narradye 
progresses.  He  left  his  cousin  to  the  care  of 
the  devoted  Margaret,  and  the  kind,  though 
light-hearted  Frenchwoman.  Clara  and  her 
husband  quitted  Naples  at  the  same  time—* 
and  thus  the  young,  the  rich,  the  beautiful, 
the  lately  envied  Alice,  was  left  almost  de- 
solate in  a  land  of  strangers.  Her  youth, 
her  wealth,  her  beauty,  were  as  nothing  now, 
for  the  mind  that  animated  all  was  gone.  The 
storm  had  swept  in  fury  by,  and  black  night 
had  succeeded  to  the  fitirest  day. 
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*'  O  sweet  suggesting  love,  if  thou  hast  sinned, 
Teach  me,  thy  tempted  subject,  to  excuse  it.** 


But  it  is  now  necessary  to  go  back  to  scenes  of 
a  very  different  kind. 

Immediately  after  the  announcement  of  Eva's 
engagement  to  Sir  Felix  Vaine,  Charlotte  Dacres 
returned  to  Glandale;  Miss  Stanley  also  quitted 
Elmcourt^  and  even  Mrs.  Nathan  shortened  her 
visit  considerably.  In  truths  there  was  small 
attraction  for  anybody  in  the  now  mournful 
household.  Mr.  Aylmer,  from  the  time  of 
his  son*8  departure,  had  become  an  altered 
person.  Even  Fanny's  smiles,  which  she  too 
often  forced  in  the  hopes  of  giving  him  pleasure. 
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failed  to  do  so  now.  His  wife  was  querulous 
and  unhappy,  for  Isabel  still  hung  heayy  on 
Her  hands ;  and  Clara,  who  had  always  been 
her  favourite,  was  alienated  from  her.  The 
younger  ones,  too,  had  each  their  separate 
cause  of  discontent,  and  neither  was  in  a 
condition  to  give  comfort  to  the  other. 

Sir  Felix,  who  had  departed,  as  he  promised, 
the  day  after  his  engagement  was  made  known, 
corresponded  regularly  with  Eya ;  and  except 
that  they  were  from  him,  there  was  nothing  in 
the  letters  to  complain  of.  Love  and  deTolkm 
were  their  themes,  and  they  invariably  aided 
with  a  passionate  entreaty  that  his  probatioD 
might  be  shortened,  and  the  tame  for  the 
marriage  fixed.  One  only  of  these  oommmii* 
cations  Eva  answered,  and  that  was  to  impart 
her  unalterable  determination  not  to  marry  ht 
at  least  a  year.  And  though  Sir  Felix  still 
continued  to  write  and  to  implore,  she  took 
no    further  notice  either    of  his    letters   or 
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his  prayers.  And  thus  the  winter  timepasse  d 
away. 

The  short  yisit  of  Alice  Norton  was  the  onlji 
thing  that  broke  in  upon  the  monotony  of  £hn- 
court,  while  new  falls  of  snow  lay  upon  the 
ground,  and  the  winter  was  one  of  unusua 
length  and  dreariness.  But  all  things  must 
have  an  end,  and  scarcely  had  the  trees  put 
forth  their  earliest  leaves,  when  Elmcourt  was 
again  deserted,  and  the  melancholy  occupants 
who  had  driyen  about  its  fair  park  so  wearily 
of  late,  removed  to  Mr.  Aylmer's  spacious  and 
elegant  mansion  in  London. 

Sir  Felix  was  the  first  to  welcome  them,  and 
Eva  struggled  hard  to  overcome  the  repugnance 
she  felt,  at  receiving  him  as  an  acknowledged 
lover ;  but  the  constant  effort  made  her  cheels 
paler,  and  her  step  listless  and  slow.  Life  had 
lost  its  interest  for  her,  and  the  brilliancy  oi 
her  beauty  faded  with  her  happiaess. 

She  tasted  at  length  the  pleasures  her  young 
imagination  had  painted  so  brilliantly ;  societj 
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courted  her,  for  she  was  an  heiress,  and  still 
lovely  enough  to  be  an  object  of  admiration; 
but  there  was  one  drop  of  poison  in  her  cap, 
which  turned  all  its  sweetness  to  gall — the  Me 
noircj  in  the  shape  of  Sir  Felix,  haunted  her 
6teps  continually,  and  there  was  no  peace  in 
her  soul. 

Many  a  time,  when  nearly  maddened  by  the 
conteimplation  of.  her  destiny,  had  she  been  on 
the  point  of  breaking  her  hasty  tow,  and  re- 
fusing erermore  to  see  the  man  she  so  detested ; 
but  then,  again,  all  her  former  reasonings  and 
conyictions  concerning  the  binding  nature  of  an 
oath,  and  the  responsibilities  to  be  incurred  by 
disregarding  it,  would  arise  in  her  mind,  and 
she  could  only  mourn  anew  oyer  the  impotence 
of  her  efforts  to  loose  such  cunning  bonds,  and 
increase  her  endeayours  to  look  with  less  horror 
on  her  future  fate. 

And  drearily  the  long  sunny  days  passed 
away,  for  Eya's  heart  was  in  none  of  those 
gaieties  or  amusements  which,  in  prospectiTe 
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had  worn  so  £dz  an  aspect  Neither  did  Fan- 
ny^ with  all  her  light-heartedness^  that  no 
sorrow  could  utterly  subdue,  enjoy  the  pleasure 
of  '*  party,  rout  and  ball,"  as  her  sisters  had 
done  before  her;  and  though  Mrs.  Aylmer, 
with  laudable  ambition,  used  every  effort  to 
rouse  her  young  duaghter's  vanity,  and  incite 
herto  a  desire  for  making  a  good  match,  Fanny, 
pursued  the  even  tenor  of  her  way,  undisturbed 
by  uneaiqr  drean^  of  ambition,  and  comfortably 
unconscious  of  all  her  restless  parent's  heart- 
burnings and  mmoBmvxing  on  her  account. 

Many  were  attr^ted  by  the  sweetness  of  her 
mmx^ers,  many  by  her  interesting  face,  and 
many  more  by  her  reputed  prospect  of  thirty 
thousand  pounds.  But  to  all  who  ventured  a 
£3nnal  proposal,  Fanny's  answer  was  the  same; 
she  had  no  thought  of  marrying,  and  importu- 
tunity  would  be  useless. 

Isabel,  with  a  fortune  equal  to  her  sisters, 
had  her  admirers  also,  but  they  were  few,  and 
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becoming  less  andless^  and  her  temper  was  not 
improved  by  this  circumstance;  and  yet  she 
sought  every  species  of  gaiety  with  even  more 
unwearied  ardour  than  before.  No  ball  o 
opera  to  which  she  had  access^  ever  numbered 
her  among  its  absent  ones ;  and  though  each 
time  she  returned  disappointed  and  petulant, 
her  impatience  for  the  next  was  not  a  whit  the 
less  perceptible. 

Mr.  Aylmer  sometimes  roused  himself  to  ac- 
company Miss  Herbert  and  his  daughters  to 
eyening  parties,  because  he  hated  to  lose  sight 
of  his  darling  Fanny,  eyen  for  a  few  houn ; 
but  if  ever  she  obtained  her  mother's  permissiaa 
to  remain  at  home,  he  was  only  too  delighted 
to  stay  with  her. 

One  evening  Fanny,  on  the  plea  of  a  yideat 
headache,  had  been  excused  from  going  to  a 
large  ball  at  Lady  Mostyn's,  and  as  usual  her 
father  discovered  that  he  had  business  at  home, 
and  the  rest  of  the  family  proceeded  without 
them. 
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Mr.  Aylmer^  who  was  m  unusallj  good 
spirits  at  the  thoughts  of  a  quiet  eyening  with 
his  £EiYourite  child^  had  presented  Isabel  with 
a  yaluable  set  of  pearls,  just  before  she  dressed 
herself,  saying  as  he  did  so — "  You  have  been 
looking  rather  sentimental  of  late,  my  dear 
Bel,  so  if  it's  a  truant  lover  you  are  sighing 
for,  take  this  necklace  as  a  talisman,  and  see 
if  that  won't  bring  him  to  your  feet  again  1" 
Isabel  thanked  her  father,  and  he  bent  down 
and  kissed  her  forehead  more  tenderly  than 
he  had  often  done  before. 

^^  Charming  1  upon  my  word,"  was  his  ex- 
clamation, as  his  daughter  descended  to  the 
drawing  room,  decked  in  her  new  ornaments. 
''I  guess  there  will  be  plenty  of  conquests  to 
tell  of  over  our  breakfast  table  tomorrow,  eh. 
Fan?  But  Bel,  my  child  if  there  should  be 
any  Frenchmen  among  the  number,  you  need 
not  mention  them,  you  know,  or,"  he  conti- 
nued, laughing,  as  Isabel  turned  away  her  head. 
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''throw  them  all  into  oiie^  eTenihen  they  ironld 
not  be  eqnal  to  a  single  Engliflhinan.  WeU, 
good  nighty  I  don't  want  to  teaae  yon,  poot 
child;  we  can't  help  our  predjadices.  Tom 
mother  sent  you  to  that  abominable  Paris,  and 
a  pretty  business  she  has ** 

But  his  daughter  was  already  out  of  hearing, 
so  Mr.  Aylmer  abstained  from  troubling  Famj 
with  the' remainder  of  his  anathema  against 
France  and  French  people,  as  she  had  nenr 
offanded  hini  by  praising  eyen  the  shape  of 
a  French  cap  or  bonnet  to  the  detriment  of 
one  of  British  manufiicture,  and  was  really 
quite  as  much  attached  to  eyerything  English 
as  himself. 

Tne  ball  was  a  very  gay  one.  Ginem 
Mostyn  had  been  introduced  at  court  at  the 
same  time  with  Miss  Herbert  and  Fanny  Ayhner, 
and  they  were  generally  ackmowledged  to  be 
among  the  most  beautiful  girls  of  that  season. 
Lady  Mostyn  was  intoxicated  widi  the  success 
of  her  young  daughter's  first  ^appearance,  and 
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determined  to  vpare  no  ezpenae  or  trouble 
&cilitate  her  chances  of  marrying  well.  A 
self,  in  spite  of  the  quietness 
life>  appeared  completely  in  1 
^  amidst  the  gay  and  thoughtlc 
ng  she  looked  yery  loyely  in  1 
legant  dress  of  pale  blue  crq 
nent  but  her  beautiful  hair  fidli 
eil  oyer  her  round,  white  shoi 

Aylmer  party  were  announce 
ely  left  a  group  of  ladies  wi 
1  conyersing,  and  eagerly  adyanc 
w  comers;  but  in  the  rear  cai 
ne,  and  Ginerya's  animation  i 
ied.  As  her  mother's  guest,  s 
to  welcome  him  with  the  othei 
was  so  freezing,  and  her  bow 
i  it  instantly  recalled  to  £yi 
yersation  she  had  once  had  wi 

respecting  the  baronet,   befo 


Digitized 


by  Google 


SS94  THB  POOR  OOUSIK.       » 

her  then  coaununicatiye  companion  knew  of 
her  engagement  to  him. 

*^  She  shall  tell  me  now  her  reasons  for  dislik* 
ing  him/'  thought  Eva ;  **  he  cannot  appear  to 
me  in  a  worse  light  than  he  already  does.''  For 
this  purpose  she  soon  sought  out  their  joimg 
hostess^  and  drawing  her  to  a  seat  apart^  im- 
plored Ginerya  to  communicate  what  she  had 
only  hinted  before,  respecting  the  prindpil 
cause  of  her  antipathy  to  Sir  Felix  Vaine. 
.  Ginerya  appeared  deeply  distressed,  and 
begged  her  companion  to  forget  all  that  she  had 
said.  ''Who  can  account  for  the  caprices  of 
children?"  she  added,  ''  and  I  was  but  a  child 
when  Sir  Felix  was  staying  with  ns,  pn 
know.** 

''Four  months  do  not  make  such  a  yaat 
difference  in  one's  age,"  returned  E?a  ;  "  and 
you  would  be  ill-pleased  to  be  couoted  a  child 
now." 

"  Well,  well,  do  not  ask  me,  dear  Miss  Her- 
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belt;  I  am  sure  I  wish  you  ererj  happiness. 
And  he  must  love  70U  so  much." 

"But,"  continued  Era,  more  seriously, 
"you  are  trifling  with  me  now.  Miss  Mostyn. 
Excuse  my  importunity,  but  I  think  I  haye  a 
light  to  know  any  circumstance  another  can 
oonmmnicate  concerning  my  future  husband." 

"  Then  do  not  be  angry,  dear  Miss  Herbert, 
and  I  will  tell  you,  if  you  ought  to  know.  They 
are  all  dancing  now,  so  come  into  this  little 
room  at  the  side,  which  opens  on  the  conserva- 
tory— ^we  shall  be  quite  alone  there." 

"When  they  were  seated,  Ginerva  conti- 
nued :  *'  Now,  since  you  are  determined  to  know 
why  I  hate  this  Sir  Felix,  I  may  as  well  tell 
70U,  that  I  never  was  so  unhappy  in  my  life 
(except  once)  as  when  I  heard  of  your  engage- 
ment to  him.  Pray  forgive  me  if  I  go  too  far," 
she  continued,  looking  up  beseechingly  at  Eva, 
who,  however,  exhibited  no  symptoms  of  re- 
sentment at  her  companion's  freedom  of  speech ; 
and  more  encouraged,  Ginerva  went  on — 
"  While  Sir  Eelix  was  staying  with  us,  mama 
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took  it  into  her  head  that  I  was  flirting  wiA  a 
young  man  of  the  uEUne  of  Northcott,  whom  I 
have  known  since  I  was  a  baby.  I  am  sure  I 
never  thought  of  flirtings  nor  did  he^  bat  Sir 
FeHx  (mama  told  me  this  herself)  represented 
tb  her  the  impropriety  of  allowing  ns  to  be  so 
much  together,  declaring  his  oinnion  (the 
wretch !)  diat  Percy  ironld  take  advantage  of 
my  being  such  a  ddld  to  fbtce  me  into  a  clan- 
destine togagement,  or  sotaieddl^  worse.  Yes," 
coiftijitied  the  speaker,  h^r  cheek  orimsoniiig 
as  she  spoke,  "  he  dared  to  insinuate  thatPercy 
Northcott,  who  is  aU  that  is  good,  and  noble, 
and  honourable,  would — ^but  you  tmdetstand. 
Miss  Herbert?  I  Cannot  repeat  what  he  said, 
'and  what  mama  repeated  to  me;  it  is  too 
dreadfbl,  btit  noW  Usten.  Die  very  day  aftet 
this,  when  m'aiiia  was  out>  tod  had  ferUUen 
nfe  tb  receive  any  visiters  in  her  abscMe,  this 
mab,  thill  Sir  Felix  Vaine,  came  to  me  in  my  lit- 
tle sttldy,and  ieeing  ine  in  tda»t(fiir  Iwas  misar* 
aide  iit  What  mtima  had  toldlne)impkttedsDty 
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-fnrgiyenessibr  harmg  interfered  with  regari 
Mr.  Nordicott — ^he  did  not  know  tliat  I  1 
jxeard  all — and  ezcosed  himsdlf  on  tke  plei 
Ub  own  lore  for  me.  His  loye !  oh  Eva,  the  ▼< 
idea  made  me  shudder.  I  told  him  fran] 
the  feelings  of  abhorrence  with  whidi  I 
garded  him^  but  he  did  not  heed  me.  He  coi 
nited  his  detestable  protestations^  till^  enn^ 
beyond  aQ  powers  of  endurance^  I  rushed  t 
of  tlie  room^  and  left  him.  But  mama  1 
gained  nothing  by  following  the  coimsel  of  si 
a  serpent,"  she  continued,  '^  for  I  haye  d 
covered,  since  I  am  debarred  from  Pere 
society,  that  I  love  him  with  more  than  sistei 
aflfection.  I  might  never  have  found  it  out,  h 
they  allowed  us  to  go  on  as  usual ;  but  no 
now,  if,  as  I  hope  and  believe,  he  loves  me  U 
no  earthly  power  shall  prevent  my  marryi 
him,  even  if  a  prince  of  the  blood-royal  wc 
his  rival.  But  no  one  knows  anything  of  th 
Eva ;  I  have  trusted  you  with  the  one  secret 
my  heart.*' 
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''And  you  will  not  find  your  confidence 
misplaced^"  interrupted  her  companion.  ''I 
thank  you  sincerely  for  having  gratified  my 
curiosity ;  but  now  I  have  kept  you  too  long 
fix>m  your  guests.  Go^  dear  Ginerva,  I  shall 
remain  here  a  few  minutes  longer.** 

Ginevra  went,  and  Eva  wandered  into  the 
^nservatory,  and  sat  down  amongst  the  flowen, 
liis^ning  to  the  sounds  of  music  and  of  mirth 
that  came  from  the  adjoining  rooms.  Bitter 
tears  filled  her  eyes  as  she  mused  on  all  she  had 
heard;  and  though  for  some  time  a  feeling  of 
apathy  and  ahnost  indifiTerence  to  her  ftte,  en- 
gendered by  hopelessness,  had  been  growing 
upon  her,  she  could  not  but  feel  its  sting  again 
at  this  fresh  proof  of  her  lover's  unworthiness, 
and  of  the  estimation  in  which  others  held  the 
man  with  whom  she  was  to  pass  her  life. 

Suddenly  the  sound  of  voices,  in  eager  de- 
bate, struck  upon  her  ears,  from  the  snaall  apart- 
ment she  had  just  left.  It  was  one  laid  cot 
with  card-tables,  but  was  dimly  lighted  and 
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unoccupied^  and  perhaps  it  might  also  ha^ 
been  provided  by  Lady  Mostyn  for  the  co: 
▼enience  of  those  who  might  wish  to  conyer 
nnobserred.  At  any  rate^  this  seemed  the  pu 
poee  for  which  it  was  now  nsed^  and  Eva  retire 
farther  into  the  conservatory^  not  wishing 
overhear  a  conversrtion^  that  was  evident 
intended  to  be  private.  The  talking^  howeve 
grew  louder,  and  the  unwilling  listener  was  c 
the  point  of  going  forward  to  show  them  the 
were  not  alone,  when  the  voice  of  Isabel  A^ 
mer  arrested  her  attention. 

**  It  would  kiU  my  father/'  said  the  speake 
''  if  I  consented,  and  yet  I  have  not  received  i 
much  kindness  from  him,  that  I  should  consid< 
his  happiness  before  my  own." 

The  answer  was  in  French,  and  Eva  cou 
only  catch  the  words  "  Paris  le  ionheur**  ai 
"  anuntr  etemel,**  repeated  several  times ;  ai 
then  Isabel  spoke  a^ain. 
.  '*  And  your  wife  ?" 

An  impatient  exclamation  from  her  comp 
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nionfc^owedtUuB^  andEvawas  nowtootonfied 
to  dunk  of  retroftdag.  A  dceadM  fUspicM 
entered  her  aumd^  Irhich  Was  tso&fizvtl  vI^a 
tke.  genilteiaii  eaid, .  still  in  French^  hut  more 
indibly — 

''  My  lettexB>  dearest-fitiend^  mnst  liave  pK* 
pared  jovl  for  this.  I  could  not  longer  em 
without  you.  I  adoiie  you— you  low  iii»;  ^ 
diall  go  to  our  beaut^il  >Fienoe,  and  bebi^* 
What  would  you  mdote?" 

''  It  is  enough!''  murmured  Isabel,  and  thea 
they  spoke  again  so  low  that  Eya  could  difltia- 
guish  nothing  mox'e. 

Terrified  beyond  measure^  her  first  ikwi^ 
was  to  eeek  Mrs.  Ayhner,  and  communicate  io 
her  what  she  had  heard;  but  this  was  net  <o 
easy,  as  that  lady  was  in  a  distant  room,  eagerly 
engaged  in  playing  cards;  and  the  crowd  A 
the  ball-rcK)m  was  sb  great,  that  it  was  abso^ 
impossible  to  pass  through  it  Ik  her  distreiB 
Eva  thought  of  telling  Sir  Fdix  Vaine,  but » 
moment's  connderafMOi  deterred  hex.    It  tii 
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evident  that  the  gentlemaii  who  had  so  imscn 
pnlously  proposed  an  elopement  to  his  &ir  con 
panion^  was  a  married  man,  and  Isabel's  chara 
ter  would  be  eternally  blighted  should  ere 
her  having  listened  to  him  be  known.  Th 
plan  therefore  laid  aside,  Eva  determined  ] 
all  hazards  to  speak  to  Mrs.  Aylmer,  feariii 
that  while  she  hesitated  the  intended  ftigittT< 
might  be  preparing  for  their  flight. 

At  length,  with  the  assistance  of  Sir  Feli: 
who  had  joined  her  the  moment  she  reappeare 
in  the  crowded  rooms,  a  passage  was  force 
through  to  the  place  where  Mrs.  Aylmer  te 
Era  inmiediately  went  up  to  her,  and  begge 
for  five  minutes'  conversation. 

'*  My  dear  Miss  Herbert,  pray  wait  till  th 
gaihe  ii  fimshed,"  said  the  lady,  someVrhat  pel 
tishly.  ''  Bless  me,  what  are  trumps?  I  d^lax 
you  have!  put  me  quite  out." 

Several  expressions  of  iiiipatience  from  th 
rfest  of  tike  devoted  whist-plityers,  and  an  angr 
8001A  firoih  an  elderly  ge^eman,  tbe  partne 
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of  Mn.  Aylmer,  soon  droye  Eya  from  the 
card-table,  with  the  conyiction  that  she  m^ 
think    of   some  other    pkn    £>r   saying  her 
guardian's  daughter.     After  all,  she  i^  ^ 
means  of  knowing  that  the  loyers  had  &^ 
that  eyening  for  their  flight,  and  if,  she  i^ 
fleeted,  she  could  but  manage  to  keep  Is»^ 
near  her  till  their  carriage  was  announced,  ^ 
would  be  welL    With  this  yiew  she  despatch 
Sir  FeUx  to  seek  her,  and  in  the  meantime 
joined  a  group  of  laughing  girb,  who  were 
surrounding  and  chattering  with  the  young 
hostess. 

*'  Here  comes  la  bdlejlancie**  was  whispered 
as  Eya  approached,  and  all  looked  with  envy 
on  her  who  had  obtained  the  long-coteted 
heart  of  the  fsur-fiurmed  and  fescinating  frronnte 
of  &shion. 

"  Is  she  not  yery  loydy  ?**  whispew 
GineyraMostyn to  her  companions;  and'^T^iy 
loyely"  was  eagerly  and  sincerely  repeatsd 
by  eyery  one,   fl>r  £ya  was  engaged,  and  so 
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they  feared  no  riyalry^  and  she  was  receiyed 
amongst  them  with  unanimous  warmth  and 
cordiality. 

"  Well/'  said  a  young  lady,  who  was,  alas ! 
neither  very  fidr  nor  very  yoxmg,  with  an 
attempt  to  look  as  if  she  were  speaking  the 
truth,  '*  I  would  not  he  engaged  for  all  the 
world ;  just  see  how  restless  and  nervous  Miss 
Herbert  is,  because  her  gallant  knight  is  away ; 
her  eyes  are  constantly  turning  after  him  to  the 
end  of  the  room.  I  do  believe  she  fancies  he 
is  flirting  with  somebody  else." 

Eva  smiled  faintly  at  this;  but  she  was 
indeed  growing  uneasy  at  the  long  absence  of 
her  messenger,  and  even  meditated  another 
pilgrimage  to  the  card-room,  when  Sir  Felix 
at  length  appeared,  and  assured  her  that  he  had 
sought  in  vain  for  Miss  Aylmer.  For  a  moment 
Eva  hesitated,  and  then  she  said,  ''  Sir  Felix, 
I  am  not  well,  and  should  therefore  like  to 
return  home  immediately.  Tou  must  explain 
this  to  Mrs.  Aylmer,  and  say  I  will  send  the 
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rapidly  whirled  away  from  the  brilliant  scene^ 
he  itepped  to  a  mirror  in  the  small  room  before 
mentioned,  and  passed  his  fingers  lightly 
through  his  still  dark  and  shining  curls  prepa- 
ratory to  his  reappearance  in  the  larger  rooms, 
and  smiled  a  pleasant  smile,  as  he  meditated 
on  the  conquests  he  could  now  watch  oyer, 
and  the  hearts  he  might  now  play  with  at 
his  will. 


END  OF   VOL.   II. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


^  And  everj  wo  a  tear  may  claim. 
Except  an  erring  sister^s  shame.** 


On  arriving  at  hozne,  Eva  went  straight  to  Mr. 
Ay  liner's  study,  and  finding  him  there  alone — 
Fanny  having  just  gone  to  bed — related  in  a 
few  words  the  conversation  she  had  overheard 
between  his  daughter  and  her  lover,  omitting 
only  the  fact  of  the  gentleman  being  a  married 
man;  and  adding  her  fear  that  it  might  already 
be  too  late  to  interfere,  as  Isabel  was  nowhere 
to   be  found  when   she  left  the  party.     '^  I 
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thought  it  best  to  come  at  once  to  you/'  she 
continued  in  much  agitation,  "  without  alarm- 
ing any  one  else,  for  if  you  are  in  time,  nothing 
of  this  need  be  known." 

*'  You  have  acted  most  prudently,  my  dear 
Miss  Herbert,"  replied  Mr.  Aylmer*  rising  im« 
mediately  with  a  flushed  cheek  and  an  excited 
eye,  "  and  I  thank  you  sincerely.  An  elope- 
ment! how  disgraceful — ^ungrateful,  cruel  girl 
— and  with  a  Frenchman,  too.  Ah!  that  most 
be  the  reason.  She  knew  I  would  never  give 
my  consent  to  receive  one  of  those  whiskered 
fops  as  a  son-in-law.  It  is  a  sad  thing,"  he 
continued  mournfully,  and  again  sitting  down, 
*'  to  be  disappointed  in  the  children  we  hare 
reared  and  loved — a  sad,  sad  thing." 

Eva  timidly  suggested  that  he  had  better 
make  all  haste  to  Lady  Mostyn's  house,  and  if 
his  daughter  was  still  there,  to  insist  upon  her 
accompanying  him  home. 

"  My  dear  Miss  Herbert,"  said  the  old  man, 
"  you  have  been  educated  in  England  by  a 
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worthy  9  pious  uncle  ;  my  poor  girl  was  not  per- 
mitted this  advantage,  and  now,  now  the  truth 
is — ^though  my  heart  bleeds  to  say  it — BeUa  is 
not  fit  to  be  an  Englishman's  wife ;  she  would 
disgrace  him !  so  even  let  her  take  her  own 
way.  I  renounce  her,  as  I  did  Clara  for  a  less 
oflFence." 

Eva  now  felt  the  necessity  of  explaining  all ; 
and  pale  and  trembling  she  Mtered  out,  "  Mr. 
Aylmer,  I  find  I  must  conceal  nothing.  As 
you  value  your  own  and  all  your  other  chil- 
dren's future  peace  and  honour,  lose  no  time — 
Isabel's  lover  is  a  married  man  I" 

•  A  look  of  wild  despair  announced  how  little 
the  wretched  father  was  prepared  for  this.  A 
few  seconds  of  total  silence  followed,  and  then 
came  that  heartrending  sound,  the  choking  sob 
of  manhood's  agony.  **  My  God,  have  mercy !" 
burst  at  length  from  his  quivering  lips. 

Eva,  dreadfully  alarmed,  was  on  the  point  of 
falling  Fanny,  when  a  loud  and  continued 
knocking  at  the  door  announced  the  return  of 
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Mn.  Aylmer.  Pale  and  breathless  she  nuhed 
into  the  rdom,  exdaimiiig  eagerly,  '*  Is  Bella 
here  ?  Miss  Herbert,  did  she  return  with  ycm  ? 
Have  you  seen  her  T* 

Then  Mr.  Aylmer  ronsed  himself  and  in  s 
Toice  broken  by  deep  emotion,  thus  addresMd 
his  awe-stricken  wife. 

"  Woman,  your  daughter  is  where  your 
lessons  and  your  tuition  have  driren  her— in 
the  arms  of  a  married  man!  Go  and  find  her 
if  you  will,  and  should  ever  a  particle  of  re- 
morse be  aroused  in  that  guilty  heart,  soodie 
her  by  your  counsels  into  self  complaoracy 
again.  Tell  her  such  errors  are  venial  in  the 
sight  both  of  God  and  man.  Tell  her  the  cry 
of  the  forsaken  wife  will  never  rise  against 
her  at  the  ju(^ment-day.  Tell  her  the  cune 
of  her  aged  father  and  tiie  tears  of  her  inno- 
cent sisters  will  never  haunt  her  gayest  houn. 
Tell  her  to  smile  again  snd  be  bappy,  for  sighs 
and  frowns  would  mar  the  precious  beauty  thst 
has  gained  her  so  brilliant  a  deatinyl"    He 
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paosedy  and  the  large  tears  rolled  down  1: 
farrowed  cheeks,  while  Mrs.  Aylmer  was, 
feigned  to  be,  in  violent  hysterics. 

Assistance  being  procured,  she  was  taki 
to  her  room,  and  Fanny  joined  her  wretchi 
and  excited  &ther.  Alas!  there  was  no  tin 
now  for  mingling  their  tears.  The  carriaj 
that  had  brought  home  his  wife  was  immediate 
ordered  out  again,  and  Mr.  Aylmer  proceedi 
alone  to  Lady  Mostyn's  house,  to  leain  wl 
he  could  respecting  the  destination  of  t 
guilty  pair. 

The  dancing  had  not  yet  ceased,  nor  h 
of  the  crowds  dispersed,  when  he  arrive 
for  though  the  disappearance  of  Isabel  A; 
mer  had  already  been  whispered  round  t 
room,  what  was  there  in  that  to  check  t 
mirth  or  gaiety  of  the  thoughtless  ones  w 
listened  to  the  news?  What  to  them  that 
home  was  made  desolate,  or  a  sacred  vow  pi 
faned?  What  to  them  that  one  with  whom 
hour  before  they  had  eagerly  joined  the  ha 
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iu  fellowsliipy  was  now  become  a  thing  to  point 
and  jest  at;  the  mark  of  all  good  men's  scorn, 
an  outcast  from  society  and  from  heaven! 

Nay,  the  rapidly-circulated  intelligence  did 
but  give  a  zest  to  their  amusements,  by  fonn* 
ing  a  subject  on  which  all  might  converse,  and 
endeavour  to  prove  their  ownimnmculatc  virtue 
by  the  loudness  and  bitterness  of  their  decla- 
mations i^ainst  a  sinful  and  fallen  sister. 

Of  course  Lady  Mostjm  was  exceedingly 
shocked  and  indignant  at  so  scandalous  a 
thing  occurring  at  her  house;  but  the  only 
information  she  could  give  to  the  wretched 
&ther  was  that  a  French  count  of  the  name 
of  ViUemont  had  been  seen  frequently  dur- 
ing the  evening  in  conversation  with  his  daugh- 
ter. The  servants  were  all  called  up  and  in- 
terrogated, and  one  of  them  (the  porter)  re- 
membered having  observed  a  lady  and  gen- 
tleman, the  former  closely  muffled  in  a  doak 
and  shawl,  pass  through  the  hall  about  two 
hours  previous.     Believing  them  to  be  hns* 
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band  and  wife^  he  had  taken  no  particular 
notice,  but  £uicied  they  left  early^  because 
they  were  going  a  journey,  as  he  heard  the 
I*dy  say,  "  We  shall  reach  Dover  to-night, 
then?" 

Mr.  Aylmer  waited  to  hear  no  more;  driv- 
ing rapidly  home,  he  went  to  his  own  room, 
and  took  from  a  cabinet  a  small  case,  opened 
it,  and  examined  the  contents.  That  done,  he 
despatched  his  coachman  to  order  post-horses, 
and  then  sent  for  Fanny. 

The  summons  was  instantly  obeyed,  and  the 
father  and  daughter  were  alone. 

"  My  child,"  said  the  former,  folding  his 
darling  to  his  heart,  "  the  troubles  of  our 
family  are  multiplying  fast;  God  only  knows 
why  we  are  thus  afflicted,  but  He  can  give 
us  strength  to  bear  the  burden,  grievous  as 
indeed  it  is." 

He  then  detailed  the  information  he  had 
gained,  and  expressed  his  determination  of 
instantly    pursuing    Isabella   and    her    lover. 
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**  And  if/'  he  continued,  ''I  am  not  in 
time  to  save  the  wretched  girl,  at  least  07 
boy,  my  nobIe*hearted  Stuart,  shall  not  be 
sacrificed.  My  life  is  worthless;  are  not  aU 
my  children  either  guilty  or  unhappy?"  I 
am  but  an  useless  cumberer  of  the  gromid, 
and  a  few  years  mcHre  or  less  matter  Tery 
Utder 

"  Papa,  my  own  dear  papa,**  sobbed  Fanny, 
*'  do  not  speak  in  that  way.  You  know  yoo 
are  everything  to  me,  and  ohi  do  not  look  so 
wretched;  all  may  yet  be  welL  You  witt  over- 
take my  sister  and  bring  her  back;  she  will 
repent,  and  we  wiU  all  go  abroad  till  this 
firightfiil  thing  is  fi>igotten.  Dear,  dear  papa, 
snule  just  once  again,  on  your  poor  Fanny  T 

But  Mr.  Aylmer  could  not  smile,  for,  alas ! 
the  visions  of  sixty  are  less  hopeful  and  radiint 
than  those  of  eighteen;  but  he  laid  his  hand  on 
his  young  daughter's  head,  and  solemnlyt 
fervently  blessed  her.  "  My  good,  my  loving 
child,  heaven  will  make  you  happy/'  he  said; 
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"  and,  Fanny,  life  is  uncertain — ^we  may  neyer 
meet  again.  I  need  not  say  be  kind  to  your 
unfortunate  mother,  for  I  know  your  heart; 
but  be  gentle  with  that  guilty  one,  if  ever  she 
repents,  and  bear  my  forgiveness  to  poor 
Clara — perhaps  I  haye  been  too  harsh  to  her — 
but  oh!  her  heart  was  steeled  against  me. 
The  vile  country  she  was  reared  in  taught  her 
to  despise  the  sacred  ties  of  kindred — the 
holiness  of  domestic  affections  is  a  mockery 
there;  all  things  are  a  mockery  there,  but 
vanity  and  show  I  Well,  well,  doubtless  she 
has  had  her  reward. — And  the  other,  poor 
poor  thing  1  I  cotdd  weep  for  her  if  I  were 
not  so  old,  but  I  am  talking  wildly;  oh!  Fanny, 
what  a  vain  dream  is  life.  Here,  give  me 
that  case,  I  must  be  gone.  Come  to  my  heart 
once  more,  my  ever  good  and  cherished  one 
— and  now  farewell.  Attend  to  your  mother — 
to-morrow,  perhaps. — ^Now  give  me  that  case, 
the  horses  have  arrived.** 

Fanny  obeyed  mechanically,  for  her  own 
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mind  was  too  much  unsettled  by  the  suddenness 
of  all  that  had  just  occurred,  to  remark  the 
wildness  of  her  father's  manner,  but  as  she 
handed  it  to  him,  a  fearful  thought  glanced 
across  her  mind. 

**  Papa,"   she  cried,  withdrawing  the  box, 
"what    can  you   mean?      These  are   pistols! 
You  never  would,  you  never  shall,  risk  a  life 
so  precious  in  such  a  cause.     Oh,  father!  listen 
to  me;"  and  she  knelt  before  him;  **  think  not 
of  anything  so  dreadful,  so  wicked.    Remember 
the  words  '  Vengeance  is  mine  !*      Oh,  stop, 
fitop !"  she  implored,    as  Mr.  Aylmer  tried  to 
tear  himself  away.      **  Have  you  not  always 
reprobrated  those  who  did  such  things?  have 
you  not  always  f>poken  of  duellists,  from  what- 
ever cause,  with  horror?     And  are  the  princi- 
ples of  a  life  to  fade  away  in  the  first  moment 
of  temptation?    Oh  my  own  dear,  good  father, 
say  you  were  dreaming,    mad,   anything  but 
determined  on    so   horrible  an    act.      There, 
give  me  the  case,  and  now— oh  I  am  feint — 
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help  me — "  And  poor  Fanny,  overcome  by 
her  excess  of  fear  and  emotion ,  fainted^ 
(for  the  first  time  in  her  life)  at  her  father's 
feeU 

Gently  raising  her,  he  placed  her  on  the 
bed,  and  then  called  Eva  and  a  servant  to 
attend  her.  "  She  will  recover,**  he  murmured, 
as  he  bent  over  his  inanimate  child;  ^^  recover, 
perhaps  to  find  herself  fatherless.  Oh,  God! 
shield  my  darling!"  and  pressing  a  last  fervent 
kiss  on  her  forehead,  he  hastened  to  the 
carriage,  which  had  been  some  minutes  at  the 
door;  and  having  given  orders  to  be  driven 
with  all  the  speed  of  which  the  horses  were 
capable,  leaned  back,  and  burying  his  face 
in  his  clasped  hands,  resigned  himself  to 
meditations,  the  fearful  agony  of  which  might 
only  be  conjectured  from  the  gasping  sobs, 
that  during  that  rapid  journey  broke  continu- 
ally firom  his  oppressed  and  tortured  bosom. 
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*  She  stood  in  nienoe  there, 

She  wept  not  nor  looked  up, 
But  seemed  as  of  despair 

She*d  drained  the  bitterest  cup." 


Ov  recoving  from  her  fainting-fit^  Fanny  went 
immediately  to  her  mother^  having  first  aacer- 
tained  that  the  dreaded  pistols  were  left  behind. 
Mrs.  Aylmer  was  now  perfectly  recovered  from 
her  hysterics,  hut  to  these  succeeded  a  torrent 
of  anger  and  abuse  against  the  unfortunate 
Isabel,  that  made  the  sister  tremble  as  she 
listened  to  it.  At  lengthy  exhausted  by  her 
own  violence,  the  wretched  woman  fell  asleep, 
and  then  poor  Fanny  stole  quietly  to  her ) 
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and  spent  the  remainder  of  the  night  in  prayer 
for  her  fitther,  sister^  all.  And  when  the 
morning  came^  though  worn  out  and  iU  from 
suffering  and  want  of  sleep,  she  was  again  at 
her  mother's  side. 

It  had  occurred  to  her  that  her  fether  might 
only  have  left  the  pistols  to  quiet  her  fears 
about  him,  and  that  he  really  intended,  after 
aU,  to  challenge  his  daughter's  seducer.  This 
idea,  while  it  made  her  blood  curdle,  and  her 
heart  almost  cease  to  beat,  determined  her  to 
communicate  what  she  suspected  to  her  mother, 
that  should  the  worst  come  to  pass,  the  latter 
might  be  in  some  measure  prepared.  Mrs. 
Aylmer,  however,  was,  or  feigned  to  be,  more 
sanguine  as  to  the  result  of  this  terrible  affair 
than  Fanny. 

"  Nonsense,  child,"  the  said,  in  reply  to 
her  daughter's  communication,  "  your  father 
will  oTertake  them  and  bring  Bella  back. 
Why  need  there  be  any  fighting  in  the  case  ? 
How  thoughtless  of  you,  Fanny,  to  talk  in  that 
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way,  knowing,  as  you  do,  the  state  of  my 
nerres  just  now.  There,  give  me  my  smelling- 
bottle;  and  now  go  and  bring  me  a  cup  of 
chocolate,  I  am  sinking  &st  from  all  this 
worry. 

Fanny  obeyed  in  silence,  and  after  that  (as 
her  mother  declared  she  could  not  endure  the 
sight  of  such  a  long  &ce,  and  requested  to  have 
Fanchette  sent  to  her)  she  joined  Eva  in  the 
break£ist-room,  and  from  her  learned  all  that 
the  latter  had  before  told  to  Mr.  Aylmer.  But 
no  comfort  could  be  extracted  from  this,  and 
the  day  was  spent  in  mournful  sadness.  Num- 
bers of  carriages,  from  which  many  curious 
faces  were  seen  peeping,  passed  the  house 
during  the  whole  morning;  but  with  the  ex- 
ception of  Sir  Felix  Vaine,  no  one  called. 
Even  Le  was  not  admitted,  for  Fanny  had 
begun  to  fear  the  worst,  and  Eva  never  left  her 
for  a  moment. 

As  the  evening  advanced,  Mrs.  Aylmer 
herself  could  not  avoid  sharing  in  some  degree 


Digitized 


by  Google 


THB  POOB   COUSIN.  15 

her  daughter's  alarm^  though  she  still  persisted 
that  there  was  no  danger  of  a  duel  taking 
place,  and  that  it  was  most  heartless  and  unna- 
tural in  Fanny  ever  to  have  suggested  so 
horrible  an  idea.  And  night  came,  and  still 
no  intelligence  had  reached  the  anxious  party. 
At  an  early  hour  Mrs.  Aylmer  retired  to  her 
own  room^  after  begging  Fanny  not  to  come 
near  her  again^  till  she  had  learned  to  look  less 
miserable.  And  Fanny  had  every  inclination 
to  obey  this  request,  for  her  mother's  senti- 
ments jarred  strangely  against  her  own,  and 
made  her  feel  that,  in  spirit  at  least,  her  father 
was  her  only  parent. 

And  another  morning  dawned  at  length, 
and  still  found  the  gentle  heart  of  the  loving 
Fanny  torn  by  the  cruellest  suspense,  while 
her  mother  only  showed  that  her  mind  was 
agitated  by  an  increased  degree  of  fretfulness 
and  ill-humour  towards  all  who  approached 
her.  Eva's  tender  sympathy,  as  well  as  her 
superior    strength    of    character,    were    very 
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Taluable  to  poor  Fanny  now^  and  these  alone 
preyented  the  latter  from  sinking  entirely 
under  the  pressure  of  so  great  an  affliction  as 
that  which  threatened  her. 

It  was  about  noon ;  (the  eagerly  watched  for 
postman  long  had  passed,  bringing  no  letter, 
as  they  had  hoped  he  might  hare  done)  when 
a  carriage  with  all  the  blinds  drawn  closely  up 
stopped  at  the  door.  Eva  and  Fanny  were  in 
the  drawing-room*  together,  and  the  latter 
instantly  started  up,  a  flash  of  joyful  surprise 
i^pearing  for  an  instant  on  her  lately  pale  and 
anxious  &ce.  "  It  is  our  own  carriage,"  she 
said  eagerly,  preparing  to  go  down  itaiis, 
"  and  papa  must  be  come  ;'*  but  ere  the  door 
was  reached,  she  turned  back  again,  and  sink- 
ing on  a  chair,  burst  into  tears,  at  the  same 
time  murmuring,  "  Dear  Eva,  I  am  so  happy !" 
Era  hastened  to  her  side,  but  before  another 
word  could  be  spoken  by  either  of  them,  Ae 
drawing-room  door  opened,  and  a  muffled 
figure  entered.    The  two  girls  turned  roimd  to 
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ascertain  who  was  the  intruder,  and  a  thick 
silk  hood  that  had  concealed  her  head  and  face, 
being  thrown  aside,  the  features  of  Isabel 
Aylmer  were  rerealed. 

But  what  a  fearful  tale  those  ghastly  features 
told !  Oh  sin,  thy  curse  was  written  legibly 
there  in  characters  that  time  might  nerer, 
never  effiice.  It  was  not  in  the  paleness  of  her 
cheek  alone,  nor  in  the  burning  of  her  dark 
and  tearless  eye,  but  the  whole  aspect  at  a 
single  glance  betrayed  that  the  fearful  work  of 
remorse  had  begun,  and  that  for  her  there 
remained  nothing  more  on  earth. 

Fanny,  however,  saw  nothing  of  this.  On 
first  recognising  her  sister  she  had  started  up 
and  thrown  her  arms  round  Isabel's  neck, 
exclaiming,  in  a  voice  of  tender  affection — 
*'  Dear,  dear  Bella,  welcome,  a  thousand  times 
welcome,  to  your  home  again.  Oh  I  am  so 
happy ;  we  shall  all  be  happy  now ;  but 
wheie  is  dear  papa?  I  do  so  long  to  see 
him  tool" 
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Isabel  had  not  returned  her  sister's  embrace, 
and  she  now  drew  back^  and  looked  at  Fanny 
stedfastly  for  a  minute  or  two,  but  still  did  not 
speak. 

"  Is  your  papa  gone  to  Mrs.  Aylmerr*  now 
said  Eva,  who  had  been  gazing  with  unfeigned 
horror  at  the  altered  appearance  of  Isabel,  and 
began  to  think  her  continued  silence  strange. 

Isabel  looked  up  as  Miss  Herbert  spoke, 
but  gave  no  sign  of  understanding  what  was 
said. 

"  Bella,  dear  Bella,  where  is  papaf'  again 
Fanny  asked,  and  more  earnestly  than  be* 
fore ;  but  she  was  still  as  unsuccessful  in 
obtaining  an  answer.  She  looked  anxiously 
at  her  sister  now,  and  as  she  did  so  a  chill 
crept  into  her  heart.  Isabel  was  in  the  same 
dress  that  she  had  worn  at  Lady  Mostyn's  ball, 
and  the  dazzling  finery  contrasted  horribly  witb 
her  wo- stricken  countenance.  While  the  eyes 
of  her  young,  pure  sister  were  bent  eagerly  and 
inquiringly  upon  her,  Isabel,  from  some  instinc- 
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tive  feeling,  raised  both  her  hands  to  cover  her 
suddenly  glowing  face.  In  this  movement  one 
of  the  pearl  bracelets  which  her  father  had  given 
W  but  two  evenings  before,  broke,  and  the 
pearls  were  scattered  on  the  carpet.  A  start, 
a  smothered  groan  followed,  and  the  miserable 
girl  tore  the  other  from  her  arm,  and  then  sink- 
ing on  the  nearest  seat,  bnming  tears  gushed 
from  her  eyes,  as  she  shrieked,  rather  than 
■aid,  in  reply  to  Fanny's  now  wildly-repeated 
question  of  "  where  is  papa?"  —  ^^  Papa  i$ 
deadr 
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'  Ab  «|hM*8  c«m  wndd  dn^  to  hefl 

BiKi  oh!  SMR  hombfo  tiian  tiiat 
U  Ife  cms  ni  a  dnd  nan's  ey^r 


Two  moDtfas  had  di^eed,  and  Elmoouit  was 
again  inbabited.  It  was  now  the  end  of  Maj^ 
and  the  fine  old  paric  was  green  and  shadowed 
by  its  noUe  oaks  and  beeches,  and  the  well- 
kept  shmbberiea  bright  with  their  many- 
coloured  plants  and  flowers.  All  without  the 
mansion  was  fiir  and  unchanged,  but  within ! 
here  was  change  indeed.  No  sound  of  rioging 
laughter  was  ever  heard  in  the  silent  rooms, 
no  pleasure-seeking  parties  eyer  ivued  firom  its 
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doors;  every  head  was  bent,   and  every  face 
was  sad,  of  those  who  had  now  made  Elmoonrt 
once  more  their  dwelling-place.  And  what  had 
wrought  all  this?  what  but  that  mighty  des 
stroyer  who  changes  all  things  fair,  and,  converts 
many  and  many  a  glad  home  into  an  abode  of 
misery  and  lamentation.   It  was  sin  !    One  vain 
and  selfish  heart  had  yielded  to  its  first  temp- 
tation, and  death  and  wo  had  been  the  con* 
sequences,  even  to  the  unsinning  and  the  pure. 
The  kind  and  loving  father  fell  by  the  hand  of 
his  child's  seducer ;  the  noble-'hearted  brother 
returned,  but  in  time  to  follow  that  father  to  his 
grave,  to  find  his  mother  a  widow,  one  sister 
for  ever  dishonoured,  and  the  other  bowed  to 
the  very  dust  by  these  accumulated  misfortunes. 
Mrs.  Aylmer,  as  soon  as  she  was  in  a  con- 
dition to  be  moved,  had  retired  to  Elmcourt 
with  the  whole  of  her  family,  including  Clara 
and  Sir  Marmaduke,  for  these  two  latter  had 
accompanied  Stuart  to  England,  when  the  intel- 
ligence of  Isabel's  disgrace   and  its  frightful 
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consequences  reached  them.  Eva,  too,  still 
remiined  Mrs.  Aylmer's  guest,  for  though, 
being  now  more  than  eighteen  years  of  age,  and 
according  to  her  fetther's  will  her  own  mistre&s, 
and  at  liberty  to  choose  any  residence  she 
pleased,  how  could  she  leave  poor  Fanny  at 
such  a  time?'' 

One  evening,  just  as  the  sun  had  set,  and  the 
dim  twilight  was  settling  on  the  earth,  two 
ladies  walked  side  by  side  through  the  thickest 
and  most  secluded  part  of  the  shrubbery.  One 
was  closely  wrapped  in  a  large  shawl,  and  a 
bonnet  and  veil  entirely  concealed  her  tux; 
her  steps  were  feeble,  and  she  paused  to  rest  at 
almost  every  rustic  seat  they  came  to.  This 
was  Isabel  Aylmer,  and  her  companion  was 
Lady  Digby.  The  latter  was  the  first  to 
speak. 

"  My  dear  Bel,"  she  said,  "  I  do  wish  you 
would  shake  off  a  little  of  this  terrible  despond- 
ency.    It  is  positively  killing  us  alL" 

Isabel  looked  up  for  a  moment,  and  cast  her 


Digitized 


by  Google 


THE   POOR   COVSIN.  28 

eyes  over  her  sister's  elaborately  trimmed 
mourning  dress,  and  noted  the  studied  elegance 
of  her  appearance,  but  she  looked  down  again, 
and  said  not  a  word;  and  Clara  continued — 

^'  Just  conceive  how  horribly  dull  and  mopish 
it  is  for  Sir  Marmaduke  and  myself  to  be  staying 
here,  and  mama  will  not  hear  of  our  leaving 
her,  she  says,  till  you  have  given  up  that  wo- 
begone  aspect.  I  know,  I  know,  my  poor  Bel, 
that  all  these  frightful  things  must  have  shaken 
you  terribly,  but  if  you  fret  yourself  into  the 
grave  it  won't  mend  them  now." 

A  sudden  and  convulsive  pressure  of  her 
sister's  arm  was  all  the  answer  Isabel  could 
give,  and  again  Lady  Digby  went  on — 

**  Just  think,  dear  Bel,  how  very  much 
worse  your  case  might  have  been.  You  must 
feel  and  know  perfectly  well  that  there  are 
many  mothers  who  would  never  have  received 
you  at  all,  after  such  an  escapade  as  yours ; 
but  instead  of  this,  mama  I  am  sure  very  rarely 
reproaches  you,  and  never  when  anybody  but 
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ounetres  k  by ;  and  she  even  oflfera,  if  yvM 
would  look  happj  and  cheeifbl  again,  to  tab 
you  to  Fiance,  and  give  yon  a  ^anoe  of  gettbg 
a  husband  there.  Now  really  this  is  so  kind 
and  sensible  a  plan,  that  I  wonder  yon  aie  not 
enchanted  with  it,  and  yon  nsed  to  Eke  Is 
Bitte  JVonof  so  mnch;  besides,  I  do  think  yon 
^M>nld  consider  the  rest  of  your  hmSj,  asd 
remember,  diat  as  long  as  yon  are  seen  is 
England,  this  ghastly  affidr  will  never  be 
forgotten 

<*  Qara,  Ghra,**  said  Isabel,  in  a  low  sad 
hoQow  Toice,  ^  for  heaven's  sake,  stop.  I  do 
not  blame  3rou  for  being  selfish  and  heaxtiM; 
our  education  made  us  so;  and  God  gnat 
that  bitter  and  honiUe  experience,  diat  sin 
and  wo,  may  never  teach  yon  feehng,  as  it 
has  done  me.  Bat  listen,  Cbra ;  sit  down  by 
me  here,  and  listen.  I  moat  speak  now,  or 
my  heart  will  bnrsL  A  fow  hours  after  I  had 
taken  that  step  which  sealed  my  fote  lor  ever, 
not  many  hours  after,  papa  stood  beside  me; 
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his  words  were  stern,  but  not  unmixed  with 
kindness,   and  I  guessed   that   he   had  some 
horrible  intention,  for  directly  after,  he  went 
out  with  my  companion  and  two  other  gentle- 
men I  did  not  know.    I  would  have  followed 
them,  but  the    fatigue   and  excitement  I  had 
undergone   were    too   much   for   me,  and   I 
fainted  at  the   door.     On  recovering  (it  was 
still  early  in  the  morning)  I  questioned  the 
serrants  of  the  hotel ;  but  they  knew  nothing. 
Another   hour   of  horrid  suspense    followed, 
and,  at  the  end  of  that  time,  I  was  summoned, 
Clara,    to   our  father's   death-bed.      Clara,  I 
knelt  by  his  bed,  I  heard  his  groans  of  agony, 
I  watched  the  film  of  death  slowly  gathering 
over  his  eyes,   I  wiped  the    damp  from   his 
forehead;  I  prayed,   madly  prayed,   when  I 
knew  hope  was  over,  and  during  all  this  time 
there  was  not    one  word  of  forgiveness   to 
cheer  me.      He  either    did  not,     or    would 
not,  seem  to  know  me.      Once  he  muttered 
between    his    closed   teeth,    'A  Frenchman, 
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too  1  bare  I  deserred  tliis ?'  And  once  again, 
immediately  before  his  death,  I  heard  him  mur- 
mur, while  Ips  eyes  were  raised  as  if  in  prayer, 
'  My  little  Fan !'  and  then  a  strong  conTukion 
ahook  him,  and  he  died!  Clara,  Clara,  if 
you  had  seen  aU  this,  if  you  had  been  the  cause 
of  aU  this,  would  you,  could  you  forbear  t9 
pine  and  mourn?  Look  at  me  now.  Is  these 
in  this  altered  countenance  a  single  trace  of  what 
I  was  ?  Think  you  it  is  sickly  soitiment  or 
indolent  indulgence  that  makes  me  shun  the 
Tery  light  of  day  ?  You  talk  of  my  going  to 
France,  and  seeking  amusement,  and  even— I 
shudder  to  name  it — a  husband !  Oh,  Clara, 
my  sister,  belieTe  me  there  are  such  things  as 
broken  hearts,  though  we  were  taught  to  re- 
gard as  a  pretty  fiible  the  yerj  existence  oi 
that  grief  which  kills.  No,  no  I  will  neyer, 
never  go  to  France.  Let  me  die  here;  yon 
know  I  am  dying,  Clara;  mama  knows  ittoo; 
do  not  torture  me  then  during  the  little  time  I 
shall  be  idih  you.     And  aboye  all,  Clara,  do 


Digitized 


by  Google 


THE  POOR  OdUSIK.  27 

not  leare  me  yet ;  I  can  speak  to  none  other 
but  yea;  for  though  Fanny^  poor  Fanny  is 
kindness  itself,  and  has  neyer  breadied  a  woti 
tare  of  the  fondest  affection,  there  is  to  me  a£ur 
teener  reproach  in  her  pure  hut  tearful  eyes^ 
fan  in  the  most  cruel  harshness  fiom  another, 
bid  Stuart — oh,  I  can  see  what  it  costs  his  upr- 
ight and  noUe  heart  to  avoid  cursing  me  &k 
11  the  desolation  I  hare  caused ;  and  yet,  and 
net,  I  know  you  are  all  iar  lander  to  me  than 

deserve.  Oh,  why,  why,  were  we  sent  to 
hat  hateful^  hatefol  France?'^  and  coTeciBg 
ler  pale  face  with  hoth  her  hands,  Isabel  Ayl- 
nor  sobbed  aloud. 

"  Come,  come,  ma pauvre petite^**  said  Clara, 
1  a  soothing  tone,  **  you  are  horribly  out  of 
[ttrilB  to-night.  It  is  imquestionably  retj^ 
liocking  all  that  you  hare  told  me,  but  yoa 
re  sorry  for  it,  and  what  else  is  there  to  be 
one  ?  I  am  sure  you  haye  repented  enough, 
tting  all  day  long,  dull  or  fair,  in  a  room 
^om.  which  every  ray  of  light  is  exduded,  and  - 
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nerer  coining  out  for  a  breath  of  air  till  it  is 
nearly  dark,  and  the  dews  are  Mhng.  /al* 
ways  understood  that  the  best  way  of  proving 
repentance  sincere  was  by  amendment^  and, 
where  an  injury  to  another  has  been  com- 
mitted, by  making  reparation.  Now  the  only 
way  in  which  you  can  repair  the  injury  done  to 
all  your  &mily,  is  by  abandoning  tliose  sonow- 
fol  looks,  and  going  abroad.  And  my  opimon 
is,  that  the  sooner  this  is  accomplished  the 
better.  You  may  depend  on  it^  we  are  sD 
excessively  weary  of  this  sort  of  life.  Sir  Mar* 
maduke  liked  well  enough  living  at  another's 
expense,  when  he  was  comparatively  a  poor 
man ;  but  now  that  my  long-despaired-of  thirty 
thousand  pounds  is  come,  he  has  taken  a  new 
whim,  and  is  anxious  to  show  off  a  litde  ift 
Iiondon.  I  assure  you,  Bel,  I  have  enough  to 
do  to  keep  him  quiet  here,  and  nothing  but  my 
consideration  for  you  would  induce  me  to  stayi 
myself ;  but  upon  my  word,  I  can't  stand  it 
much  longer.    By  the  by,  that  little  Herbert 
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endures  her  absence   from  her  futur  much 
better   than  I  should  do.     I  really  begin  to 
think  that  Stuartj  too^  loves  the  beautiful  Eva. 
Just  fancy  what  a  contretemps  if  it  should  be  so. 
Then  there  was  Alice  Norton.     I  am    sure 
Stuart  and  she  seemed  like  lovers ;  but,  fortu- 
nately, she  went  mad  before  it  came  to  any- 
thing; however,  there  must  have  been  some 
sort  of  attachment,   for  he   hears   constantly 
from  her  old  nurse  about  the  state  of  her  health, 
and  all   that.     Conceive,   Bel,   a  mad  wife ! 
don't  you  think  Alice  was  very  wrong  and 
unprincipled  not  to  explain  to  Stuart  before, 
that  there  was  madness  in  the  family  ?    But, 
good  gracious,  child !  you  are  crying  and  puling 
still,   while  I  have  been  torturing    mj  poor 
brains  to  find  subjects  to  amuse  you.     It  is 
getting  dreadfully  cold,  too,  so  come  into  the 
house,  and  for  pity's  sake  don't  let  mama  see 
you  have  been  crying,  or  she  will  begin  about 
her  nerves  again.     There,  take  my  arm  if  you 
are  really  so  dreadfully  weak,   and  when  we 
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get  in,  you  must  liare  some  sal  volatile^  or 
something  of  that  sort  to  driye  away  tke 
TspouTs — and  go  to  bed»  I  dare  say  you  will 
be  better  in  the  vtoming." 
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*•  She  only  saidt  •  Fm  very  weary^ 
I  won*t  stand  this,*  she  said.** 


Ths  next  morning,  at  rather  an  early  hour, 
Clara  entered  her  mother's  bed-room,  and 
finding  that  lady  asleep,  she  hesitated  not  a 
moment  in  waking  her. 

*'  What's  the  matter  now?**  said  the  fretfuT 
voice  of  Mrs.  Aylmer,  as  she  turned  on  her 
pillow  without  opening  her  eyes. 

"  Mama,  it  is  I,'*  answered  Clara,  "  and  I 
want  to  talk  to  you.'* 

"  Very  well,  my  love,  I  did  not  know  it 
was  you ;    sit  down,   Clara,  but  first  prop  up 
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my  pillows  comfortably  for  me.  Therei  tliat 
will  do ;  and  now  I  am  quite  prepared  to 
listen." 

"  The  fitctis^  then,  chire  maman,  I  am  come 
to  announce  to  you  that  I  can't  and  won't 
stay  any  longer  at  this  horrible  place,  and  so 
you  must  make  up  your  mind  as  quickly  as 
possible  to  do  without  me. — ^Now  wait  a  mi- 
nute; I  know  you  are  going  to  begin  about 
your  nerres^  but  it  wiU  be  of  no  avail  in  the 
present  case,  because  I  am  determined  on 
going.  I  have  done  all  I  can  to  oblige  you 
about  poor  Bel;  I  have  taken  her  off  your 
hands,  walked  with  her  (at  the  risk  of  getting 
rheumatism  and  all  sorts  of  diseases)  while 
sensible  people  are  sitting  round  a  comfortable 
fire;  talked  to  her,  advised  and  sympathised 
with  her,  and  what  is  the  result?  Why  she  is 
just  as  mopish  and  hypodiondriacal  as  ever, 
and  calls  me  heartless  and  selfish  because  I  do 
not  fret  and  pine  away  my  life  and  good  loob 
like  herself.     Now  I  should  be  glad  to  know  if 
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anybody  could  stand  this  long.  We  nerer  see 
a  human  face  besides  the  gloomy^  tearfol  ones 
of  onr  own  family.  Stuart  is  always  in  his 
own  room^  and  I  conclude  you  don't  expect  me 
to  be  satisfied  entirely  with  the  society  of  my 
sapient  husband.*' 

•*  No,  Clara,"  answered  Mrs.  Aylmer,  "  I 
do  not,  although  you  chose  Sir  Marmaduke 
yourself:  however,  I  am  not  going  to  reproach 
you  for  this.  He  is  yery  well  as  husbands  go, 
and  you  must  make  the  best  of  him.  But  listen 
to  me  for  a  moment,  Clara.  I  cannot  endure 
the  thoughts  of  your  leaving  me  yet.  You 
know  you  have  always  been  my  favourite,  and 
that  your  society  has  been  my  only  consolation 
for  the  last  two  miserable  months.  Bemember, 
I  can  leave  my  money  as  I  please.  Lady  Digby, 
and  I  am  sure  I  shan't  live  long. — Now  do 
not  stop  me,  I  know  you  are  going  to  say  that 
you  shall  not  live  long  either  if  you  stay 
here;  but  what  would  you  gain  by  going 
You  must  be  aware  that  it  would  be  most 
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indeeent  to  sliow  yourself  in  public  at  present ; 
md  if  jon  ilx  jour  abode  at  Digbj-Iodge,  yoit 
wOl  find  at  this  time  of  the  year  as  litde  soeietjr 
dwre  as  yon  hare  bad  at  Elmcoort." 

^  Very  likely,  mama,  bnt  I  shall  at  leal 
be  spared  the  sight  of  the  corpse-like  visages 
4hat  bannt  me  here.  Why,  if  I  take  np  a  noyel 
and  seem  amused  by  it,  I  am  certain  to  catch 
eidier  Miss  Herbert's  or  Fanny's  eyes  bent 
upon  me  in  silent  wonder;     Vraimeni  taui  eeh 

"  Well,  my  love,  you  know  it  is  no  fault  of 
mine  that  things  continue  in  this  state.  lam 
sure  if  Stuart  were  gone  it  woald  soon  be  dif* 
ferent ;  but  once,  when  I  proposed,  for  lliesake 
of  you  young  people,  to  receirc  the  Tisits  of  a 
few  of  our  nearest  and  quietest  neighbours,  he 
gaye  me  such  a  look  that  I  have  been  afndd  to 
•speak  of  it  again." 

.   *^  And  when  is  this  prim  and  pure  young 
gentleman  going  to  leave  us  V* 
'    ''  I  do  not  know,  Clara,  wh^i  he  is  going 
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away ;  but    one  thing   I  do    know^   whicli 
scarcely  suspected  before,  and  that  is  that  you 
brother  is  in  love  with  Eva  Herbert." 

'*  Possibly ;  but  that  is  nothing  to  us,  or  oti 
purpose." 

•'  Pardon  me,  Clara,  it  is  much  to  my  pui 
pose,  as  you  shall  hear.  I  received  a  lettc 
yesterday  from  Miss  Herbert's  ^ancrf  Sir  Fell 
Yaine ;  a  charming  letter  it  was,  too,  telling  m 
that  affairs  of  importance  obliged  him  to  com 
into  this  neighbourhood,  and  entreating  m 
permission  to  allow  him,  while  here,  to  call  o 
Miss  Herbert.  He  knows  we  receive  n 
visiters  at  present,  and  this  respectful  bv 
friendly  note  proves  his  perfect  breeding  an 
knowledge  of  the  world.  Ah,  Clara,  there  is 
man  that  I  should  have  rejoiced  to  welcome  i 
a  son-in-law.  There  is  a  man  that  would  ha^ 
suited  my  high-spirited  and  lovely  Clara. 
Clara  blushed  sKghtly,  but  allowed  her  motht 
to  proceed  without  interruption. — ''  Of  coun 
I  have  not  answered  this  letter  yet,  for  I  han 
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been  tarnmg  the  matter  oyer   in  my  nund. 
Now  I  know  you  have  some  curiofiity  to  ace 
this  Adonis ;  and  as  you  are  a  married  womuii 
and  he  an  engaged  man«  there  can   be  no 
danger  in  an  introduction — ^and  my  plan  is  tliis. 
I  shall  write  immediately  to  Sir  Felix,  teDing 
him,  that  vnder  the  peculiar  circumstances  in 
which  he  is  placed  towards  our  young  guest,  I 
cannot  refuse  to  receive  his  visits.    To  Stoaxt  I 
shall  say  that  it  is  by  Miss  Herbert's  request  I 
have  done  so,  and  this  I  know  will  drive  him 
out  of  the  house  for  a  time*     And  thus  you 
will  have  a  charming  and  intellectaal  oomr 
panion  almost  entirely  to  yourself;  for,  candidly 
speaking,  I  think  Eva  has  very  little  loTe  for 
ber  beau  future  and  would  rather  shun  than 
seek  his  society.    But  listen,  Clara :  before  I 
take  all  this  trouble,  you  must  promise  me  to 
stay  at  least  a  month  longer,  and  to  assist  me 
in  keeping  up  the  spirits  of  that  wretched  and 
unfortunate  Isabel.*' 

''  I  do  promise,   mama,''  replied  Clan  ai 
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she  bent  to  Idss  her  mother's  cheeky  ''  pro- 
rided  I  find  Sir  Felix  Yaine  as  handsome  and 
agreeable  as  he  is  represented." 

**  Oh,  there  is  no  fear  of  your  not  doing  that 
Clara;  so  now  I  shall  ring  for  Fanchette  to 
dress  me,  and  you  had  better  go  and  see  how 
your  sister  is  this  morning." 

That  same  day,  as  Clara  and  her  husband 
were  yawning  over  some  new  books  and  en* 
gniTings  that  had  just  arrired  firom  London,  a 
footman  entered  the  room  with  a  very  ela- 
borately embossed  card,  on  which  was  written 
the  name  of  "  Mrs.  William  Weatherspoon." 

''  We  do  not  know  such  a  person,"  said 
Lady  Digby,  throwing  the  card  carelessly  on 
the  table;  then  turning  to  the  servant,  she  con*  l-    . 

tinned  sharply,  "  haye  you  not  had  orders  to 
say  to  all  strangers  that  we  do  not  receire  !'     ' 

visiters  at  present." 

"  Yes,  my  lady,"    replied  the    domestic,  j. . 

struggling  to  smooth  his  features  into  proper  '&lt'* 

decorum — though,  in  spite  of  his  efibrts,  a 
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covert  grin  was  plainly  perceptible — ^  and  so 
I  did  tell  her^  but  she  said  she  was  an  old 
acquaintance^  and  would  not  be  denied.** 

''  Who  can  it  bef'  said  dara,  speaking  half 
to  herself. 

*'  If  you  please^  my  lady,**  ehimed  in  flic 
footman,  who  still  waited  for  orders,  ^  I  think 
it's  Mrs.  Jeremiah  Nadian,  as  was,  whom,  par 
ladyship  must  remember,  was  staying  here  last 
year.** 

•'  Mrs.  Nathan!  impossible.  Howercr,  if 
you  are  sure  of  this,  John,  show  her  up;  and 
then  go  and  inform  Mrs.  Aylmer  that  she  n 
here.** 

John  departed,  and  in  a  few  seconds  re- 
turned, ushering  in  the  ci-devant  widow  of 
Jeremiah  Nathan,  Esq.,  of  Calcutta,  now  trans- 
formed into  the  blooming  bride  of  William 
Weatherspoon,  of  Elmhurst. 

''  My  dear  Miss  CSlara — I  b^  your  pardon, 
I  mean  Lady  Digby** — she  said  in  her  usual 
loud  Toice,  ''  I  am  mighty  glad  to  see  yott 
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again,  and  jour  good  gentlemaii  too ;  you  look 
werj  weH,  though  a  little  palish,  my  dear,  bat 
ftat  is  but  natural,  of  course.  I  am  but 
just  returned  from  our  wedding  tour  to  the 
Isle  of  Wight,  or  you  may  be  sure  I  should 
have  been  here  long  ago  to  ofier  my  condo^ 
lences,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing.  I  assure 
you,  my  William  gave  his  special  permission 
for  me  to  come,  and  even  urged  me  to  do 
so — he  has  no  fooUsh  squeamishness  about 
affairs  of  this  kind — but  where*s  your  dear 
mama,  and  little  Fanny,  and  Miss  Herbert?**  . 

*•  Mama  will  be  here  presently,  I  dare  say,** 
replied  Clara,  "  but  I  don't  suppose  you  will 
see  either  Miss  Herbert  or  Fanny.  They  wan- 
der about  together  all  day,  and  Stuart  mopes 
in  his  own  room.  We  are  a  very  trisie  drde, 
I  promise  you.*' 

"  Ah!  I  suppose  so,  poor  things;  and  Miss 
Bella.    What  has  become  of  her?** 

"  She  is  in  very  bad  health,  and  sees  nobody, 
Mrs.  Weatherspom,**  replied  CSIara,  more  coldly 
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than  before.  Having  admitted  the  old  fool,  ts 
she  always  called  her,  for  her  own  amusement, 
she  began  to  suspect  that  the  bride  came  only 
to  pry  into  the  secrets  and  troubles  of  the  fiunily. 

''  Bless  me,  that  is  rery  sad;  but  here  comet 
your  mama — ^Ah,  my  dear  friend/'  rising  to 
meet  and  embrace  her,  *'  what  pleasure  it  givef 
me  to  see  you  once  more.  I  have  torn  mysdf 
from  my  William  the  very  day  after  our  retuxn, 
to  hasten  to  your  side.'* 

"  You  are  vastly  obliging,  Mrs.  Weather- 
spoon,  and  I'm  sure  I  am  delighted  at  }ovx 
visit,"  replied  her  friend;  "  and  now  sit  down 
and  let  us  hear  the  news.  We  did  not  erea 
know  that  you  were  married." 

"  Well,  now,  only  to  think  of  that  I  « 
sure  it  was  put  into  three  of  the  fiMhionsbk 
papers  at  least,  and  I  should  have  sent  yon 
cards,  only  my  William  thought  it  would  be 
extravagant  having  them  engraved,  and  he 
svid  something  so  pretty  and  sentimental  about 
laying  by  for  the  future  wants  of  a  jorsng 
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familj,  that  I  could  not  contest  the  point ;  but 
I  bought  these  embossed  ones^  (taking  up  that 
which  Clara  had  thrown  on  the  table  J  and  paid 
the  grocer's  apprentice,  who  writes  a  beautiful 
bold  hand,  half  a  crown  for  inscribing  my  name 
on  the  whole  pack  of  them.'* 

^  I  think  it  was  an  excellent  plan/'  said  Sir 
Marmaduke,  who  now  spoke  for  the  first  time 
since  Mrs.  Weatherspoon  had  come  in. 

•'Why,  yes,  as  dear  Weatherspoon  always 
says,  'a  penny  saved  is  a  penny  gained.' 
You  know  my  present  husband  is  a  Scotch- 
man, and  he  inherits,  dear  creature,  all  the 
proverbial  prudence  of  his  nation.  I  must 
positively  tell  you  an  interesting  little  anecdote 
of  our  courtship,  which  illustrates  his  character 
to  a  nicety.  You  remember,  Mrs.  Aylmer, 
that  I  first  met  him  while  on  a  visit  to  you  last 
autumn ;  but  though  I  saw  he  was  much  struck 
with  me,  no  regular  engagement  took  place 
during  mystay  in  Derbyshire.  Well,  when  I  left 
you  I  went  to  Cheltenham,  and  before  I  had  been 
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there  a  week,  who  should  I  meet  one  Tnoniing 
walking  out  of  the  pump-TOom  and  rnddng  a 
horrible  grimace^  but  Mr.  Weatherspoon.  He 
had  come,  he  told  me,  to  drink  the  waters  for  a 
lirer  complaint,  and  gracious  knows  he  did  look 
yellow  enough ;  but  a  first  taste  he  said  w» 
sufficient,  and  he  should  neycr  try  so  desperate 
a  remedy  again.  Well,  my  dears,  we  walked 
round  the  gardens  together,  asid  he  told  ne, 
with  many  expressions  of  sincere  regret,  that 
during  the  last  stage  to  Cheltenham  he  had 
unfortunately  lost,  from  the  top  of  the  coach,  a 
blue  doth  cloak,  which  he  Talued  higUy.  *I 
hare  made* many  inquiries,'  he  continued,  're* 
specting  it,  and  eren  put  an  advertiBement  ia 
flie  paper  offering  a  reward  of  five  shilliags  to 
any  one  who  shall  bring  it  me ;  fi>r  though  I  kitf 
eren  if  found,  it  will  be  partially  torn  to  pieces 
by  the  wheels,  stilP — and  he  gare  me  such  a 
look  and  squeeze  of  the  hand — *  still,  it  mi^ 
do  hereafter  to  cut  up  fer  Ktffe  coats !'  Now  I 
irill  say  it  than,  the  whole  annals  of  romance  or 
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Teality,  I  should  think  there  merer  wtm  aa  ofler 
Blade  80  delicately  or  beautifiillj  as  this.  Of 
ctrnne  I  understood  him  at  once,  and  firom  that 
time  we  considered  oorselyes  engaged." 

''And  did  Mr.  Weatherspocm  succeed  in 
reeoyering  the  cloak  ?^  said  Sir  Marmadtike, 
inA  some  degree  of  interest. 

*'  The  remains  of  it  only ;  for,  as  he  had 
rightly  conjectured,  it  was  sadly  matilated  by 
tlie  coach  wheels." 

''Wdl,  but  have  yon  BO  news  to  tellns?^ 
said  Mrs.  Aylmer,  impatient  of  the  fair  bride's 
courtship  reminiscences. 
*  "  Why,  my  dear,  you  see  we  only  retnmed 
yesterday ;  and  though  my  William  started  the 
first  thing  this  morning  to  call  on  his  di£[erent 
friends  and  find  out  all  had  that  taken  place 
during  his  absence,  he  gleaned  yery  little  in 
the  way  of  news,  I  assure  you.  Indeed  the 
only  thing  of  any  interest  was  concerning 
Xady  Julia  Maddy,  whom  you  all  remember. 
They  say  she  has  had  an  offer  firom  the  rery 
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coiisin  who  came  in  for  her  grandfather's  fil^ 
tone,  when  Sir  Felix  V aine  declined  inaiiTing 
her.  He  masthaye  had  at  the  least  five  tkoosaiid 
m  year;  bat  she  refused  him  for  all  that,  ereft 
though,  I  nnderstand,  he  offered  her  an  atiiry 
bnilt  on  m  style  of  the  greatest  magnificenoe,  and 
filled  with  the  rarest  and  most  beantifiil  biids 
that  money  could  procure. — ^Well,  she  refued 
him  and  has  since  lired  with  her  old  mother  at 
Bathj  where  she  keeps  three  cages  foil  of  a- 
nariesy  and  writes  tracts  for  the  poor  of  the 
netghbourhood." 

**  And  all  this  firom  her  hopeless  lore  for  Sr 
Felixr  asked  Lady  Digby,  who  had  taken  no 
interest  in  any  part  of  the  previous  conTe^ 
sation. 

*'  So  it  is  said,  my  dear ;  but  perhaps  JMI 
haye  neyer  seen  Sir  Felix  Yaine.  AskMi* 
Herbert,  if  there  is  anything  to  wonder  at  in 
this.  Ah,  weU-a-day,  lore  is  a  yery  foaaj 
thing,  though  by  no  means  unpleasant  Bat 
good  gracious,  it  is  four  o'dodL — Weather^oon 
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wOl  tlimk  I  am  lost.  We  young  married 
women,"  continued  the  youthfully  attired 
bride,  rising  to  arrange  her  orange  blossoms  at 
the  glass,  ''cannot  quite  consider  our  time  at 
our  own  disposal;  our  lords  and  masters  na^ 
torally  exact  a  fair  proportion  of  it." 

''  And  it  is  but  just  and  right  that  we  should 
yield  it  to  them/'  said  Clara,  who  began  to 
be  excessively  weary  of  Mrs.  Weatherspoon's 
babbling. 

''Ah,  my  dear,  I  knew  you  would  be  a 
pattern  for  all  married  ladies;  but  good  bye, 
good  bye,  I  must  positively  tear  myself  away 
now;  and  next  time  I  shall  expect  to  see  Miss 
Bel.  I  shan't  mind  it,  I  shan't  upon  my  honour, 
neither  will  my  William,  I  assure  you.  Tell 
her  this  from  me,  and  bid  her  prepare  herself 
for  a  visit  very  soon.  Oh,  no  thanks,  my  dear 
creatures ;  I  am  an  old  friend,  you  know,  and 
never  was  partrcularly  squeamish.  Adieu — au 
revair**  And  assuming  a  juvenile  mincing 
^p,  the  lady  made  her  exit  from  the  room. 
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"  John,"  Hdd  Clara  to  dbe  fbotann,  irfw 
•Btwered  the  bdl^  she  kad  noig  finrioiBlj,  dv 
snoBMBt  tlie  baU  door  w«  dosed,  » the 
time  Mn.  Weadtffqpoom  caDs,  da  not  fKget  i 
aaj  diat  ve  are  an  pastieidazij 
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CHAPTER  V 


^  *^  OH  must  my  heart  the  question  undergo 

O^  *  dart  tboa  loTe?*  and  bum  to  answer —  no.** 


Not  many  days  after  this  visit  of  Mrs.  Wea- 
tlierspooii,  as  the  whole  family^  excepting  Isa- 
bel^ wiio  rardy  left  the  solitude  of  her  own 
room,  were  sitting  together  after  dinner^  a 
note  was  brought  in  and  handed  to  Miss 
Herbert.  Too  well  she  knew  the  writing, 
and  becoming  first  red  and  then  very  pale; 
she  laid  it  down  xuiopened.  No  notice  was 
taken  by  aay  of  the  party,  but  in  a  few  mi- 
nutes Mrs.  Aylmer  got  up  and  begged  Stuart  to 
take  a  stroll  with  her  in  the  shrubberies.   When 
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tliey  were  at  »  short  distance  from  the  hotuef 
she  asked  him  if  he  guessed  who  Miss  Herbeifs 
note  was  from. 

Now  there  are  few  things  which  Stuart  A^- 
mer  would  not  at  that  moment  have  preferred 
doing  or  suffering  to  entering  on  this  subject 
with  his  mother;  but  having  a  very  conscien- 
tious regard  for  truth,  he  answered: — 

"  Tes.  I  imagine  hj  liiss  Herbert's  emotion 
on  receiving  it,  that  it  came  from  Sir  Felix 
Vaine." 

''  Tou  are  right,  Stuart,  and  you  must  pre- 
pare yourself  for  that  gendeman^s  visits,"  said 
his  mother  boldly.  "  It  is  Miss  Herbert's  wish 
that  he  should  be  allowed  this  privilege,  and  I 
do  not  feel  myself  justified  in  denying  it 

**  Very  well,  madam,"  was  the  answer. 
*'  This  house  is  yours,  and  that  you  may 
not  feel  yourself  debarred  by  my  presence 
from  receiving  whom  you  and  your  guests 
think  proper,  I  shall  leave  to-morrow— bat  I 
think  it  my  duty  to  suggest  that  if  you  mean 
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to  torn  the  house  of  mourning  into  a  house  of 
festivity  you  would  do  well  to  place  Isabella 
where  she  can  obtain  that  solitude  which  her 
present  state  so  imperatively  demands." 

"  Good  heavens,  Stuart,  what  have  I  said 
or  proposed  to  make  you  so  angry  and  indig- 
nant? Do  you  think  it  is  any  disrespect  to  your 
poor  father's  memory,  my  allowing  the  occa- 
sional visits  of  a  man  who  is  engaged — and  was 
engaged  long  before  these  terrible  things  hap- 
pened—  to  a  young  lady  who  has  kindly  and 
generously  consented  to  remain  in  this  abode 
of  gloom  and  wretchedness,  for  the  sake  of  her 
friend  and  your  sister,  Stuart." 

'^  I  do  not  wish  to  argue  the  matter;  only, 
once  more,  I  pray  you  have  some  respect  for 
your  unhappy  daughter's  feelings.  It  is  my 
opinion  she  will  not  be  a  burden  on  your  pa- 
tience long." 

"  I  am  sure,"  replied  Mrs.  Aylmer,  raising 
her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes,  ''  I  am  much 
more  likely  to  die  than  she  is,  if  all  my  chil- 
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dren  thwart  mc  in  this  way. —  And  where  are 
jrou  going  now  Stuart,  and  when  do  you  mean 
to  return?** 

"  As  to  where  I  am  going,  I  answer — any- 
where out  of  England  it  matters  very  little; 
nor,**  he  continued  bitterly,  ''would  I  hare  re- 
mained so  long  in  a  place  which  everything  kas 
combined  to  make  me  detest,  had  it  not  been 
that  I  knew  my  presence  would  be  some  sort  of 
restraint  on  you  and  Lady  Digby,  and  feroe 
you  to  preserve  an  outward  decency  of  condact 
at  least  However,  I  can  bear  it  no  longer,  and 
if  my  father*s  memory  must  be  outraged,  and 
my  wretched  sister*s  feelings  insulted,  it  shall 
not  be  while  I  am  by.  As  to  when  I  sbD 
come  back,  I  answer — ^not  for  years,  perhaps 
never  I  And  now  you  had  better  return  to 
your  guest,  and  tell  her  that  the  coast  will  be 
clear  for  the  reception  of  her  lover  to-morrow. 
Be  kind  enough  to  convey  my  adieux  to  the 
party  in  the  dining-room ;  I  shall  spend  the 
evening  with  Isabel,  and  start  at  nine  o'dodi 
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to-morrow.  Fanny  will  be  up  to  make  breakfast 
for  me,  I  dare  say." 

And  witbout  waiting  £>r  bis  motber's  an- 
awer,  Staart  tnmed  suddenly  down  a  aide  patb^ 
leaving  ber  to  return  and  conmranicate  tbe 
success  of  ber  nnwortby  stratagem  to  ber  fa^ 
TOttrite  dangbter. 

Xva's  note^  wbicb  sbe  did  not  open  nntil  she 
fimnd  berself  alone^  ran  ikos — 

•'My  sweetest  Fbibnd, 

''Afiairs  of  importance  obliging  me  to 

come   into    Derbysbire,    I    bave    asked    and 

obtained  Mrs.  Aylmer's  consent  to  my  paying 

you  a  yisit.    May  I  bope  tbat  a  small  portion 

of  the  pleasure  I  experience  in  tbe  prospect  of 

this  meetings  will  be  shared  by  you.  To-morrow, 

about  twelycj  I  trust  my  adored  Eva  will  be 

prepared  to  receiye  and  welcome  her  anxious 

and  devoted  fidendj 

"Felix  Vaikb.*' 

Scarcely   was  this  loverlike  billet   glanced 

over,    when  Eva,  tearing  it  into  the  smallest 

D  2 


Digitized 


by  Google 


53  TUB  POOB  COUSIN. 

fragments^  crushed  it  passionately  beneath  her 
feet.   She  was  awakened  from  a  dreamy  and  the 
cold  and  hitter  wakening  proved  how  deep  and 
delusive  that  dream  had  heen.     If  any  one  had 
told  her  during  the  last  two  months  that  she 
was  happyj  the  very  idea  would  have  been 
scorned  by  her;  and  yet  now^  she  felt  from  the 
very  bottom  of  her  soul  that  it  was  so.    It  is 
true  she  had  in  all  this  time  enjoyed  but  litde 
of  the  society  of  him,  she  stiU,  alas !  so  fondlj 
loved,  for  Stuart  rarely  appeared  except  at  the 
stated  meal  times  of  his  family.     Indeed  En 
could  not  fail  to  perceive  that  from  the  first  day 
of  his  return  he  had  studiously  avoided  her. 
*^  And  yet,  and  yet,"  she  murmured,  whQe  pon- 
dering on  the  past,  "  I  saw  him  every  day,  I 
heard  him  everyday,  and  everything  eke  was 
forgotten.    Yes,  Heaven  forgive  me  for  it,  I 
teas  happy.    Bat  now,"  and  she  glanced  at  the 
scattered  fragments  at  her  feet,  ''now  what  a 
change.   I  must  meet  that  man  again,  and  again 
try,   oh  how  vainly  try,  to  love  him.— Lore 
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bim !"  8he  repeated^  half  smiling,  though  bitterly 
enough,  at  the  thought,  ''if  I  could  but  school 
myself  to  regard  him  with  anything  short  of 
abhorrence,  I  should  be  thankful,  and  less 
miserable  than  I  am."  And  then  a  hundred 
wild  and  impossible  schemes  flitted  across  her 
mind  for  dissoMng  this  hated  engagement;  but, 
as  in  former  cases,  it  was  all  in  vain.  There 
stood  her  solemn  tow,  and  there  stood  Sir 
Felix^  an  ardent,  determined,  and,  more  than 
all,  needy  lover;  small  hope  was  there  that  he 
would  ever  give  her  absolution  from  a  promise 
so  desperately  obtained ;  and  other  way  of  es» 
caping,  in  spite  of  all  her  never-failing  efforts, 
she  could  find  none. 

For  some  hours  Eva  sat  alone,  feeling  quite 
incapable  of  mixing  in  any  society.  At  length 
Fanny  joined  her. 

''Eva,"  she  said,  in  her  now  constantly 
subdued  and  mournful  voice,  taking  a  seat  near 
her  friend ;  "  my  brother  is  going  away  to 
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mxarow,  and  he  bade  me  say  farewell  to  you 
&rliim/' 

*'  Going  flo  Mxm^  Fanny  ?  you  do  not  acta 
it.    Whyabouldhegoatall?'' 

"  He  has  not  been  very  cominimicatiTe  to 
me,  Eva,  but  I  am  sure  be  dislikes  the  ides  of 
Tisiters  being  admitted  at  present'' 

''But  wbat  risiters?  does  be  mean  old 
Mrs.  Natban,  the  woman  wbo  came  the  odier 
day?" 

-"  It  is  probable  be  would  not,  if  consulted, 
have  bad  eren  ber  admitted,  but  I  tliink  bu 
present  displeasure — ^forgive  me.  Eta— i  con- 
cerning Sir  Felix  Vaine." 

"  Wbat,  he  knows  that  be  is  at  ElnJHUSt?" 

"  Yea,  and  ibat  mama  has  gireu  bim  per- 
mission to  calL'' 

"  Good  heavens ! "  exclaimed  Era,  *'  and  I 
have  been  so  selfishly  absorbed  in  my  o^ 
frelxQgs  as  to  have  forgotten  that  others  might 
be  displeased  and  pained  by  his  coming;  hot 
surely  it  can  be  yet  prevented.** 
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Fannj  mistook  tlie  meaning  of  this  speech^ 
and  so  replied,  somewhat  coldly. 

'^  No,  £ya,  it  is  perfectly  natural  that  in 
your  own  pleasurable  anticipations  you  shoidd 
forget  everything  else ;  and  it  would  be  too 
hard  upon  you,  who  have  for  two  months  shared 
oar  entire  seclusion,  and  sincerely  sympathized 
with  our  affliction,  if  we  expected  you  longer 
to  do  80 ;  besides^''  continued  Fanny,  who  really 
loved  Eva  dearly,  and  felt  truly  grateful  for 
all  her  kindness,  I  do  think  it  would  have 
been  diffictdt,  under  the  peculiar  circumstances 
of  the  case,  to  have  refused  Sir  Felix  Vaine's 
visits^  especially  as  we  are  all  so  deeply  in- 
debted to  him  for  having  saved  Stuart's  life." 

"  Saved  his  life !"  Eva  began  indignantly, 
but  she  stopped  herself,  and  only  added:  **  but 
if  your  brother  thinks  he  should  not  come,  I 
am  sure  he  must  be  quite  right.'' 

"  It  would  be  too  late,  Eva,  now  to  think  of 
thatj  for  mama  gave  her  permission  before  she 
even  communicated  the  request  to  Stuart.  Poor 
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Stuart^"  continued  the  sister^  with  tearful  eyes^ 
"  mj  heart  aches  to  see  him  in  the  state  he  is. 
He  did  so  love  poor  papa^  and  I  know  he  feels 
always,  what  is  in  fact  the  case,  that  it  was  to 
spare  him,  that  our  dear,  dear  father  sacrificed 

himself." 

♦ 

''Do  not  allude  to  these  things,  dearest 
Fanny;  you  know  that  is  not  the  way  to 
strengthen  your  mind  and  enable  you,  as  yea 
'Would  wish,  for  your  mother's  and  Isabers 
sake,  to  shake  off  the  dreadful  despondency 
that  has  been  growing  upon  you.'' 

*'  Oh,  but,  Eva,  I  may  succeed  in  concealing 
my  feelings,  but  never,  never  can  I  know  hap* 
piness  again.'' 

*'  Nay,  Fanny,  I  must  not  let  you  talk  in  that 
way.    How  is  Isabel  this  evening  ?  " 

''Worse,  much  worse,  since  she  has  heard 
that  Stuart  is  going.  Oh,  what  shall  we  all  do 
when  he  is  gone!" 

"  And  do  you  really  mean  to  tell  me,"  said 
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Era, ''  that  your  brother  leaves  his  home  simply 
because  Sir  Felix  Yaine  is  to  call  here  ?  " 

"  Oh^  no,  no,  I  did  not  say  that  was  the  only 
cause,  Eya;  I  am  sore  Stuart  would  not  be  so 
unreasonable ;  I  know  he  is  anxious  to  see  poor 
dear  Alice." 

''Oh,  that  is  it,'*  answered  Eya  in  a  low 
Toice ;  and  she  made  no  more  obserrations  on 
the  subject. 


V  3 
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^  Mku  Bat  say,  Loeettai  now  we  are  aHooe,  ^ 

WoulcTst  thou  then  counsel  me  tofidli*^ 


.rf*«J6flr- 


^ZmosUbu  Aj,  madam;  so  yon  stomble  not 


Sir  Fblix  Vaink  sat  alone  orer  his  bietl** 
on  the  foUoinng  morning,  in  the  best  rooiB  (» 
the  Stanley  Arms.    It  was  a  very  soft  indd^ 
licious  day ;  the  balmy  air  just  ruffled^  iri^ 
shaking  off  one  tiny  petal  from  the  fragKBt 
lilac  and  hawthorn  trees  that  grew  beneadi  ^ 
window,  for  the  best  priyate  room  of  the  StO' 
ley  Arms  looked  upon  the  well-kept  garden  of 
the  inn.     It  was  a  day  that  Sir  Felix  ^' 
cularly  delighted  in,  for  he  was  an  epicmein 
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in  all  tilings ;  and  it  added  not  a  little  to  his 
present  self-complacent  and  happy  mood,  that 
nature  smiled  so  softly  and  graciously  around 
him. 

He  had  finished  his  rolls  and  coffee,  but  still 
Sir  Felix  played  idly  Tfith  his  teaspoon,  oc- 
casionally using  it  to  rescue  a  struggling  fly 
from  its  perilous  position  in  the  cream-jug,  and 
occasionally  trying  how  long  he  could  balance 
the  veteran  bit  of  plate  (bearing  the  arms  and 
coronet  of  the  house  of  Derby,  to  be  in  ac- 
cordance wkh  the  r^me  of  the  inn)  on  his 
thumb  nail ;  but  during  all  this  time  it  must 
not  be  supposed  that  the  thoughts  of  the  band- 
some  Felix  were  idle  too.  This  was  very  far, 
indeed,  from  being  the  case,  as  might  soon 
have  been  discovered  from  the  frequent  and 
meaning  smile  that  hovered  on  his  lips ;  and 
thus  his  meditations  ran : — 

*'  I  must  positively  bring  this  business  to  a 
speedier  conclusion  than  my  obstinate  little 
lady-love  wishes.     '  Surely  a  lover  ought  to  be 
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ixpon  me  as  others  do.  Aj,  as  others  do;" 
and  Sir  Felix  Yaine's  thoughts  wandered 
back,  and  revelled  in  the  recollections  of  his 
triumphs  during  the  last  few  months  he  had 
spent  in  town;  and  then  he  took  out  his 
jewelled  time-piece,  and  saw  that  it  wanted 
yet  half  an  hour  of  the  time  he  had  fixed 
upon  to  start  for  Elmcourt,  and  so  he  got  up 
and  strolled  into  the  garden,  that  looked  so 
firesh  and  pretty  from  his  windows ;  and  there 
he  met  the  barmaid  of  the  Stanley  ArmSj 
who.  Sir  Felix  thought,  looked  fresher  and 
prettier  still;  and  in  this  company  he  must 
be  left  for  a  short  time,  while,  for  the  reader's 
satisfaction,  it  may  here  be  stated  that  the 
half  hour  did  not  hang  at  all  heavy  on  his 
hands. 

Stuart  Aylmer  was  gone,  and  more  than  one 
heart  was  sadder  in  consequence.  Eva  had  spent 
the  morning  alone,  and — oh,  shame,  shame 
that  it  should  be  so,  and  she  the  affianced  of  Six 
Felix  Yaine — had  spent  it  in  tears.     Fanny 
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''  It  you  were  not  a  married  woman,  I 
ikoiild  sajr— too  beantiM  for  the  constancy  of 
Sir  Felix,  and  the  peace  of  Eva  Herbert'' 

^'I  do  Uunk  mourning  is  particularly  be- 
ooming  to  me." 

"  Undonbtedly,  my  love ;  but  where  is 
yoar  husband  ?  I  have  not  seen  him  sinee 
hreskfast'' 

''  So  much  the  better  ;  I  hope  he  is  out  for 
the  day.    What  o'clock  is  it,  maman  f'* 

'^  Nearly  twelre,  Clara;  so  make  haste  with 
your  toilet.    Sir  Felix  is  always  pnnctoaL" 

"  Very  well,  I  am  ready;  so  let  us  go  down 
to  the  drawing-room.  Now  remember,  numan, 
you  introduce  me  simply  as  your  'daug^iter 
Caara.'" 

''  As  you  will,  dearest,  but  I  trust  you  haye 
no  designs  upon  the  heart  of  Sir  Fehx  Yaine  f 

"  Leave  me  and  my  designs  to  ourselves,  ma 
hanne,'  and  now  j^  f  attends  J* 

As  they  descended  to  the  drawing-room, 
twelve  o'clock  struck,  and  in  a  &w  mioutes 
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Clara  raised  her  large  blue  eyes^  and  answered 
only  "  Yes/' 

A  Tolume  of  poems  lay  open  on  the  table 
near  her,  which  she  now  bent  over,  allowing 
her  long  fair  hair  just  to  kiss  the  pages  and 
partially  to  conceal  her  face,  while  she  thus 
mused  to  herself: — 

*'  He  is  certainly  very  handsome,  and  I  envy 
Eva  Herbert  more  than  ever.  Poor  Marmaduke 
might  well  be  jealous  of  such  a  man.  I  won- 
der what  Sir  Felix  thinks  of  me,  and  if  he  really 
believes  I  am  only  Miss  Aylmer — a  first  impres- 
sion does  so  much ;  and  yet,  after  all,  what  does 
it  signify?  The  stubborn  fact  remains  that  I 
am  a  married  woman,  and  married,  alas!  to  a 
fool.  Eh  bien  done  ilfaut  nCamuser  un  peu!** 
And  what  were  the  reflections  of  Sir  Felix 
during  this  time : — 

'*  Egad,  that's  a  monstrously  pretty  woman. 
What  eyes,  and  what  a  complexion  she  has 
got;  I  would  give  something  to  know  if  this 
is  the  married  daughter  or  a  single  one  that  I 
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"  Well,  my  love,**  said  the  latter,  when  they 
were  once  more  closeted  together, ''  I  hope  now 
you  have  made  up  your  mind  to  stay  with  me 
another  month." 

"  Yes,  mama,  I  have,'*  was  the  answer. 

''  And  you  are  not  afraid  of  being  ennuy^ed 
any  more?** 

"  No,  chire  maman^  I  am  not.** 
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'•  I  thought^ ,  Sir  Felix/'  was  Eva*s  quiet 
answer^  ''  that  I  had  sufficiently  explained  my 
wishes  and  determination  on  this  point — ^I 
assure  you  they  are  unchangeable.'' 

A  slight  contraction  of  Sir  Felix  Yaine's 
handsome  brow^  was  the  only  sign  he  gave  that 
he  had  heard  what  his  companion  said ;  for  he 
immediately  went  on : — 

**  I  will  not  allow  myself  to  doubt  that  you 
will  listen  fiivourably  to  my  earnest  entreaties. 
Tou  have  now  no  guardian  or  protector^  and^ 
believe  me^  this  is  not  exactly  the  place  for  you 
to  remain  in*  It  is  well  known  that  the  eldest 
daughter  is  at  home^  and  her  society *' 

"  Excuse  me.  Sir  Felix,"  interrupted  Eva, 
''I  must  be  the  best  judge  of  my  own  honour ; 
and  as  you  persist  in  importuning  me  on  a 
subject  about  which  I  have  long  ago  expressed 
my  unalterable  resolution,  I  shall  for  the  future 
leave  Mrs.  Aylmer  to  entertain  her  guest,  and 
devote  myself  to  the  society  of  my  friend 
Fanny,  for  whose  sake  I  am  still  a  residen,t 
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Ah,  this  polished  glass  and  its  brolhers  were 
trusty  fiaends  to  Sir  Felix,  and  neyer  yet  had 
disappointed  him  in  his  hour  of  need. 

None  of  the  family  again  appearing,  the  now 
self-complacent  baronet,  after  waiting  a  few 
minutes  to  take  a  last  lingering,  loving  look  at 
his  matchless  form,  rang  for  his  horse,  and  left 
the  house.  Biding  slowly  down  die  long 
avenue.  Sir  FeKx,  turned  probably  to  see  if 
there  were  any  bright  eyes  following  his  re* 
treating  figure.  If  this  toas  his  expectation, 
it  was  not  disappointed,  £>r  at  the  open 
window  of  a  room  above  the  one  he  had  just 
left,  sat  a  lady,  who  waved  her  white  hand, 
and  smiled  graciously  as  her  eyes  met  his. 

"  By  Jove,  *my  daughter  CSara'  is  a  sweet 
creature — ^I  hope  she  is  married" — said  Sir 
Felix,  as  he  put  spurs  to  his  horse  (afber  he 
had  passed  the  avenue)  and  galloped  off. 

The  next  day,  and  many  an  one  suc- 
ceeding that.  Sir  FeHx  called  again;  and 
finding   in   Sir    Marmaduke    Digby   an   cdd 
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tomplaining  that  ever  rose  on  Isabel's  lips  was 
sometimes  after  hearing  these  pure  and  holy 
truths  that  Fanny  uttered^  when  she  would 
exclaini  despairingly,  "  Oh  why,  why,  was  I 
Bent  to  that  hateful  France?" 

And  the  summer  advanced  rapidly,  and  still 
Sir  Felix  Vaine  lingered  unrepiningly  at  Elm- 
hurst.  He  saw  Eva  nearly  every  day,  but  as 
yet  he  did  not  appear  to  have  progressed  one 
step  towards  inclining  her  to  a  speedier  union 
than  she  had  at  first  determined  on.  The 
flirtation  scheme  had  failed  entirely  as  far  as 
regarded  its  effect  on  her.  And  now,  as  if  to 
increase  his  difficulties,  the  health  of  his 
beautiful  fiancie  visibly  declined,  till  Dr. 
Northcott,  who  was  at  last  called  in,  ordered 
immediate  change  of  air  and  scene  for  the 
invalid.  Eva  did  not  hesitate  a  moment  in 
clioosing  where  to  go. 

"  Dear,  dear  Glandale!  what  joy  I  feel  at 
tlie  thoughts  of  seeing  it  again,'*  she  said  to  old 
Janet,  while  giving  her  directions  about  the 
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Alow  sigh  was  the  only  answer,  and  the 
fiiends  separated. 

Sir  Felix  had  not  called  all  that  mormng,  and 
consequently  knew  nothing  of  Miss  Herbert's 
sadden  plans.  After  Era  had  written  her  letters 
in  the  evening,  she  put  a  shawl  round  her,  and 
walked  out  into  the  shrubberies  alone — ^Fanny 
being  then  with  Isabel. 

She  had  not  proceeded  far  when  a  footstep 
sounded  on  the  grayel  path  behind  her,  and 
taming  round  she  beheld^  to  her  great  annoy- 
ance. Sir  Felix  Yaine ! 

•'  My  dearest  Miss  Herbert,'*  he  said,  ten- 
derly, ''surely  you  do  wrong  in  walking  so 
late  as  this,  in  your  delicate  state  of  health. 
Fray  take  my  arm,  and  let  me  lead  you  to  the 
house." 

«  Thank  you.  Sir  Felix,"  replied  Era,  "  but 
I  am  rery  well  protected  against  the  cold  with 
ibis  large  shawl';  and  I  nerer  find  walking  at 
liiis  hour  tmpleasant  or  injurious  to  me,  espe- 
ciaiQy  when  I  am  alone." 
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he  had  just  exhibited  at  her  words.   For  diOQ^ 
she  felt  that  she  miist  eyentoally  fiilfil  the  del' 
tiny  that  had  boimd  her  to  a  man  she  detested, 
there  were  yet  six  months  of  fireedom  before 
her  J  and  these  months  she  was  to  pass  in  thoR 
eyer-cherished  scenes  endeared  to  her  b^ao 
many  memories.    There  was  yet  another  retMn 
too,  that  made  her  rejoice  at  the  idea  of  being 
again  at  Ghmdale,  and  this  was  the  thongbtof 
Edward  Dacres  and  Fanny.    Of  the  sentimeDls 
of  the  former  she  knew  of  course  yery  little, 
but  of  those  of  the  latter,  of  her  own  dear  Fannjy 
she  had  no  doubt  whateyer.     For  altbongb* 
since  the  recent  horrible  eyents  in  their  bBotf, 
her  friend  had  neyer  named  his  name.  En  f^ 
as  fully  conyinced  as  if  he  had  been  made  tb^ 
constant  subject  of  their  discourse  firom  nofn 
till  eye — that  Fanny  loyed  him  still.    And 
therefore,    to  bring    about  a  union  betireen 
her  and  the  young  rector  was  now  her  ardent 
widu 
And  while  she  was  turning  all  tbeeethim' 
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oyer  in  her  mind  during  her  solitary  walk,  the 
highly-incensed  Sir  Felix  wandered  in  a  distant 
part  of  the  shmbberies,  for  his  mind  was  at 
present  in  too  unsettled  a  state  to  allow  of  his 
seeking  the  society  of  any  other  member  of  the 
fionily.  To  account  for  the  extreme  irritability 
with  which  Miss  Herbert's  communication  had 
been  listened  to  by  him,  it  must,  in  justice  to 
Sir  Felix,  be  told,  tl^t  he  had  that  morning 
receiyed  seyeral  letters  which  distressed  him 
exceedingly.  In  fact,  many  of  his  creditors 
were  dunning  him  unmercifully,  and  eyery- 
body  knows  that  this  is  enough  to  irritate  the 
sweetest  temper  in  the  world.  The  report  of 
his  intended  marriage  with  an  heiress,  had 
quieted  these  harpies  for  a  while,  but  their 
patience  had  been  waning  fast,  and  they  now 
took  courage  to  inform  the  baronet  that  if  their 
daims  were  not  immediately  attended  to,  they 
should  proceed  in  the  usual  course  against 
him. 
To  answer  these  agreeable  announcements 


Digitized 


by  Google 


80  THB   POOR   COUSIN. 

Sir  Felix  had  been  detained  at  home  all  the 
morning;  and  he  arriyed  at  Elmcourt  in  the 
eyening,  with  a  desperate  resolution  of  bringing 
matters  to  a  crisis.  It  has  been  seen  how  his 
efforts  were  again  foiled  by  the  quiet  bat  firm 
determination  of  his  future  bride,  and  therefore 
it  must  be  forgiyen  him  that  he  now  walked 
with  long  and  passionate  strides,  and  eyen  occa* 
sionally  clenched  his  hands  and  bit  his  lips  whSe 
musing  on  his  unfortunate  circumstances.  But 
muoh  as  the  thoughts  of  his  pecuniary  embar* 
rassments  distressed  and  annoyed  him,  it  ia  not 
true  that  the  present  yehemence  of  his  gestures 
and  lowering  of  his  brow  arose  entirely  from 
the  recollection  of  those.  If  any  one  had  re- 
quired him  on  his  oath  to  declare  the  principal 
cause  of  his  great  discomfiture,  there  is  no  doubt 

"ho    wnnl/l     inefovtflir    Iiova     rCplicd,    withoUt  bC* 

--"  Those  confounded 
^elix,  you  do  not  yet 
art;  for  that  which 
bat  which  casts  the 
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deepest  shadow  over  your  little  world,  is— 
wounded  yanity!  Tou  are  obliged  at  last  to 
confess  that  yours  powers  of  fasfination  are  not 
omnipotent;  that  there  does  exist  in  the  same 
world  with  yourself  a  human  being,  a  woman, 
whom  all  your  arts  have  failed  to  win.  This  is 
your  plague-spot.  Sir  Felix,  but  where  is  the 
cure  ?  Not  half  so  eager  was  the  call  of  Richard, 
on  on  the  battle-field, 

^  A  horse,  a  horse,  my  kingdom  for  a  horse," 

as  the  yearning  cry  of  the  soul  of  Sir  Felix 
Yaine  for  some  salve  to  its  wounded  pride ! 

On  he  walked,  and  came  at  last  to  the  little 
summer-house,  shaded  by  acacia  trees,  that  has 
been  mentioned  before ;  and  here  he  entered, 
and  sat  down.  On  the  rustic  oaken  seat  lay  a 
book ;  he  took  it  up,  and  found  it  was  a  volume 
of  Pope's  works,  with  the  leaf  turned  down  at 
a  passage  he  remembered  having  told  Lady 
Digby  he  particularly  admired.     '^  She  at  least 

£  3 


Digitized 


by  Google 


)%  CX>T78I2I. 

>ught^  and  one  wrinkle 

brow.     A  minnte  after, 

ore  him. 

nonnced  that  she  wished 

ad  come  hither  bj  ac- 

dea  you  were  at  Elm- 

rords.   **  Why  have  you 

Sir  Felix  r 

tter  myself,  my  absence 

y  any  one  ;  indeed  Miss 

srson  I  hare  seen  since 

J  to  allow  you  to  escape 
'  quarrel,  perhaps,  and  I 
.  your  solitude — might 
s,  to  hand  me  that  book 

by  this    to   recal  the 
I  heraelf,  she  succeeded 
led  her  the  rolume,  his 
,  and  he  said — 
ught    out  the  poem  I 
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mentioned  to  you.  I  trust  you  hare  not  been 
disappointed  in  its  merits." 

''Disappointed^  Sir  Felix?"  and  for  a  mo- 
ment Clara's  eyes  were  bent  upon  the  ground^ 
while  a  fiunt  and  yery  becoming  blush  fortu- 
nately arose  upon  her  cheek.  "  Oh,  no !  I 
admire  the  poem  excessiyely." 

Sir  Felix  had  risen  on  the  entrance  of  Lady 
Digby,  but  as  the  latter  now  sat  down  herself, 
he  took  a  seat  beside  her,  and  continued — 

''  How  delightful  it  is  to  find  our  own  ideas 
and  conceptions  of  the  beautiful  shared  and 
responded  to  by  another ;  I  nerer  experienced 
this  charming  intellectual  pleasure  till  I  knew 
you,  dear  Lady  Digby." 

"  You  honour  me  greatly.  Sir  Felix,"  re- 
plied Clara,  turning  over  the  pages  of  her 
little  book. 

"  Nay,  that  is  a  cold  expression — I  thought 
we  had  been  warm  friends." 

Clara  made  no  reply,  and  he  continued — "  I 
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you,  and  whom ^you  loye/'  he  continued, 

after  a  moment's  pause. 

Another  scarcely  audible  sigh  followed,  and 
he  went  on.  "Is  it  not  so  ?  you  love  your  hus- 
band, or  wherefore  should  you  hare  married 
himr 

"/'at  cru  VavmeTi^  was  the  low  but  distinct 
reply — and  the  rest  of  their  conversation  was 
in  whispers. 
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fidttt  flutter  of  pleasure  at  her  hearty  in  reflect- 
ing on  the  perfect  peace  and  tranquillity  she 
should  now  for  a  few  mondis  enjoj  at  her  own 
dear  Glandale. 

She  had  not  seen  Sir  Felix  alone  for  a 
momentj  nnce  the  evening  when  he  had  last 
met  her  in  the  shrubbery;  indeed^  she  had  pur- 
posely avoided  him ;  but  on  this  morning  he 
arrived  at  Elmcourt  to  breakfast^  and  it  was 
thought  very  natural  and  proper  that  he  should 
do  so.  The  carriage  had  been  ordered  at  twelve 
o'clock^  and  at  half-past  eleven  Mrs.  Aylmer^ 
with  Sir  Marmaduke  and  Fanny^  who  were  the 
only  ones  of  the  family  present  at  table^  got  up 
and  left  the  room^  thinking  the  lovers  might 
like  to  say  their  adieux  alone. 

**  I  conclude^  Miss  Herbert,  you  will  allow 
me  the  honour  of  writing  occasionally  to  in- 
quire about  your  health?"  said  Sir  Felix, 
drawing  his  chair  rather  nearer  to  where  Eva 
sat. 

"  I  can  have  no  objection  to  your  doiug  so," 
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"  And  I  am  equally  grateful^  Miss  Herbert, 
for  yours.'* 

And  thus  the  imagined  lovers  separated. 

Eva  went  immediately  to  Fanny's  room^  and 
found  her  there  alone^  looking  even  more  pale 
and  dejected  than  usual. 

"  Ah,  Eva  is  it  you  ?"  she  said,  as  her  friend 
entered.     "  Is  Sir  Felix  gone?" 

"  I  don't  know,  Fanny;  I  left  him  in  the 
breakfast-room  —  but  what  ails  you,  darling, 
that  you  look  so  sad  and  pale?" 

'^  I  am  very  unhappy,  Eva;  a  thousand  mi« 
serable  forebodings  of  evil  haunt  me^  and  you 
are  going,  who,  for  the  last  year  and  more, 
have  shared  and  sympathized  with  all  my 
troubles;  and  I  have  no  other  friend  in  the 
whole  world." 

"  My  own  Fanny,  do  not  talk  in  this  way. 
You  know  the  slightest  wish  of  yours  would 
make  me  fly  from  the  farthest  end  of  the 
earth  to  your  side ;  and  even  now  I  will 
not  go,  if  my  going  makes  you  unhappy." 
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'<  Do  not  mind  me.  Eta;  I  would  not  fcr 
worlds  you  should  stay  wlien  your  hcalfli  re- 
quires a  change^  and  we  shall  write  to  each 
other  constaQtly.    Ah,  there  oomes  y<»r  new 
travelling  carriage,  Eya — what  a  verypwtty 
one  it  is,"  continued  Fanny,  who  saw  that  die 
had  communicated  her  own  depression  to  her 
£riend,  for  Era's  tears  were  now  felling  feat 
But  her  endeavours  to  change  the  sabject  did 
not  succeed. 

''  Do  not  speak  of  carriages  just  now,  dear 
Fanny.    Tdl  me  why  you  are  so  unhappyf 

"  Have  I  been  otherwise  for  the  last  three 
months,  Eva?"  was  the  mournful  answer.  *'Bnt 
however,  why  should  I  conceal  from  you,  diat 
your  intended  journey  to  Glandale  has  recalled 
the  time,  the  strangely  happy  time,  when  ire 
were  there  together  ?  And  oh,  Eva,  he,  my 
poor,  dear  papa  was  with  me  then ! 

''But  you  were  not  happy  all  the  time, 
Fanny,"  said  her  friend,  thinking  it  better  that 
the  bereaved  daughter  ^ould  dwell  on  the 
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di«K|q^mtmeiit  Attending  a  loTe  afbir,  than  on 
faiB  memory  wliose  death  had  been  so  terrible.'' 

''  No^  Era^  that  is  true,  but  mj  happineaa 
waa  eren  greater  than  my  aabaeqiient  wretched- 
nesB^  and  therefore  I  dwells  or  rather  ^I  did 
dwells  oftener  on  die  former.  But  latterly^  you 
know^  my  mind  has  had  no  room  for  remem- 
brances of  any  kind  but  one^  and  Heaven  for- 
gire  me  that  I  hare  (since  yonr  journey  has  been 
planned)  thought  a  little^  a  very  litde^  £ya^  of 
him.'' 

**  I  shall  see  Edward  frequently^  Fanny." 

^'  Yes,  yes,  but  what  is  that  to  me  ?  Even  if 
he  ahould  lore  me,  Eya,  which  I  know  he 
never,  never  will,  no  power  on  earth  could 
tempt  me  to  leave  poor  Isabella.  Papa's  last 
words  to  me  about  her  sound  continually  in  my 
ears.  And  if  he  had  not  spoken  thus,  I  should 
stiU  act  in  the  same  way.  No,  no ;'  do  not  talk 
or  write  of  Edward  Dacres  to  me,  Eva." 

''  It  shall  be  as  yon  wish,  dearest.  And  now, 
heaven  bless  and  make  you  happy,  my  good. 
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was  ready^  and  Eva^  hurrying  her  adieuxto  the 
rest  of  the  fitmily^  in  a  few  minutes  more  was 
seated  weeping  in  the  carriage  with  something 
of  the  same  feeling  at  her  heart  that  had  often 
before  prompted  the  words^  "  I  would  I  were 
that  i>ale  faced-cousin  Sir  Felix  had  not 
again  appeared^  and  his  future  bride  mentally 
resolved  to  banish,  as  far  as  she  was  able,  all 
thoughts  of  him,  till  the  dreaded  time  arriyed 
when  it  would  no  longer  be  possible  to  do  so. 

On  arriving  at  the  end  of  the  journey,  which 
from  the  delicacy  of  the  invalid's  health  had 
been  more  protracted  than  usual,  Eva  was 
agreeably  surprised  to  find  Miss  Stanley  al- 
ready established  in  Sweetbriar  Cottage. 

"  How  very  kind  of  you,  my  dear  Miss 
Stanley,"  she  exclaimed,  as  that  lady  stood  to 
receive  her  in  the  cool  porch  thickly  tufted 
with  honeysuckle  and  sweetbriar.  "  This  is 
more  than  I  expected — when  did  you  arrive?" 

''Yesterday  morning,  my  Eva;  but  come 
in  now,  I  have  a  thousand  things  to  say  to 
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and  steady  friend  Era  Herbert  felt  a  greater 
degree  of  happiness  than  she  had  known  since 
her  forced  engagement  to  Sir  Felix  Yaine. 

"  And  hare  you  seen  anything  of  the  Dacres 
since  your  arriyal?''  she  asked  of  Miss  Stanley^ 
after  the  latter  had  been  giving  an  account 
of  her  own  journey,  and  Eva  herself  had 
answered  all  her  questions  relative  to  the  late 
events  in  the  Aylmer  family. 

*^  Yes,  Mrs.  Dacres  and  Edward  both  came 
yesterday,  without  knowing  I  had  arrived,  to 
see  if  everything  was  comfortably  prepared 
fer  you.  It  was  they  who  hired  the  servants 
that  are  here  now,  and  had  the  garden  put  in 
order,  and  in  fact  did  everything  that  has  been 
done  to  render  this  long  untenanted  place  a 
fit  abode  for  the  rich  and  beautiftd  Miss  Her- 
bert.    That's  what  the  old  lady  called  you." 

''AndCharlotter 

**  Oh  I  have  seen  nothing  of  h^,  thank  good- 
ness. I  imagine  her  coming  back  brought  little 
gladness  to  their  quiet  home.    Mrs.  Dacres  told 
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me^  withteart  in  her  ejes,  tliat '  dear  Charlotte' 
^— eonceiye  any  one  calling  that  girl  '  dear' — 
that  'dear  Charlotte*  was  sadly  altered  since  her 
Tisit  to  Elmcomt;  and  the  poor  old  lady  asked 
me  many  questions  respecting  her  daughter's 
acquaintances  there.  Of  course  I  did  not  tell 
her  what  I  know  to  he  the  fact,  that'dear 
Charlotte'  was  desparately  in  lore  with  the  ex- 
quisite Sir  Felix  Vaine.  Sut  you  can  pardon 
her  for  this,  can  you  not.  Era?" 

A  slight  contraction  of  Eya's  polished  hrow, 
and  a  scarcely  perceptible  drawing  up  of  her 
graceful  person,  convinced  Miss  Stanley  that  she 
was  venturing  on  forbidden  {pround;  and  so, 
although  her  natural  curiosity  was  raised  to  the 
highest  pitch,  to  know  why  it  was  that  Eva 
invariably  avoided  the  subject  of  her  future 
husband,  she  changed  the  topic  at  once. 

In  a  few  minutes  after  Eva  rose,  and  ringing 
for  her  bonnet  and  shawl,  told  Miss  Stanley  she 
1^  one  visit  to  make  before  she  slept  that 
xught. 
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''A  visits  dearest  Eya?  and  you  so  tired 
from  your  journey — where  can  you  possibly 
be  going?* 

'*  Do  not  attempt  to  stay  me/'  she  replied 
gently.    "  I  am  going  to  my  imcle's  grave." 


VOL.  III. 
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'*  Oh,  with  such  glory  evermore  before  nSt 
Does  it  not  seem  as  if  contentedly 
We  might  remain  amid  sweet  sounds  so^  **^ 
And  dream  away  our  fond  and  harmless  U^^' 


The  next  day,  Eva  attended  by  Miss  Sunl^J' 
visited  many  of  her  former  haunts,  and  ^^  ' 
a  tranquillity  she  had  long  been  a  strang^^  ' 
seemed  to  be  stealing  imperceptibly  i^^® 
heart.    There  was  one  spot,  however,  ^^^ 
she  carefxilly  shunned,  exciting  her  bi^^^^ 
curiosity  excessively  thereby.    When  they  W 
walked  nearly  as  far  as  the  invalid's  strcBg^ 
at  present  permitted.  Miss  Stanley  obscrTcd» 
"  But  you  have  surely  forgotten  your  fitottrw^ 
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glen.  Era;  shall  we  go  there  now?  "  No,*' 
was  the  answer,  '^  I  would  rather  not  go  there 
yet ;  and  when  I  do  go,  it  must  be  alone." 

On  reaching  home,  they  found  Mrs.  Dacres 
and  Charlotte  waiting  for  them;  the  former  all 
snules  and  anxious  inquiries,  the  latter  all  gloom 
and  sullenness.  After  they  had  been  some 
time  seated,  and  the  usual  chit-chat  of  a  coun- 
try village  sufficiently  discussed,  Mrs.  Dacres 
asked  Miss  Stanley  a  question  relative  to  some 
alteration  in  one  of  the  upper  rooms,  which  she 
had  given  orders  to  be  made,  and  the  latter 
immediately  ojBTered  to  go  with  the  thoughtful 
old  lady  to  ascertain  whether  the  workmen  had 
followed  their  instructions.  For  a  few  minutes, 
therefore,  Charlotte  and  Eva  were  lefk  together. 
Their  last  meeting  alone  had  been  on  that  night 
when  Charlotte  came  to  Miss  Herbert's  room, 
to  demand  if  the  report  of  her  engagement 
to  Sir  Felix  Vaine  was  true.  This  strange  in- 
terview was  fresh  in  the  minds  of  both,  and 
rendered   their    pres*ent   tefe-d-tite  extremely 
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avkwxrd.  Era  was  the  first  to  break  tbe  sQeoee 
tkift  badfcJbvedtliedeptttareofllietwodder 
ladies.  '  Yoa  liaTe  not  left  Glandak,  I  sop> 
pose,  since  toot  retnni  firom  Derbyshire,  Misi 
Dacxcsr*  she  said. 

^  No,  Mbs  HeriBort,"  was  the  answer. 

'  The  panoaage  ssst  be  lookiBg  veiy  prettj 
now,  I  should  think,  with  all  the  roses  ii 
Uoomf 

**  I  sddoas  go  into  the  garden.** 

^  Ton  piefcr  more  extended  rambles  pa> 
hapsr 

«*Irard7walkataIL'* 

« Is  diat  possible!  I  am  sore  if  I  were 
liTing  at  Glandale  I  should  dream  half  my  6mt 
away  among  those  dear  woods  and  TaUejs.** 

Charlotte  looked  inker  companion's  beelx 
the  first  time  anoe  they  had  been  alone,  ss  Ae 
replied  l»tteily^» 

«<  Ererybody  has  not  snch  a  happy  fbtare 
to  dream  abont  as  yon.  Miss  Herbert;  ni 
none  knows  so  well  as  yourself  of  what  astore 
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my  dreams  are  likely  to  be.  I  have  no  need  to 
go  to  the  woods  and  valleys  to  learn  the  extent 
of  my  wretchedness." 

*'  I  am  sorry  indeed "  ^egan  Eva,  but 

Charlotte  interrupted  her. 

**Bah!  the  happy  are  never  sorry.  Why 
should  you  be  sorry  for  me?  he  never  was/' 
and  then  checking  by  a  strong  effort  the  tears 
that  in  spite  of  herself  had  risen  to  her  eyes, 
she  continued,  in  a  quiet,  altered  tone,  ^'  and 
when  are  we  to  congratulate  you  on  becom- 
ing Lady  Vaine?" 

*'  I  do  not  know,  Charlotte,"  was  Eva's  gen- 
tle answer,  for  her  companion's  evident  unhap- 
piness  had  touched  her  deeply,  and  she  had  no 
inclination  to  be  scornful  in  return. 

At  this  moment  the  other  two  ladies  entered, 
and  Mrs.  Dacres  and  her  daughter  immediately 
took  their  leave. 

When  Eva,  a  day  or  two  after,  called  at  the 
parsonage,  Charlotte  did  not  make  her  appear- 
ance; her  mother  said  she  was  ill,  and  the  ex- 


Digitized 


by  Google 


lOS  THE  FOO&  GOUSIK. 

cose  was  readily  accepted.  Edward  was  there, 
but  he  too  seemed  tmusually  depressed  and  out 
of  spirits.  Eva  spoke  much  to  him  of  Fanny^ 
but  although  he  listened  and  replied  to  all  she 
told  him,  his  thoughts  were  eTidently  with  his 
imhappy  sister. 

Soon  after  the  return  of  the  latter  to  Glan- 
dale,  her  brother  had  discovered  that  she  was 
changed,  and  his  own  experience  led  him  to 
guess  the  cause.  He  had  never  questioned 
her  on  the  subject,  because  he  well  knew 
that  Charlotte  was  the  last  person  in  the 
world  to  admit  a  confidant,  but  for  all  this, 
he  felt  a  perfect  conviction  that  his  sister 
loved,  and  loved  hopelessly.  Earnestly  and 
untiringly  he  had  striven  to  lead  her  mind 
to  purer  sources  of  happiness;  eloquently 
and  enthusiastically  he  had  spoken  to  her  of 
that  hope  and  peace  which  religion  biingSi 
and  which  the  trials  of  life  disturb  sot 
Faithfully  he  had  pointed  the  way  to  brighter 
worlds,  but  still  Charlotte  refused  to  follow  it 
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If  he  asked  her  to  read  any  particukr  book  on 
the  subject  of  infidelity^  she  would  always  com- 
ply^ but  when^  after  keeping  it  a  few  days,  she 
returned  it  to  her^brother^  he  knew  at  once,  by 
the  expression  of  her  face,  that  her  heart  was 
still  darkened,  her  soul  still  unsatisfied  about 
all  that  concerned  it  most  to  know.  And  each 
day  Charlotte's  look  grew  gloomier,  and  Ed- 
ward's hope  for  her  decreased;  and  the  mother, 
though  she  guessed  not  half  that  her  eon  did, 
still  saw  that  her  daughter  was  miserable.  The 
old  woman  said  little,  and  went  about  her  daily 
avocations  as  actiyely  and  zealously  as  ever,  but 
there  was  no  moire  joy  in  her  heart,  and  their 
fireside  was  a  sad  and  cheerless  one. 

And  as  the  bright  summer  advanced,  it  was 
all  the  same ;  in  vain  for  them  the  woods  and 
valleys  became  clothed  with  beauty ;  in  vain 
their  own  little  garden  became,  with  its  glow- 
ing roses,  the  envy  and  admiration  of  all  who 
passed  it — sorrow  had  entered  their  dwelling, 
and  the  glories  of  nature  were  unheeded. 
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"  Perhaps  you  are  right,  Eva;  I  dare  say 
you  know  more  about  all  affairs  of  the  heart 
than  myself.  You  remember  I  predicted  that 
Fanny  Aylmer  would  never  get  over  her  at- 
tachment to  Edward,  but  she  appears  to  have 
done  so." 

Eva  did  not  reply  to  this,  for  at  that  moment 
she  was  thinking  of  Charlotte  Dacres,  and 
wondering  how  the  man  she  herself  so  detested 
could  have  inspired  such  a  deep  and  absorbing 
passion  in  the  heart  of  that  singular  girl. 
"  Oh  that  our  destinies  were  reversed,"  she 
said  to  herself;  **  I  could  be  content  to  live  for 
ever  quiet  and  alone  at  dear  Glandale,  if  I 
were  but  freed  £rom  Sir  Felix ;  and  Charlotte, 
if  her  lot  were  mine,  would  imagine  herself 
perfectly  blest." 

^'  Your  meditations  do  not  seem  agreeable 
ones,"  said  Miss  Stanley,  as  Eva  tore  a  beauti- 
ful flower  that  had  just  bloomed  in  the  cottage 
garden,  somewhat  rudely  from  its  stem,  ''  and 

F  3 


Digitized 


by  Google 


106  THE   POOR  COUSIN. 

yet  the  world  esteems  70a  the  &¥Ourite  of 
nature  and  of  fortune." 

"  The  world  is  not  always  correct  in  its 
judgments^  my  dear  Miss  Stanley — but  I  am 
very  tired,  so  let  us  go  in." 

It  was  by  a  great  effort  of  firmness  on  Eva's 
partj  that  she  always  withstood  her  ccmr 
panion's  indirect  inquiries  as  to  the  state  of  her 
feelings.  It  would  haye  given  her  immense 
relief  to  have  poured  out  her  whole  heart,  to 
have  said,  ^  I  am  bound  by  a  half  extorted 
vow,  but  from  my  very  soul  I  despise  and  ab- 
hor the  man  I  am  to  marry.'  But  she  felt  that 
such  a  confession,  though  a  momentary  satisfiic- 
tion,  would  only  aggravate  her  misery  hereafter, 
when  she  was  indeed  united  to  him  for  life ;  and 
therefore  she  determined,  cost  what  it  would, 
to  keep  her  wretchedness  to  herself.  And  the 
weeks  passed  tranquilly  and  swiftly  by,  too 
swiftly  Eva  thought,  for  each  one  brought  her 
destiny  nearer.  Her  health,  which  had  im- 
proved   considerably  during  the  first  monthi 
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again  became  delicate,  and  sometimes,  in  mo- 
ments of  great  despondency,  she  believed, 
and  rejoiced  in  belieying,  that  death  would 
claim  her  as  his  bride,  instead  of  Sir  Felix 
Vaine. 

Miss  Stanley  at  length  grew  really  alarmed 
about  her;  but  Era  resisted  all  her  solicitations 
to  call  in  advice.  **  I  shaU  soon  be  better,"  was 
her  constant  prediction,  but  the  mournful  snule 
which  accompanied  it  belied  her  words.  In 
the  murmuring  glen,  after  she  had  once  sum- 
moned courage  to  visit'  it,  most  of  her  time 
was  spent,  and  she  always  went  there  alone. 
No  book  assisted  her  now,  as  in  former  and 
happier  times,  to  while  away  the  summer  days, 
but  she  sat  on  the  grassy  banks  for  hours 
musing  on  the  destruction  of  those  bright, 
visions  which  had  once  peopled  the  solitudes 
for  her  and  made  a  paradise  of  this  lonely  spot. 
The  voice  had  come,  and  its  whisper  sank  deep 
into  her  soul.  "  Youth's  visions  are  never 
realized,"  but   an   aching  void  was  left  where 
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hope  had  once  made  its  home,  and  the  joung 
in  years  became,  or  thought  she  had  become, 
the  old  in  heart. 

One  evening,  while  sitting  in  the  hermitage 
that  has  been  mentioned  before.  Era  was 
startled  by  the  sudden  appearance  of  Edward 
Dacres  and  Miss  Stanley  together.  The  former 
held  a  newspaper  in  his  hand,  the  latter  carried 
a  letter.  But  previous  to  explaining  why  they 
came,  and  what  news  the  paper  and  the  letter 
contained,  it  will  be  necessary  to  take  a  short 
retrospect  of  the  events  that  had  occurred 
during  the  last  few  weeks  at  Elmcourt 
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'*  He  had  a  frank  and  pleasant  look, 
A  cheerful  eye,  and  accent  bland.'* 


Whatever  the  business  was  that  brought  Sir 
Felix  Vaine  to  Elmhurst,  it  was  not  yet  com- 
pleted ;  so  at  least  it  appeared^  for  a  month 
after  Eva  had  gone^  he  was  still  seen  every 
day  walking  or  riding  towards  Elmcourt.  He 
had  suddenly  discovered  that  his  **  old  friend 
Djgby  "  was  a  "  monstrous  pleasant  fellow." 
Now  it  has  been  hinted  before^  that  Sir  Mar- 
madukc  Digby  was  a  man  whose  wits  were 
never  likely  to  come  in  his  own^  or  any  other 
person's   way.      Speak  to  him  of  his    "  fine 
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estate,"  his  "  taste  for  the  arts,"  or  Ws  last 
poem  (for  Sir  Marmaduke  was  an  inTeterate 
rhymer,  and  showed  his  miserable  eftsions  to 
everybody  who  would  take  the  trouble  to  read 
them),  and  his  heart  was  won  at  once.  Sir 
Felix  was  not  long  in  making  this  discoverf 
and  acting  upon  it,  and  so  he  became  a  pnme 
favourite  with  Mrs.  Aylmer's  son-in-law,  and 
a  constant  visiter  at  Mrs.  Aylmer's  house. 

"  My  love,"  that  lady  would  say  to  Clara, 
as  day  after  day  his  ring  at  the  house  bell 
was  heard,  "  my  love,  that  is  your  husband's 
Mend,  I  suppose;"  and  Clara  would  answer 
quietly, 

"  I  suppose  it  is,  mama." 

Occasionally  Sir  Marmaduke  himself  thus 
addressed  his  wife : — 

"  My  dear,  I  beg  that  you  will  pay  every 
attention  in  your  power  to  my  friend  Vaine ; 
he  is  a  very  superior  man  indeed,  and  I  shall 
certainly  invite  him  to  Digby-lodge  (about 
which  he  speaks  in  raptures)  when  we  return 
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there.  I  conclude  you  will  hare  no  objection 
to  this?" 

"  Of  course  your  friends  are  mine,"  the 
wife  would  meekly  reply  and  her  husband 
believed  her  unusual  deference  arose  from  her 
having  discovered  the  high  esteem  in  which  he 
was  held  by  Sir  Felix. 

Various  trifling  circumstances  had  conspired 
to  bring  this  friendship  between  the  two 
baronets  to  the  state  of  perfection  at  which  it 
had  now  arrived.  In  the  first  place  Sir  Mar- 
maduke  had  one  day  taken  Sir  Felix  to  Digby- 
lodge,  and  among  other  cheap  articles  of 
vertu  that  had  travelled  with  him  from  different 
parts  of  the  continent  he  exhibited  to  his  friend 
a  double  row  of  miserable  plaster  of  Paris 
casts,  representing  goddesses  and  ancient 
heroes,  indiscriminately  grouped  with  Louis 
Philippe,  Mr.  Canning,  Joan  of  Arc,  the  Duke 
of  Wellington,  Napoleon  Buonaparte,  and 
other  modem  favourites  of  image-venders, 
with  which  he  had  lined  his  entrance  hall. 
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"  These/'  said  the  triumphant  loTcr  of  art, 
looking  round  on  his  statues,  "  these.  Sir 
Felix,  I  flatter  myself  are  worth  coming  a  few 
miles  to  see." 

And  Sir  Felix,  though  he  had  some  difficulty 
in  preyenting  himself  from  laughing  oatrigkt, 
knowing  that  they  could  all  be  bought  at  five 
shillings  each,  was  loud  in  his  admiration,  and 
even  adyised  the  baronet  (probably  with  a  new 
of  ascertaiiung  how  far  his  gullibility  would  go) 
to  put  a  paragraph  into  the  county  paper 
inyiting  the  nighbouring  gentry  to  come  and 
look  at  thejn.  Far  from  guessing  he  was  being 
quizzed.  Sir  Marmaduke  was  delighted  with 
the  suggestion,  and  actually  adopted  it,  to  the 
great  amusement  of  Sir  Felix  and  aU  who 
understood  the  peculiar  foible  of  the  owner  of 
Digby-lodge.  Eyery  morning  he  walked  over 
to  his  house,  to  ascertain  how  many  persons 
had  called  during  the  previous  day  to  admire 
his  statues,  a  book  being  left  on  the  hall  table 
for  the  insertion  of  their  names.   Sometimes  he 
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was  there  himself  to  receive  them,  and  their  ad- 
miration, real  or  feigned,  gave  the  silly  baronet 
extraordinary  pleasure.  And  looking  upon  Sir 
Pelix  as  the  author  of  all  this  distinction,  he 
naturally  felt  considerable  gratitude,  and  wel- 
comed him  on  all  occasions  accordingly.  Then 
Sir  Felix  had  succeeded  in  getting  one  of  his 
new  friend's  poems  inserted  in  a  magazine ;  and 
the  poet's  rapture  when  he  saw  his  own  verses 
with  his  own  name  at  the  end  of  them,  in 
print,  was  something  beautiful  to  witness. 

Surely  all  th^  will  sufficiently  account  for 
the  iriendship  that  had  grown  between  the  two 
baronets,  or  at  least  the  cause  of  it  on  one  side ; 
for  that  on  the  other,  the  reader  must  be  con- 
tent to  await  the  explanation,  if  he  is  not  satis- 
fied with  Sir  Felix  Value's  own  words,  that 
'*  Digby  was  a  monstrous  pleasant  fellow." 

Whenever  the  fair  Clara  looked  dull  or  cross, 
or  threatened  to  leave  Elmcourt,  her  mother 
would  say,  "I  think,  love,  we  must  invite 
jour  husband's  friend  to  dinner  to-day :    Mar- 
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madoke  will  be  pleased."  Or, "  Suppose  yoa 
take  a  little  drive  this  moming,  dara^  your 
husband's  fiiend  will  be  here  by  and  by,  ud 
he  will  be  your  charioteer." 

On  one  occasion  Fanny ^  who  now  seldom  left 
her  eldest  sister^  remarked  to  Claia  on  the 
frequency  of  Sir  Felix's  visits^  adding,  "I  can't 
conceive  what  he  comes  for^  now  Eva  is  away. 
And  Clara  replied  carelessly,  "Oh,  Mannaduke 
and  he  are  great  friends." 

Fanny  believed  her  and  when  Isabella 
complained  that  Lady  Digby  had  rarely  visited 
her  of  late,  said  by  way  of  excuse.  "Tbe  fact 
is,  Clara  is  constantly  occupied  with  her  hus- 
band's new  friend.  Sir  Felix  Vaine."  Then 
Isabella,  clasping  her  thin  hands,  exclaimed 
in  a  tone  of  sincere  anguish,  **  Oh,  I  feared  as 
much;  and  can  nothing  be  done  to  prevent 
this?" 

Fanny  looked  the  surprise  she  felt;  bat  the 
more  worldly  taught  Isabella  forbore  to  sully 
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her  young  sister's  pure  mind  by  the  suspicions 
that  had  entered  her  own* 

''  Beg  Clara  to  come  to  me  soon,"  she  said 
faintly ;  but  Clara  came  not,  or  at  least  came 
not  alone,  and  the  warning  words  the  penitent 
had  meditated,  remained  unspdcen.  During 
this  time  Isabella  daily,  almost  hourly,  grew 
weaker  and  Fanny's  attentions  to  her  increased. 
All  the  long  day  she  would  sit  unmurmuringly 
by  the  sufferer's  side  in  her  darkened  room, 
and  either  read  or  talk,  or  remain  silent  for 
hours,  as  the  invalid's  wayward  fancies  dictated ; 
and  though  the  bright  summer  sun  that 
streamed  even  through  the  thick  blinds  wooed 
her  to  go  out  and  enjoy  its  brightness,  she 
seldom  stirred  till  the  evening  shadows  came, 
when  Isabella  sometimes  walked  for  half  an 
hoiur  in  the  shrubberries  too. 

On  one  of  these  evenings,  as  the  sisters  were 
returning  slowly  through  a  thick  plantation  of 
laurel  trees,  that  bordered  the  side  of  the 
shrubbery  which  was  only  separated  by  a  low 
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wall  from  the  park,  and  oi>ened  into  it  by  a 
small  iron  gate,  they  were  surprised  at  heaiing 
whispering  voices  in  eager  debate,  apparently 
▼ery  near  them*  Isabella  tried  to  drag  Fanny 
faster  on,  but  trembled  so  herself  at  the 
thoughts  of  being  seen  by  strangers,  that  she 
was  soon  forced  to  sit  on  one  of  the  benches 
that  the  gardens  abounded  with. 
^'  It  is  only  some  people  in  the  park,"  said 
Fanny  soothingly;  ''perhaps  two  of  the  ser- 
vants." 

''  No,  no,  Fanny,  just  listen  how  eagerly  they 
are  talking.  I  know  they  wUl  come  this  way 
and  see  us.*' 

"  Then  if  you  fear  this,  dear  Bella,  lean  oa 
me,  and  we  will  try  to  get  on  faster.'* 

At  that  moment,  a  key  was  heard  turning  ia 
the  lock  of  the  little  gate  which  was  nearly 
opposite  to  where  they  sat,  and  as  soon  as  the 
thick  trees  that  intervened  could  be  passed, 
Mrs.  Weatherspoon  and  Clara  stood  before 
them. 
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'This  18  the  hour  that  Madam  Sflvia 
Entreated  me  to  call  and  know  her  mind; 
There's  some  great  matter  she'd  employ  me  in.* 


This  was  the  first  tune  since  her  father's  death 
that  Isabella  had  seen,  or  been  seen,  by  any  one 
besides  her  own  family;  and  though  Mrs.  Wea- 
therspoon  was  a  person  who  in  former  days  she 
had  looked  upon  as  too  insignificant  and  vulgar 
to  notice,  even  when  they  were  in  the  same 
room — ^yet  now,  now,  when  she  felt  her  own 
state  so  altered,  the  sudden  appearance  of  this 
once  despised  woman,  made  the  blood  rush 
impetuously  over  her  face  and  neck,  and  a  fear- 
ful trembling  seize  her.  It  was  evident  that  the 
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meeting  was  equally  unexpected  by  the  new 
comers  also,  for  Clara  looked  exceedingly 
vexed,  and  Mrs.  TVeatherspoon  herself  coloured 
almost  as  much  as  the  unfortunate  Isabella. 

"  Surely  this  is  very  late  for  you  to  be  out, 
my  dear  Bel/'  said  Lady  Digby,  to  relieve  the 
silence  that  had  followed  their  coming. 

"  We  are  just  going  in,'*  answered  Fanny, 
for  she  knew  her  sister  could  not  reply;  bat 
here  Mrs.  Weatherspoon  found  her  tongue. 

"  Bless  me.  Miss  Isabella,  you  do  look  SI, 
but  I'm  monstrous  glad  to  see  you,  my  dear, 
though  I  was  a  little  taken  aback  just  at  first 
Don't  run  away,  I'm  an  old  firiend  you  knoir, 
not  a  bit  of  squeamishness  in  me;  shan't  mind 
seeing  you  at  my  own  house  some  day  when 
Mr.  Weatherspoon's  out;  a  little  change!  my 
dear,  do  you  a  world  of  good — speak  to  mama 
about  it  eh? — some  talk  avast  deal  about  Chris- 
tian charity  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  others 
practise  it — ^what,  you  are  going?  well  good 
by,  my  dear,  mighty  glad  to  have  seen  you. 
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Take  care  of  your  sitter.  Miss  Fanny,  she  looks 
dreadful  pale  indeed/' 

''  And  well  she  may,  Mrs.  Weatherspoon,  to 
hear  you  talk  to  her  in  the  way  you  have  been 
doing,"  said  Clara  sharply,  as  the  forms  of  her 
sisters  slowly  disappeared  among  the  laurel 
grove. 

"  Good  gracious!  what  have  I  saidr*  began 
the  lady  in  much  consternation. 

"  Oh,  never  mind  now,  Mrs.  Weatherspoon, 
it  would  be  so  entirely  impossible  ever  to  make 
you  understand  what  you  have  offended  in, 
that  I  have  no  intention  of  trying.  Of  course 
you  meant  well — I  know  all  that?  so  pray  let 
the  subject  be  dismissed,  as  we  have  so  much 
more  that  is  important  to  speak  of." 

"  Oh  to  be  sure.  Miss  Clara  —  I  mean  Lady 
Digby — I*m  quite  ready  to  attend  to  your  in- 
structions again;  but  your  mama  and  your 
husband  and  all  will  know  now  that  I  have 
been  here." 

"  And  if  they  do  ?"   Pray  give  me  credit  for 
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sufficient  wit  to  find  some  plausible  excuse  tor 
oar  tite-d-tite.  The  pattern  of  one  of  my 
French  caps^  or  a  peep  at  Marmaduke's  last 
verses,  anything  of  this  sort  will  suffice  to 
explain  your  seeking  an  interview  with  me." 

"  Dear,  yes,  to  be  sure  it  will — you  are  80 
clever.  Lady  Digby." 

''  Of  course ;  but  never  mind  my  devernen 
now;  your  own  is  at  present  the  subject  in 
question.  Are  you  disposed  and  able  to  give 
me  the  assistance  I  require  ?'' 

''  Good  gracious.  Lady  Digby,  you  are  so 
hasty.  Can't  you  allow  me  a  little  time  to 
think  of  your  proposal?  I  am  sure  Inerer 
did  such  a  thing  in  all  my  life  before.*^ 

''Were  you  ever  offisred  fifty  pounds  for 
doing  anything  in  your  life  before,  Mn. 
Weatherspoon  ?" 

''Why  no;  and  to  be  sure  fifty  pounds  is  a 
pretty  little  sum,  and  would  be  invaluable  to 
me  just  now,  for  Weatherspoon  is  grown  mon- 
strous stingy  of  late,  and  actually  only  allows 
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me  two  shillings  a  week  to  buy  all  my  clothes, 
with  the  exception  of  a  new  gown  at  Midsum- 
mer and  a  new  bonnet  at  Christmas  ;  and  these 
I  am  only  to  have  on  the  condition  that  I  ask 
him  for  no  extra  money  between  times." 

**  Poor  woman,  I  pity  you.  But  fifty  pounds 
will  set  you  all  right  for  the  present." 

'*  To  be  sure  it  will.  Good  gracious,  what 
lots  of  things  I  can  buy,  that  I  have  been  want- 
ing so  long.    But  then,  is  it  right  to—" 

"  For  pity's  sake,  spare  me  your  reflections, 
my  good  Mrs  Weatherspoon ;  I  must  be  the 
best  judge  of  what  is  right  for  me  to  do." 

''  And  you  would  do  it,  whether  I  assisted 
you  or  not." 

*'  Of  course  I  should ;  so  set  your  trouble- 
some conscience  quite  at  rest  on  that  point. 
The  only  difference,  if  you  refuse  to  assist  me, 
will  be  that  somebody  else  gets  the  fifty 
pounds." 

*'  Refuse  ?  good  gracious,  I  never  spoke  of 
refusing;     I  was  a  leetle  surprised  at  first, 
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because  I  thought  you  were  so  happj  inth 
your  good  gentleman;  but  la!  oneneyerknovB 
what's  in  people's  hearts." 

^'  Aud  there's  no  occasion  that  one  shonUL 
It's  quite  enough  if  we  know  what's  in  our 
own.  I  rather  imi^ne  I  am  not  the  fint  wo- 
man in  the  worlds  who  has  grown  tired  of  lier 
husband  in  less  than  a  twelyem<mth." 

"  Bless  your  hearty  no ;  /  can  answer  fa 
that.  But  I  should  almost  think  you  were  tlie 
first  who  ever  took  such  pains  as  you  are  going 
to  take,  to  get  away  firom  him." 

"  That's  my  ownconcenij  madam/' said  CluSi 
haughtily.  '^  If  I  prefer  going  abroad  witboat 
having  the  foss  and  ceremony  of  a  formal  sept- 
ration,  surely  I  may  please  myseUl  BesideSi  I 
doubt  if  my  husband  would  consent  to  a  s^ 
ration  at  all,  for  he  will  lose  all  interest  in  die 
thirty  thousand  pounds  papa  left  me,  whi(i 
was  fortunately  settled  exclusively  on  mjself. 
As  long  as  we  live  together,  of  course  he  enjoys 
it  conjointly  with  me;  and  being  almost  as  fond 
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of  money  as  your  '  William/  it  would  be  a 
hard  struggle  to  induce  liim  to  give  it  up; 
therefore  you  see  the  plan  I  have  adopted  is  the 
only  rational  one.  And  now,  for  the  last  time, 
will  you  do  what  I  require  ?" 
« I  win  do  my  best.  Lady  Digby." 
"  Nay,  I  want  neither  your  best  nor  your 
worst,  but  a  simple  following  of  my  instruc- 
tions. In  the  first  place,  you  must  hire  for  me 
a  lady '8-maid — I  cannot  trust  the  one  I  have— 
and  be  sure  she  is  not  pretty,  Mrs.  Weather- 
spoon  ;  I  hate  pretty  servants ;  so  mark  me,  if 
I  find  a  blooming  nice-looking  girl,  our  bargain 
is  at  an  end.  She  must  be  tidy  and  quiet,  and 
able  to  dress  my  hair  and  all  that.  This  is  aU 
I  require.    Do  you  understand?** 

'*  Oh  yes,*'  was  the  answer,  and  Lady  Digby 
we 

"  Then  you  must  call  to-morrow  morning  {I 
will  see  that  you  are  admitted)  and  express  a 

wish  to  go  to  M on  the  following  day  to 

make  some  purchases.    I  will  offer  to  drive  you 
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over  in  the  pony  phaeton  in  the  evening— it  is 
not  above  seven  miles  from  Elmhnrst  My  new 
maid  must  be  there  to  meet  us^  and  then  your 
task  is  finished.     A  chaise  and  post  horses  vill 

be  waiting  for    me  at  M ,  and  you  will 

only  have  to  drive  the  ponies  home  again,  with 
fifty  pounds  in  your  pocket** 

"  But  I  can't  drive!"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Wet- 
therspoon,  almost  crying,  as  she  reflected  that 
through  this  inability  she  might  lose  her  pro- 
mised reward. 

A  hasty  expression  was  on  Clara^s  lips,  bat 
slie  repressed  her  impatience,  and  only  said, 
*'  Then  we  must  think  of  some  other  plaxL** 

"  I  can  walk  back,  if  you  please,"  said  the 
submissive  agent,  "  and  you  might  leave  the 
carriage  at  some  livery  stables,  with  orders  to 
send  it  to  Elmcourt  the  next  day." 

"  Well,  that  will  do  better,  as  it  will  be 
late  before  you  reach  home.  You  must  say 
you  left  me  in  the  carriage,  while  you  went 
into  a  shop,  and  that  on  coming  out,  I  was 
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nowhere  to  be  found — or  let  them  think  what 
they  .please,  it  will  be  too  late  to  act  then." 

**  Oh  dear !  I  hope  they  won*t  ask  me  many 
questions.  I  shall  be  sure  to  look  red  and 
confused;  and  all  that." 

*'  You  may  look  green  if  you  please,  Mrs. 
TVeatherspoon.  It  will  be  a  matter  of  perfect 
indifference  to  me,  for  by  the  time  you  have 
walked  your  seven  miles,  my  four  post  horses 
will  have  carried  me,  I  hope,  four  times  as 
many  in  a  contrary  direction. 

*'  Good  gracious,  you  talk  as  if  you  were  a 
young  girl  going  off  with  a  lover,  instead  of 
an  unhappy  wife  escaping  from  a  husband  she 
is  tired  of.  Won't  you  find  it  very  dull  going 
all  that  way  by  yourself?" 

*'  I  have  no  fear  of  that,  Mrs.  Weathers- 
poon,"  replied  Clara  with  a  slight  smile,  '*  but, 
once  more,  let  mc  tell  you  that  the  fewer  com- 
ments you  make,  the  better  pleased  I  shall  be. 
It  is  getting  late  now,  so  you  must  go ;  and  be 
sure  you  don't  forget  to  call  to-morrow." 
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''  I  am  not  likely  to  forget^  Lady  Digby,'' 
replied  Mrs.  Weatherspoon^  with  an  ezprewTe 
look;  ''  I  am  sure  I  don't  want  Sir  Felix  Vaine 
to  bring  a  note  again  be£>re  I  am  fit  to  be  seen. 
Good  graciousj  wbat  a  flutter  I  was  in  thii 
morning,  when  I  beard  such  a  thundering  np 
at  the  door,  and  oar  maid  of  all-work  ont|  and 
nobody  to  let  him  in  but  myself." 

''  Oh,  never  mind,  I  dare  say  he  never  looked 
at  you,"  said  Clara  impatiently ;  '^  I  did  not 
choose  to  trust  my  note  to  any  of  the  semnts." 

"  He  did  look  at  me.  Lady  Digby,  I  assnre 
you^  and  said  something  vastly  pretty,  abont 
ladies  never  appearing  so  interesting  as  wben 
engaged  in  their  domestic  duties.  Lord*  mj 
dear,  if  you  had  but  seen  me.  I  had  been 
in  the  kitchen  making  some  Scotch  cakes, 
/scones'  they  call  them,  for  Weadierspoon^ 
break&st,  who  sometimes  has  a  fimcy  for  taking 
this  meal  in  bed ;  well,  I  was  literally  covered 
with  paste  and  flour,  like  a  miller,  even  vy 
front  all  awry  (for  be  sure  I  ran  to  the  glatf 
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the  moment  he  was  gone)^  a  &ded  scarlet  dress*- 
ing-gown  on^  a  dirty  blond  cap  with  yellow 
ribands,  and  an  old  pair  of  slippers  belonging 
to  my  husband.  I  made  a  thousand  apologies, 
and  said  I  had  just  been  superintending  the 
maldng  of  some  pastry  £or  dinner ;  but  lord^ 
my  dear,  if  he  belieyed  me  he  must  have 
thought  that  the  cook  and  myself  had  been 
amusing  ourselyes  with  pelting  flower  and  paste 
balls  at  each  other.  I  wouldn't  have  had  such 
a  thing  happen,  no,  not  for  my  next  week's 
allowance — which  is  little  enough,  goodness 
knows.  But  do,  dear  Lady  Digby,  explain  to 
him  that  I  do  not  generally  spend  my  mornings 
in  the  kitchen.  I  know  he  is  a  dreadful  quii 
— ^but  I  shall  wear  my  new  jonquil-coloured 
muslin  next  Simday  to  church;  it's  vastly 
becoming  to  me,  and  I  hope  when  he  sees  me 
in  that,  he  will  lose  all  remembrance  of  the 
lamentable  figure  I  cut  this  morning,  in  my 
miller-like  costume." 
*'  I  have  not  the  slightest  doubt  in  the  world 
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that  he  will,**  replied  Clara,  amused,  in  spite  of 
herself,  at  her  companion's  vanity;  "but  now, 
my  good  Mrs.  Weatherspoon,  you  positively 
must  go ;  I  will  let  jou  through  this  gate 
again  into  the  park.'' 

"Well,  good  night,  dear  Lady  Digbyt  I 
hope  I  have  done  nothing  wrong  in  consenting 
to  assist  your  flight.  To  be  sure  it  is  a  shocking 
thing  to  live  with  a  husband  one's  tired  of, 
particularly,"  she  continued  to  herself,  as  Clara 
impatiently  locked  the  gate  on  her,  "particu- 
larly when  one  is  allowed  only  two  shillings  a 
week,  with  a  gown  at  midsummer,  and  a  bon* 
net  at  Christmas,  and  these  en  such  condition* 
that  it  is  the  next  thing  to  impossible  to 
comply  with." 

Clara  slowly  retraced  her  steps  to  the  houa^i 
and  found  when  she  arriyed,  all  the  &mily  ^ 
much  consternation,  on  account  of  the  sudden 
and  alarming  illness  of  Isabel.  Dr.  Northoott 
had  been  hastily  summoned,  but  forbore  ^ 
give  an  opinion  till  the  fainting-fits  which  had 
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xapidly  succeeded  each  other  since  Isabella 
came  from  her  walk^  had  in  some  degree  abated. 
These,  however,  continued  for  many  hours, 
and  when  at  length  thej  did  subside,  the 
patient  sunk  into  a  deep  sleep,  and  the  physician 
left  her,  promising  to  come  again  early  in  the 
morning. 

Lady  Digby  shared  Fanny's  labour  of  watch- 
ing by  their  sister  during  the  night,  and  it  was 
about  six,  when  she  went  to  her  own  room. 
Even  then,  though  pale  and  weary,  she  did  not 
attempt  to  sleep,  but  after  lying  down  for  a 
couple  of  hours,  arose,  dressed  herself,  put  on 
a  large  shawl  and  straw  bonnet,  and  went  out 
into  the  shrubbery. 

The  morning  was  most  lovely ;  not  a  doud 
disturbed  the  pure  deep  blue  of  the  summer 
sky ;  which  seemed  like  a  type  of  eternal  bliss, 
when  not  a  shade  of  sin  or  suffering,  not  a 
cloud  of  earthly  passion  shall  interfere  to  mar 
its  perfectness.  No  sound  was  heard  save  the 
wild  and   exquisite  music  of  the  lark,  as  it 
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soared  into  the  depths  of  the  stahileassky.tt 
though  difidaining  to  waste  its  hearenlj  melodj 
in  an  atmosphere  less  pure  than  that  And 
the  flowers  were  raising  their  loyely  heads 
heavy  with  night's  shining  dews,  asiftocatdi 
the  last  sweet  notes  as  they  melted  from  eardi 
away. 

There  was  much  in  this  scene  of  nstore's 
calm  awakening  to  make  a  light  heart  lighteti 
a  pure  soul  purer  still.  None  who  had  cone 
out  on  that  glorious  morning  to  worship  Bfttora 
in  its  tranquillity,  but  must  have  felt  in  ^^ 
templating  it,  more  fully  blest,  more  deeply 
thankful  for  creation  than  before.    But,  ahsl 


;  « *a:^  not  to  lut  to  the  wateHkn 
That  Ftonna  kares  fa«r  bOL** 


Neither  was  it  to  listen  to  the  lark^  er  ^ 
watch  the  opening  of  the  flowers,  that  I^ 
Digby  wandered  this  morning*  in  the  Amb- 
beries  alone. 
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It  is  not  the  joj  of  an  enthnsiast  at  beholding 
^le  passing  loveliness  of  the  earthy  nor  the 
rsptnre  of  a  devotee  at  looking  on  the  perfect 
works  of  her  Creator^  that  brings  the  deep  flush 
into  hear  cheeks  as  she  approaches  the  laurel 
gn>Te.  Sut  it  is  reached,  and  there  is  na 
"  Ugo**  to  welcome  her. 

Clara  sat  down  on  the  same  seat  where  she 
had  found  her  sisters  the  preceding  evening,  and 
a  low  sigh  rose  from  her  heart.  *'  Poor  Bella!" 
sbe  muimnred,  while  a  tear,  a  real  tear  rolled 
down  her  £ewe.  *^  We  have,  indeed,"  she 
continued,  '^  been   companions  in  folly,  and 

now,  now,  we  shall  be  companions  in ^Ah 

fts  it  flin?  I  know  not,  but  this  I  do  know,  we 
are  the  victims  of  circumstances,  and  it  is  we 
wlio  boul  to  destiny,  not  destiny  to  us.  Well 
then,  why  should  I  be  sad !  Nay,  it  is  childish 
weakness  now  to  look  back — ^I  will  not,  I  do 
not,  I  am  happy,  very  happy." 

At  that  instant  a  bird  from  a  tree  above, 
poured  out  a  flood  of  thriUing  melody,  tiU  all 
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the  groYe  was  filled  with  its  jojoosness,  and 
Clara,  covering  her  face  with  both  her  hands, 
exclaimed  passionately,  "  No,  no,  that  is  hxf- 
piness,  and  I  am  not  happy." 

The  sound  of  a  key  turning  in  its  lock  was 
now  heard,  and  drawing  her  bonnet  closer  orer 
her  face,  Clara  arose  to  meet  and  welcome  Sir 
Felix  Vaine ! 

"  I  am  glad  you  are  come,"  she  said,  as  he 
took  her  hand  and  led  her  back  to  her  seat, ''  so 
glad  to  be  released  jGrom  the  companionship  of 
my  own  thoughts — in  truth,  I  am  in  wretched 
spirits  this  morning." 

*'  Nay,  my  Clara,  why  is  that?  Is  not  na- 
ture smiling  most  sweetly  upon  us— the  Tcry 
birds  seem  to  be  rejoicing  in  our  loves— what, 
still  sad  ?  Surely  nothing  has  gone  wrong  with 
our  plans?" 

"  Oh,  no,"  said  Clara,  rousing  herself  to 
smile  on  her  lover,  *'  everything  has  hiAerto 
succeeded  admirably.  Mrs.  Weatherspoon  would 
do  far  more  than  I  have  asked  of  her,  tor  fiftf 
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pounds;  though  perliaps  when  she  discoyers 
If  ho  my  companion  ia,  her  heart  may  smite 
her  for  the  deed.  The  poor  woman  is  bent 
upon  captivating  you,  next  Sunday,  in  a 
canary  coloured  gown,  or  something  of  that 
sort;  and  there  will  be  only  a  vacant  seatl 
Alas!  poor  Mrs.  Weatherspoon." 

"  And  alas!  I  echo,  for  a  great  many  more 
mistresses  and  misses  too  of  the  good  town  of 
Elmhurst,  when  their  eyes  shall  rest' upon  that 
same  vacant  seat,"  said  Sir  Felix,  stroking  his 
whiskers  complacently. 

"  Upon  my  word.  Sir  Felix,  your  constant 
allusions  to  your  own  powers  of  attraction,  is 
in  wretched  taste.  Whatever  the  subject  in 
discussion  may  be,  you  are  quite  certain  to 
lead  it  to  your  own  manifold  fascinations  and 
conquests.  Let  people  find  out  these  things 
for  themselves,  and  you  may  depend  on  it, 
they  will  think  the  more  of  them." 

"  Lovely  teacher,  you  shall  hencefortb  guide 
me  in  all  things,"  was  the  answer. 
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'^  I  should  be  sorry  to  undertake  an  ofioe 
half  so  trouUesoms — ^bnt  we  are  trifling  now. 
Sir  Felix,  and  this  is  no  time  for  it/'  contbued 
the  lady.  ''  Haye  you  done  what,  yesterdqr^ 
you  promised  me?" 

''  I  have,  and  here  it  is  £>r  your  ^iproTil,'* 
said  Sir  Felix,  taking  a  letter  frun  his  indstooit 
pocket. 

Clara  ran  her  eye  hastily  orer  the  few  linei 
of  which  it  was  composed,  and  then  retuxned 
it  to  the  owner.  ''  And  has  tibia  oast  you  no 
pang,  man  amif*^  she  asked. 

'^  None,  dearest,  none,  for  as  I  wrote  it. 


'StDlItiioas^of 


''  And  when  will  you  send  it.  Sir  FeliZf" 
said  Clara.  '*  I  think,'*  she  continued  an^ 
chieTOUsly, ''  it  will  be  kind  to  put  the  poor 
thing  out  of  misery  as  soon  as  poMblfr— don^ 
your 

Sir  Felix  winced  at  this,    but  he  repBod 
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cheerfiilly^  ''  Nay^  I  hope  the  chains  are 
not  so  galling  but  that  she  may  bear  them 
yet  a  few  days  longer.  The  letter  shall  be 
sealed  and  sent  by  yonr  fair  self— And 
he  bent  towards  Clara  to  whisper  the  rest^ 
bat  she  suddenly  started  up^  exckiming:^- 

"  Imust  go  noiw,  Ifbrgot  to  tell  you  that  my 
sister  is  very  iU.  You  will  come  by  and  by 
as  usual.  Marmaduke  has  a  thousand  things 
to  say  to  you.  He  was  regretting  yesterday 
being  out  when  his  friend  Yaine  was  here." 

'^  Ah,  poor  Cigby,"  responded  his  dear 
friend,  and  the  lorers  separated. 
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**  Come  near,  I'll  softly  speak  the  rest  I— 
Alas!  *tis  known  to  all  the  crowd,  . 
Her  guilty  love  was  all  oonfest ; 

**  And  his,  who  so  much  tmth  avowed, 
My  futhleas  ^end— '* 


All  that  day  Isabella  continued  in  ft  ^ 
precarious  state,  and  the  doctor's  looks  ^^ 
grave.  Towards  evening,  however,  Ae^^^ 
to  get  a  little  better,  and  expressed  ^^ 
gratification  at  Clara's  attention,  who  W  »^ 
with  her  since  the  morning.  Mrs.  Aylmcrk*'* 
said  once  on  entering  the  invalid's  room,  '*  *^ 
dear  Clara,  your  husband's  friend  is  in  the  ^' 
brary." 

"  Then  let  my  husband  amuse  him,"  was  tb* 
answer;  ''  I  shall  remain  here." 
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It  was  only  wlien  Mrs.  Weatherspoon  called^ 
that  Clara  went  down  stairs^  and  on  re-enter- 
ing her  sistcr^s  room^  she  observed  carelessly^ 
*'  I  hope  you  will  be  better  by  to-morrow  even- 
ings dear  Bel^  for  I  have  promised  to  drive  Mrs. 

Weatherspoon  to  M in  the  pony  phaeton 

—she  bored  me  so." 

And  the  morrow  evening  came^  and  Isabella 
still  continued  to  rally  slowly ;  so  when  Mrs. 
Weatherspoon  arrived,  'then  the  phaeton  was 
ordered,  and  Clara,  ready  dressed,  entered 
her  sister's  sick  room  to  say  good  by. 

**  You  will  not  stay  away  long,  dearest 
Clara,"  said  the  poor  invalid.^  "  I  have  so 
much  to  talk  to  you  about,  now  that  I  am  a 
little  better.  And  you  look  horribly  pale  your- 
self, I  fear  the  night  air  will  be  bad  for  you." 

'*  I  hope  Mrs.  Weatherspoon  will  not  keep 
me  very  late,"  replied  Clara,  turning  away 
her  head;  and  she  took  her  sister's  wasted 
hand  and  kissed  it,  murmuring,  **  God  bless 
you,  Bel,"  in  so  mournful  and  earnest  a  tone> 
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<that  both  Fanny  and  Isabel  were  startled  atits 
ooHtrast  to  her  usual  manner  of  speaking.  But 
she  hurried  firom  the  room,  and  silendytook 
her  seat  hj  Mrs.  Weatheispoon's  dde  in  die 
carriage,  without  seeing  either  her  mother  or 
her  husband. 

After  Clara's  departure,  Isabel,  by  tihe  lid 
of  an  opiate,  sank  into  a  quiet  sleep,  andiAen 
«he  awakened,  her  first  que8ti0n  was,  ^^ 
Clara  retumedf 

It  was  then  seyen  o'clock,  and  ibef  lud 
started  at  five,  so  Fanny  replied, 

''They  would  haye  had  no  time  to  be  btck 
yet,  and  I  know  Mrs.  Weatherspoon  diwtp 
takes  yery  long  to  do  her  shoj^ing;  so  we 
must  giye  them  at  least  another  hour.** 

Another  hour  passed,  and  slowly  enongii 
too,  and  at  the  end  of  that  time,  Isibel» 
who  had  not  spoken  once  in  the  interrali 
again  said  to  Fanny,  who  neyer  quitted  toi 
''  Gro,  dear,  and  see  if  Clara  is  returned." 

Fanny  went,  and  soon  brought  back  the  m- 
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telligeiice  that  their  sister  was  not  jet  come* 
''But  it  is  still  qxiite  light/'  she  added,  to 
ease  the  eyident  anxiety  of  the  invalid,  ''  and 
Clara  driyes  so  well,  and  the  ponies  are  so 
qniet,  that  there  is  not  the  slightest  danger  of 
any  accident 

''  Oh,  I  am  not  afraid  of  ihaij^  said  Isabella, 
bnt  her  restlessness  momentarily  increased* 

At  length  nine  o'clock  struck,  and  Mrs. 
Aylmer  began  to  share  the  alarm  of  her  eldest 
daughter.  Fanny  proposed  sending  to  Mrs. 
Weatherspoon's  house^  to  see  if  Clara  had 
rested  there.  It  was  not  more  than  half  a  mile 
from  Elmcourt  to  the  village,  and  the  mes- 
senger soon  returned,  with  Mr.  William 
Weatherspoon's  compliments,  and  he  had  nei- 
ther seen  or  heard  anything  of  his  wife  or  h» 
companion,  since  they  started. 

Isabel  nearly  fainted  when  this  was  told  to 
her ;  but  stiU  Fanny  strove  to  give  comfort 

"They  probably  feared  a  thunder  storm/' 
she  said;  ''  the  evening  has  been  so  very  warm; 
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and  Clara's  companion  is  a  dreadfbl  coward. 
Hark!  some  large  drops  of  rain  are  beating 
sfpiinst  the  -window  now.    I  dare  say  they  luTe 

xemained  at  M ,  and  sent  a  messenger 

for  a  dose  carriage." 

«  That  is  very  likely  indeed/'  replied  Mrs. 
Aylmer;  hut  Isabel  did  not  8i>eak,  and  tbe 
£>rmer  lady  continued,  ^'I  will  just  step  down 
to  Marmaduke;  he  is  alone  in  the  llhrarfi 
where  he  has  been  waiting  all  the  eyening  bus 
lis  fiiend.  Sir  Felix,  and  communicate  tbis 
suggestion  of  Fanny's,  in  case  he  should  feel 
any  alarm  about  his  wife." 

But  Sir  Marmaduke  Digby  felt  no  alarm 
whatever,  for  he  was  perfectly  unconscioas  of 
Ihe  lapse  of  time,  haying  been  the  whole 
eyening  engaged  in  the  composition  of  an  Ode 
to  Friendship,  which  his  friend  (who  doubtletf 
inspired  the  theme)  had  promised,  if  it  was 
finished  by  the  following  day,  to  get  inserted  m 
one  of  the  best  and  most  fisishionable  magaiines. 
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How  could  a  poet  give  one  thought  to  a  wife  at 
such  a  time  ? 

When  Mrs.  Ayhner  entered  the  library,  she 
found  her  son-in-law  sitting  before  a  small 
table,  with  a  lamp  upon  it;  one  hand  sup* 
ported  his  head,  while  in  the  other  he  held  a 
pen ;  his  eyes  were  fixed  intently  on  a  sheet  of 
foolscap  that  was  spread  beneath  them,  and  his 
brows  were  knit  in  thought. 

''  My  dear  Marmaduke,  I  hope  I  do  not 
disturb  your  studies/'  said  his  mother-in-law, 
as  she  walked  up  to  his  little  table. 

"  I  am  most  happy  indeed  to  see  you,  Mrs* 
Aylmer,"  was  the  answer ;  **  it  is  true  the 
trifling  work  I  am  now  engaged  in,  miist  be 
finished  by  to-nu>rrow,  but  that  is  of  no  conse- 
quence whatever;  do  not  allow  this  know- 
ledge to  prevent  your  staying.  Pray  be  seated, 
and " 

'^  Oh,  not  for  the  world,  Marmaduke,  would 
I  take  up  your  time ;  I  only  came  to  see  if  you 
were  uneasy  about  our  dear  Clara.    Fanny  has 
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suggested  that  the  fear  of  a  thunder-storm  has 
probably  detained  them ;  and  this  is  so  likdy, 
that  my  alarm  is  entirely  dissipated,  sad  I  fm 
thinking  of  ordering  the  horses  to  be  put  to 

die  carriage,  and  sending  it  to  M fa 

them/' 

"  Oh  yes,  certainly/*  said  the  poet,  in  s 
Tery  absent  manner.  ^'  I  suppose  they  are 
qnite  safe.  Friendship  is  like  the  early  dew- 
one,  two,  three,  four,  fire,  six,  seren,  eighth 
eight  &et  Ton  can't  dunk  of  a  good  rhyiae 
for  dew,  can  you,  Mrs.  Ayhner  ?  something  a 
little  original,  eh?** 

''  I  fear  not,  indeed,  Marmaduke;  I  hats  a 
shocking  head  fer  rhyming,  and  nerer  made 
eyen  a  couplet  in  my  life." 

*'  Bless  me,  how  odd ;  but  we  haye  not  *D 
the  same  gifts.  Now  a  phrenologist  would  teD 
you  that  you  were  deficient  in  the  organ  of 
imaginatbn.  /  haye  it  yery  strong^  de- 
ydoped.  It  is  not  long  since  I  had  my  bead 
examined  by  a  professor  of  this  intefei^ 
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science^  wlio  was  trayelling  abont  and  giving 
lectnres.  I  said  to  him^  '  Now,  sir,  if  yon 
can't  discover  by  the  formation  of  my  bndn 
that  I  am  fond  of  poetry,  and  occasionally  in- 
dulge a  little  in  rhyming,  I  maintain  that  yonr 
science  is  all  delusion.'  '  Sir,'  he  replied,  fbdng 
his  eyes  on  my  forehead,  '  Imagination  is  so 
powerfully  developed  there,  that  unless  you 
endeavour  to  check  it,  I  will  not  answer  for 
the  consequences.'  He  was  a  clever  man,"  con« 
tinned  Sir  Marmadnke,  ''  though  rather  pre- 
suming, fer  the  next  day  he  wrote  me  a  note 
asking  me  to  lend  him  five  pounds  and  bny 
twelve  tickets  for  his  fiurewell  lecture.  Bnt,  as 
I  was  observing,  all  have  not  the  same  gifts, 
and  indeed  imagination  it  not  the  only  thing 
required  in  writing  poetry.  A  poet  must  have 
a  correct  ear  for  the  number  of  feet  or  sylla* 
bles  in  each  line.  1  pique  myself  particularly 
on  never  making  any  mistake  in  this.  But  to 
give  you  an  example,  I  will  repeat  to  you  the 
whole  of  my  best  poem.    It  is  called,  *  The 
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Orange  Grrove;  or.  Confidence  Betrayed;' 
and  then  you  will  see  that  I  hare  not  deceived 
you  about  the  carefulness  of  my  style." 

*'  My  clear  Marmaduke,  you  are  too  kind," 
replied  Mrs.  Ayhner,  moving  towards  the 
door ;  "  nothing  should  induce  me  to  take  np 
so  much  of  your  time  ;  I  am  perfectly  coEvinced 
that  all  you  haye  told  me  respecting  your  style 
of  writing  poetry  is  true.  Indeed,  I  kave 
heard  Sir  Felix  speak  of  it  with  admiration. 
Another  time,  when  you  are  less  busy,  I  shall 
be  only  too  happy  and  proud  to  listen  to  '  The 
Orange  Grove.*  At  present  I  must  positirdy 
deny  myself  this  pleasure,  and  go  to  the  girb 
again,  who  are  childishly  alarmed  about  their 
sister." 

"  Dear  me,  I  am  sorry  for  that— all  the 
effect  of  an  imoccupied  mind.  Let  them  both 
sit  down  to  the  composition  of  a  sonnet,  and 
1*11  answer  for  it,  they  will  have  no  room  ki 
fears  or  fancies  of  any  kind." 

''  But,  Sir  Marmaduke,  it  is  late  for  ladies 
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to  be  out  alone,  and  the  rain  is  now  pouring 
in  torrents.'' 

**  True,  true.  I  wonder  what  can  have  de- 
tained them.  But  I  have  just  hit  upon  a  rhyme 
for  dew;  excuse  me,  Mrs.  Ayhner,  I  will 
write  it  down — ^  hue/  that  will  do  capitally  1 
There  are  now  three  lines  complete-* 

*  Friendship  is  like  the  esrly  dew. 
That  glifltena  on  the  summer  flow'r ; 
It  lends  to  earth  its  heavenly  hue—* 

Now  for  the  last  line.  Surely  there  must  be 
many  words  to  rhyme  with  '  flower/  if  I 
could  but  think  of  them.  Perhaps  you,  Mrs. 
Ayhner *' 

But  Mrs.  Aylmer  was  already  outside  the 
door.  *'  Good  heavens/'  she  said  to  herself, 
"  no  wonder  poor  Clara  should  take  refuge  in 
any  society  from  such  an  unexampled  bore  as 
that  I  fear  the  contrast  Sir  Fehx  presents 
must  be  too  dangerous — I  will  look  more  to 
this '* 

rou  in.  H 
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Her  meditations  were  interrapited  bj  a  tio- 
lent  ringing  at  the  house  bell^  and  as  she  wai 
at  that  moment  in  the  hall  on  her  ynj  from  the 
Hbrarj,  she  hastened  heivelf  tx>  answerit,  fUly 
ttpecting  to  tec  her  daughter — but  no  Clara  wm 
there.  A  figure  that  might  either  be  that  of  a 
man  or  a  woman^  so  complete  was  its  disgoiiej 
presented  itself,  and  the  moment  the  door  was 
well  opened,  rushed  in.  Mrs.  Aybner  uttered 
a  loud  scream  as  the  hall  lamp  fully  reyealed 
her  strange  visiter.  It  (for  the  gender  was 
still  undetermined)  wore  a  bonnet  covered  over 
widi  a  dark  shawl,  one  end  of  whidi  haag 
down  and  concealed  the  wearer^  face ;  a  nan's 
tattered  coat  was  thrown  over  its  shouldoti 
beneath  which  peeped  a  yellow  shawl ;  the  1^ 
were  clothed  in  a  pair  of  carduroy  trousen, 
tfiat)  being  very  ample,  allowed  rocoa  &r  a 
green  sUk  gowa  and  aundry  pettacoats  to  be 
tadced  in,  and  to  crown  all,  it  carried  in  ^ 
hand  a  huge  stick. 

Mrs.  Aylmer's  scream  brought  Sir  Msnsa- 
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duke  from  the  library,  and  seyeral  lerraiila 
from  yarious  parts  of  the  house  into  the  halL 
The  figure  had  sunk  panting  on  a  chair^  aad 
now  it  spoke. 

''Well,  I  bddeye  I  am  safe  at  last,  biU  good 
gneious !  what  a  run  I've  had  1" 

''Mrs.  Weatherspoon !''  ejaculated  sereral 
Tdces  at  once,  while  the  senrants,  one  and  all, 
turned  their  &ce8  towards  the  wall.  Mrs.  Ayl- 
mer  commanded  them  to  retire^  and  then  aaked 
with  some  degree  of  anxie^  concerning  Clara. 

''Oh  la,  oh  la,  don't  you  see  I  am  wet 
through?"  was  .the  answer.  "It  will  be  my 
death,  I  know  it  will,  and  I  suffering  from 
rheumatism  too ;  let  me  have  a  little  drop  of 
something ,  hot,  and  these  dripping  clothes 
taken  off,  and  I  wiU  then  tell  you  all  I  can." 

"Surely  Lady  Digby  has  saet  with  no  acci- 
dei^t?"  asked  Sir  Marmaduke. 

"  Good  gracious  I  what  an  idea — I  am  sore 
I  hope  not — ^I  indeed  have " 

"For  heayen's  sakid,    Mr»*  Weathei^spoen^ 

H  S 


Digitized 


by  Google 


148  THB  POOR  oovsur. 

speak  out  at  once ;  where  is  Clara,  and  where 
is  the  carriage  V*  said  Mrs.  Aylmer  impatientlj; 
you  can  tell  us  your  own  adTentures  after- 
wards." 

"La,  my  dear,  I  don't  want  to  tell  fflj 
own  adventures,"  replied  the  poor  woman, 
beginning  to  cry.  "  All  I  know  of  my  Ls^J 
Tfighj  is,  that  I  missed  her  and  the  carriage 
while  I  was  in  a  shop,  and  after  lookisg  in 
▼ain  through  the  streets  for  half  an  honii  1 
started  to  come  home  on  foot.  And  a  pretty 
reception  I  hare  met,"  she  continued  sulkilyi 
riling  as  she  spoke  to  go  and  change  ker 
strange  attire. 

"Oh,  then,"  said  Mrs.  Ayhnerto  hcrwn-in- 
law,  "  doubtless  our  first  suggestion  was  cor- 
rect; Clara    is    waiting   for  the   carriage  at 

M .     I  shall  order  one  to  go  for  her  imm«" 

diately.  Now  come,  Mrs.  WeatherspooOi  ^* 
me;  your  wants  shall  be  instantly  attendea 
to.  Don't  alarm  yourself,  Marmaduke;  tba 
dear  girl  will  be  with  us  in  about  two  hoois.' 
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'*  Perhaps^  Mrs.  Aylmer/'  snggested  the  hus- 
band,  ''  I  had  better  write  a  note  to  send  with 
the  carriage,  explaining  to  Lady  Digby  the 
utter  impossibility  of  my  accompanying  it, 
which  she  might  otherwise  expect.  You  are 
aware  that  the  ode  must  be  finished  by  to- 
morrow, and  I  have  made  but  little  progress  at 
present.  I  expect  my  friend  Vaine,  too — he 
was  to  have  been  here  before  now." 

Mrs.  Aylmer  gave  a  sudden  start,  and 
turned  pale.  At  the  mention  of  Sir  Felix 
Vaine  and  his  expected  visit,  a  strange  thought 
had  shot  through  her  mind.  But  she  had  too 
much  command  over  herself  to  give  it  ut- 
terance ;  so  turning  calmly  to  her  son-in-law, 
she  said, — 

"  Yes,  do  write,  Marmaduke,  and  you  had 
better  make  haste  about  it;  the  carriage  will 
soon  be  ready." 

After  installing  her  half-offended  guest  in  a 
comfortable  room,  with  a  good  fire,  giving  her 
plenty  of  dry  garments,  and  ringing  for  spirits 
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and  liot  mtaar,  Mn  Ajima  proceeded  to  hex 
daoglilcr's  loooiy  pfomisiiig  Mn.  Weatbenpooe 
to  oome  back  in  a  few  mmiites  and  Usten  to 
her  adrenteres.  She  found  the  aisten  in  tbi 
greatest  anxiety,  hsfing  heard  of  the  armai  of 
Mxs.Weadierapoaiialone^  and  Fanny  hadjvt 
been  propoamg  to  go  down  and  gain  hSia 
partkakra  tiban  the  aenranta  had  been  abk  to 
give^  when  her  mother  entered.  *'  Go,"  ^ 
dna  lady  to  her  yonngest  daughter;  '^gOyFaaay, 
to  Ifrs.  Weatherapoon;  she  will  be  angry  it 
being  left  by  herself,  Chora  is  qiute  safe;  I  n 
going  to  stay  with  Belhu" 

As  soon  as  Fanny's  footsteps  had  qnite  lesiifH 
to  be  heard  akmg  the  passage,  Isabel  started 
up  in  bed,  and  grasping  the  hand  of  hernodicii 
lAo  had  taken  a  seat  beside  her,  said  in  * 
dear  thongh  hollow  Toioe — ^'  Mama,  do  joa 
snspect  nothing?^ 

''  Hnsh!  hush!  fer  Heaven's  sake,  Bd,  ib^ 
let  no  one  hear  a  whisper  of  audi  a  thing.  Bit 
I  do  sospect,  nay,  I  feel  a  oonTiction  tkit  t^ 
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is  SO.  Do  not  speak  it»  do  not  mention  his 
name.     Oh  Grodl  that  two  daughters ** 

Mrs.  Aybner  paused,  as  a  groan  smote  on 
her  ear^  and  the  next  moment  the  mretehed 
mother  was  bending  eagerly  oyer  her  appa* 
rently  lifeless  child;  for  Isabel  had  fidntedi 

In  the  meantime,  Fanny  hastened  to  Mrs* 
WeatherspooUj  and  found  that  lady  disencum-* 
bered  of  her  corduroys  and  coat,  which  lay 
dripping  on  the  ground  at  her  feet,  while  she 
herself  was  seated  comfortably  in  an  easy- 
chair  flipping  her  warm  glass,  with  every  ap- 
pearance of  returning  good-humour. 

•*  Well,  Mrs.  Weatherspoon,"  said  Fanny, 
as  she  entered,  ''  what  is  this  about  Clara? 
How  comes  it  that  we  see  ydu  alone?'' 

'*  Lord,  Miss  Fanny,  don't  force  me  to  tell 
all  that  over  again.  I  dare  say  my  Lady  Digby 
will  be  here  presently.  They  are  going  to  send 
a  carriage  for  her,  and,  my  dear,  I  think  it  had 
better  put  me  down  at  my  own  house  in  passing; 
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rm  dreadful  tired^  and  William  will  be  in  a 
line  state  about  1117  loug  absence." 

**  Certainly,  Mrs.  Weatherspoon,"  replied 
Fanny.  <'  I  will  ring^  and  order  them  to  let 
you  know  when  it  is  ready." 

"  Tes^  my  dear^  I  shall  be  monstrotis  glad 
to  get  home.  Never  had  such  a  walk  in  mj 
life — didn't  rain  when  I  started  though,  cor  till 
I  had  gone  about  five  miles:  then  it  began 
slowly^  and  in  large  drops  at  first,  and  I 
tucked  my  dress  up  all  round  me,  for  I  bare 
got  my  best  gieen  silk  on  you  see^  Miss  Fannj; 
however,  presently  it  came  down  in  torrcntSi 
and  I  thought  I  heard  a  dap  of  thunder.  Lord! 
my  dear,  how  I  did  tremble  all  over!  Tm 
dreadful  afraid  of  thunder  and  lightning;  but 
I  trudged  on,  hoping  I  was  near  home.  ^ 
length,  when  I  was  pretty  well  wet  tbrottghi 
I  came  to  a  farm-house,  where  I  went  in  and 
asked  for  shelter.  They  were  dyil  enongb 
country  folks,  and  dried  all  my  clothes  in  no 
time;    but  it  was  almost  dark  now,   ^^  ^ 
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dreaded  to  go  on  by  myself.  Well^  Miss 
Fanny^  they  offered  me  a  bed  for  the  night, 
or^  if  I  liked  it  better,  one  of  the  sons  to 
go  home  with  me.  Didn't  I  shake  when 
I  heard  this,  and  recall  to  mind  all  the  fear- 
fill  stories  of  wayside  murders,  and  betrayed 
pedlars,  that  1  had  ever  heard  or  read  of— 
for  to  let  you  into  a  secret,  my  dear,  I  had 
fifty  pounds  about  me.  I  shudder,  even  now, 
to  think  of  the  jeopardy  it  was  in.'* 

''  Bat  surely,"  suggested  Fanny,  as  her 
companion  paused  for  breath,  ^'  surely  these 
people  could  not  have  been  aware  of  that?" 

"  Oh  la,  my  dear,  who  knows?  Those  sort 
of  folks  have  queer  ways  for  finding  out  every- 
thing. At  any  rate,  '  prevention's  better  than 
cure ;'  and  so  I  declined  their  offer,  and  only 
b^ged  the  loan  of  a  cloak  to  cover  my  poor 
dress.  They  hadn't  such  a  thing,  they  said,  but 
in  place  of  that,  gave  me  those  old  corduroys 
and  tattered  coat.  I  was  fit  to  cry  when  1  saw 
them,  but  I  fancied  my  host  began  to  look  cross 
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afcmy  having  appoaved  to  doobt  thsir  kawtyt 
9nd  10  J  fearful  of  offending  them  moxe,  lest  tkej 
ihonld  take  it  into  their  wicked  heads  to  wpr* 
der  me,  I  followed  a  grixmiDg  huisey  into  a 
imxer  room,  and  put  the  yile  things  on.  Jait 
sa  I  was  leaving  the  house,  the  master,  I  sap- 
pose  it  was,  came  and  gare  me  that  greststa^ 
saying,  with  a  queer  smile,  '  Here,  tske  t]iii» 
ma'am.  There  are  plenty  of  bad  'uns  sbout, 
and  those  who  mictake  honest  people  for  rogues, 
wiU  be  likely  enough  to  mistake  roguse  for 
honest  people.' 

''  Off  I  started  on  hearing  this,  and  ran  for 
the  next  half-mile  as  if  the  old  gentleman  him- 
self, my  dear,  waa  at  my  heels.  It  still  rsmed, 
and  so  I  did  not  stay  to  take  off  those  honibk 
oLd  garments,  though,  I'll  answer  for  it,  I  ibsD 
have  the  smallrpox  or  cholera  morbus  in  oqdss- 
quenoe.  Two  or  three  people  spoke  to  me  ssl 
pasaed ;  but  I  shook  my  stick  when  I  saw  any- 
body approaching,  so  it  waa  only, '  Good  ni^ 
air,'  or, '  a  wet  evening,'  that  theyyentoredon 
saying.     One  man,  indeed,  who  was  canyiag  a 
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lantern,  aaw  xay  strange  dress,  and  began  grin* 
ning,  at  the  same  time  aaking  if  he  should  h&Te 
the  pleasure  of  conducting  me  home,  '  Thankee, 
master,'  said  I  boldly,  '  I  expect  to  meet  my 
husband  immediately;'  upon  which  he  made 
ofi^  a«  fast  aa  he  covdd  go,  and  I  started  again 
ako,  and  never  ceased  running  till  I  reached 
your  door.  Here,  my  dear,  I'll  just  take 
another  drop  before  I  start,  for  I've  got  the 
cold  chills  dreadful" 

Fanny  handed  her  the  ingredients  for  a 
second  glass  of  brandy  and  water,  and  by  the 
time  it  was  finished,  two  servants  entered, 
one  to  summons  Mrs.  Weatherspoon  to  the 
carriage,  and  the  other  to  bid  Fanny  again 
hasten  to  her  sifter's  room.  This  she  did  im- 
mediately, and  found  her  mother  in  the 
greatest  consternation.  Isabel  had  recovered 
from  her  fainting-fit,  but  still  lay  pale  and 
motionless  on  the  bed,  and  to  all  the  questionb 
addressed  to  her  answered  not  a  word.  Mrs. 
Aylmer  continued  wringing  her  hands,  and 
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erying,  '<  It  has  kiUed  her !  it  has  kOled  kerr 
and  to  Fanny's  repeated  inquiries  replied  st 
lengthy  "  Clara  is  gone ;  ask  no  more^  child, 
you  will  know  all  soon  enough." 

Fanny  could  no  longer  be  blind  to  what  her 
mother  meant,  but  she  exclaimed  eagerly, 
''  Mama,  mama,  you  have  no  proof  of  thb:  it 
cannot  be ;  our  sister  could  not  be  so  vile." 

An  expressive  glance  from  Mrs.  Aylmer 
silenced  her,  and  she  turned  once  more  to- 
wards Isabel ;  a  ghastlier  paleness  had  crept 
oTer  the  sufferer's  face,  her  eyes  were  opened 
to  their  fullest  extent,  and  the  chest  hesTed 
fearfully.  "  Mama,'*  whispered  Famiy,  "the 
doctor  must  be  sent  for — she  is  rery  ilL" 

"  She  is  dying  !"  replied  the  mother,  with  t 
quivering  voice ;  ''but  oh !  if  Clara  should  re- 
turn, she  might  yet  be  saved.  Stay,  Fanny; 
send  first  for  die  doctor,  and  then  desire 
another  of  the  servants  to  call  at  the  Stanley 
Arms,  and  inquire  for  Sir  Felix  Vaine.  Bid 
him  not  return  till  he  has  discovered  whither  k 
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has  gone,  and  when  he  went  I  know  there 
is  no  hope,  hut  do  this,  Fanny,  instantly,  and 
then  come  hack  to  me.'' 

Fanny  oheyed  her  mother's  instructions  me- 
chanically, for  her  mind  was  nearly  paralysed 
by  all  that  had  happened. 

In  half  an  hour  the  messenger  that  had  been 
sent  to  the  Stanley  Arms  returned  with  the  in- 
telligence, that  Sir  Felix  Yaine  had  that  even- 
ing left  the  inn,  telling  them  he  should  not 
come  back,  and  that  they  believed  he  had  gone 
first  to  M 

On  receiving  this  information,  Mrs.  Aylmer 
harried  to  her  children.  Isabel's  eyes  were 
closed,  and  thinking  she  slept,  her  mother 
incautiously  said — "  Fanny,  it  is  true — weep 
child !  weep  !  for  now  our  family  is  doubly 
dishonoured.  Clara  has  followed  the  example 
of  her  wretched  sister,  and  they  have  broken 
my  heart  1" 

"  My  mother,  .  my  poor  mother  I  come, 
come,"  whispered  the  supposed    sleeper,    as 
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she  half  arose  in  her  bed  and  stretched  out  Imt 
arms  eagerly*^''  forgive  and  bleea  me,  oh  ny 
mother — Fanny^  my  good,  pure  aister,  pr^ 
for  me,  I  am  dying.  Oh,  Ckra!  what  a  deiili- 
bed  you  have  prepared  for  yourself  I  Bat  jnj, 
Fanny,  pray — ^for  all  is  growing  dark.** 

Fanny  sank  on  her  knees  by  the  side  of  the 

bed,  and  in  a  voice  broken  by  sobs  began  t 

prayer  for  the  dying.     But  scarcely  hid  the 

I  first  words  been  uttered,  when  a  loud  shriek 

1  filled  the  room,  and  drowned  her  tremUin; 

i  accents — "Fanny,  Fanny,  she  is  gone !    Help, 

help— Oh  God!  my  child  is  dead  I    And  Mf** 

Aylmer    fell    senseless  by  the    side  of  her 

daughter's  corpse. 
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*lliroagh  long,  long  yean,  to  seek,  to  strive,  to  yearn 
For  hanuui  love ;  and  ne%er  quench  that  thint ; 
To  pour  the  soul  out,  winning  no  return, 
0*er  fragile  idols  by  delusion  nursed.** 


It  wfll  be  remembered  that  Eva  was  left  in  the 
hermitage  of  the  murmuring  glen,  where  Miss 
Stanley  and  Edward  Dacres  had  just  joined 
her,  bringing  with  them  a  newspaper  and  a 
letter.  This  letter.  Miss  Stanley  immediately 
delivered  to  her  young  friend,  with  rather  a 
mysterious  and  troubled  expression  of  coun- 
tenance, and  then  drew  Edward  to  some  dis- 
tance, that  she  might  read  it  undisturbed. 
Eva  opened  it  tremblingly,  for  she  knew  the 
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writing  was  that  of  Sir  Felix  Yaine,  bat  as 
she  read,  her  whole  aspect  changed — and  when 
she  had  got  through  it  she  laid  it  down,  and 
sat  for  a  few  minutes  quite  still;  her  face  pak 
as  death,  and  her  eyes  bright  with  emotion.  It 
would  have  been  difficult  for  a  casual  observer 
to  have  known  whether  theise  signs,  in  one 
lately  so  seemingly  cold  and  apathetic,  denoted 
joy  or  sorrow.  When  Eva's  two  companions 
turned  again  towards  her,  they  naturally  feared 
the  latter,  and  Miss  Stanley  went  eagerly  to 
her  side. 

'*  My  dear  child,"  she  said  anxiously,  "  it  is 
as  we  believed  then — ^that  letter  contains  bad 
news.  Look  up,  Eva ;  you  must  not  thus  give 
way  to  grief.  He  is  unworthy,  indeed  he  is,  oi 
your  regret" 

Eva  neither  spoke  nor  looked  up,  and  Miss 
Stanley  continued — ^**  Edward,  do  you  come 
and  speak  to  Miss  Herbert;  this  blow  has  been 
too  much  for  her — dear  girl !  her  own  heart  » 
naturally  so  warm  and  trusting.    Tell  her  how 
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very  little  he  deserved  this  sorrow — ^read  that 
paragraph  to  her^  do,  Edward." 

Edward  Dacres  unwillingly  advanced  to 
comply;  indeed  he  had  been  most  averse  to 
accompanying  Miss  Stanley  at  all  on  such  an 
errand ;  bat  she^  fearing  that  the  intelligence 
the  letter  and  paper  contained^  might  affect 
her  young  jGriend  (whose  altered  manner  had 
lately  greatly  alarmed  and  puzzled  her)  in  some 
violent  manner,  had  shrunk  from  the  responsi- 
bility of  being  the  sole  bearer  of  it^  and  had 
urged  on  Edward,  that  as  a  clergymau  it  was  his 
place  to  assist  her,  and  if  necessary,  speak  peace 
to  the  wounded  heart  of  the  sufferer.  Edward 
consented,  but  his  own  heart  bled  for  the  de- 
solation he  believed  he  was  about  to  inflict  on 
another;  and  his  voice  betrayed  a  certain 
degree  of  agitation,  as  he  read  from  the 
paper  he  had  brought,  the  following  paragraph : 

''  Great  excitement  is  now  prevailing  in  the 
fashionable  circles  on  account  of  the  elopement 
of  a  certain  baronet  (who  it  was  lately  rumoured 
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had  become  the  succeaaAil  suitor  of  the  beantifid 

and  accomplished  heireas^  Miaa  H 1)  vith 

the  wife  of  another  baronet,  the  daughter  of  a 
gentleman  who,  not  many  months  ago,  fdlia 
a  duel  with  another  daughter's  admirer.  Ihe 
fiunily  is  plunged  in  the  deepest  affliction  hy 
this  unexpected  event;  the  lady's  hnsband, 
especially,  is  said  to  be  inconsolable.  Miss 
H  ■  't  is  at  present  staying  somewhere  in  the 
north  of  England.'' 

Immediately  below  this,  was  the  announce* 
ment  of  Isabel  Ayhner's  death,  which  Edward 
also  read  aloud ;  and  when  that  was  finished, 
Eya  raised  her  eyes,  and  exclaimed  with  a 
shudder,  "  How  horrible."  Both  her  compa- 
nions lot ked  the  surprise  they  felt,  and  die 
answered  their  looks. 

''  Your  kindness  and  sympathy,  my  good 
Hiss  Stanley,  and  yours  too,  Edward,  demand 
some  confidence  firom  me  in  return."  MiH 
Stanley  began  to  look  wondrous  pleased,  and 
Eva  went  on.    **  I  cannot  explain  ererydiing 


Digitized 


by  Google 


THB  POOB  OOTniH.  l6S 

to  you,  but  tliis  I  am  sure  will  content  you 
both.  Although  I  must  ever  lament  the  way 
in  which  my  escape  firom  my  engagement  haa 
been  purchased,  that  escape  itself  is  a  source 
of  the  greatest  happiness  to  me;  and  you  will 
not  doubt  this,  when  I  assure  you  that  the  first 
moments  after  reading  the  letter  you  brought 
were  passed  by  me  in  thanksgiving  to  Heaven 
for  such  a  release.  Now  leave  me  a  little 
while  alone." 

Poor  Miss  Stanley  was  but  half  satisfied;  she 
had  fully  expected,  when  Eva  began  speaking, 
some  extraordinary  and  romantic  tale  concern- 
ing the  latter's  recent  engagement  to  Sir  Felix 
Yaine ;  and  now  to  be  told  "  to  gol"  before  she 
had  asked  a  single  question,  or  elucidated  any 
part  of  the  mystery,  was  really,  she  thought, 
too  bad.  But  the  moment  Eva  expressed  a  wish 
to  be  alone,  Edward  Dacres  took  his  compa- 
nioB^s  arm  and  gently  drew  her  from  the  spot. 

As  soon  as  they  were  gone,  Eva  opened  her 
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letter,  and  read  it  once  more.    It  was  is  fA* 
lows: — 

"  My  dear  Miss  Herbert. 

*'  The  remembrance  of  the  very  sligkt 
regard  on  your  part  with  which  my  esteem  for 
yoa  has  always  been  repaid,  leads  me  to  hope 
that  you  will  not  resent  my  giving  you  back 
your  freedom.  This  course  seems  to  me  the  bcrt 
for  our  mutual  happiness  that  I  can  pursue. 
With  many  wishes  for  your  future  welfare, 
"  Believe  me, 

**  Your  sincere  Friend, 

"  Felix  Vaiki  " 

"  Can  it  indeed  be  truer*  murmured  Eva,  as 
she  dwelt  with  rapture  on  every  word.  "  How 
little  I  thought  a  letter  from  him  could  ever  be 
a  source  of  pleasure  to  me!  And  yet,'*  sheooih 
tinned,  with  another  revulsion  of  feeling,  *'  I 
am  wickedly  selfish  in  rejoicing  at  an  event  dut 
will  bring  wo  to  so  many,  and  my  own  poor 
Fanny  among  them.     How  can  I,  how  dare  l» 
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feel  this  lightness  of  heart,  this  childlike 
buoyancy  of  spirit,  at  a  joy  that  has  been 
brought  about  by  the  grievous  sin  of  another  ? 
Sorely  Heaven  will  punish  me  for  this  1" 

But  in  spite  of  all  her  convictions  that  she 
did  wrong  in  feeling  happy,  Eva  could  not  per- 
suade herself  to  be  miserable.  A  few  minutes 
had  changed  the  whole  aspect  of  her  future 
destiny,  and  busy  fancy  rapidly  pictured  brighter 
changes  still.  Suddenly  a  rustling  of  the  trees 
near  her  retreat,  startled  her  from  a  not  very 
unpleasant  reverie.  A  wild  and  altogether  un- 
reasonable hope  glanced  through  her  mind 
connected  with  the  subject  of  her  musings,  and 
brought  the  brightest  crimson  to  her  cheeks, 
but  it  was  doomed  to  be  disappointed,  for  the 
next  moment  a  shadow  darkened  the  entrance 
of  the  hermitage,  and  Charlotte  Dacres  stood 
before  her. 

Eva  got  up  instantly,  for  Charlotte's  society, 
at  no  time  very  delightfol,  promised  to  be  less 
10  now,  to  judge  at  least  by  her  aspect,  which 
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i  umuniallj  sullen  and  gloomy.  But  the  ht- 
ter  spoke  in  a  determined  tone — "  Stay,  Min 
tieiberty  a  few  minntiw  longer;  I  wish  muck  to 
speak  to  ycm." 

Evm  sat  down. 
.  **  I  feUowed  my  brother  and  Wm  Stanlsj 
kither/'  continued  Charlotte,  *'  and  wkfle  diey 
were  engaged  with  you  and  the  news  they 
bvooght,  concealed  myself  at  ^  back  of  this 
^aoe ;  I  felt  a  desire  which  I  had  no  power  to 
ooutrol,  to  witness  your  reception  of  the  infed- 
ligence  that  paper  contained ;  and  I  haye  dons 
so.  I  heard  yoor  words,  and  beliered  them. 
Yon  are  no  hypocrite,  Eya  Herbert,  and  so  I 
know  that  you  did  not  love  him.  Had  you 
lored  him,  we  might  have  wept  together,  snd 
your  gentle  tears  would  haTe  mingled  with, 
and  cooled  my  burning  ones.  JBut,  as  usual,  I 
must  weep  on  alone,  and  see  you  triumpknig 
in  what  is  death  to  me.  Ay!  death  to  die 
heart,  Eva,  far  she,  that  vile  one,  mmai  loft 
him,  or  how  coold  she  have  renounced  fine, 
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friends,  all,  for  him  ?  And  think  you  such  a 
passion  as  tids  is  not  well  returned  1  Oh,  it  is 
aaaddening  to  reflect  on  their  happiness^-—" 

**  Happiness  ?  Charlotte,  you  cannot  think 
for  one  moment  that  they  are  happy,"  inter- 
rupted £ya,  anxious  for  iJie  termination  of  Ae 
scene. 

''Not  happy!"  replied  Charlotte,  almost 
fiercely,  ''  does  he  net  heeherf*  But  what 
do  you  know  about  happiness  ?" 

**  Little  indeed.  Miss  Dacres,  if  it  consists 
in  pleasures  like  theirs.  You  are  excited, 
(Snrlotte,"  she  continued  more  kindly ; ''  come 
home  with  me,  and  endeavour  to  dismiss  from 
your  mind  all  remembrance  of  one  who  never 
merited  your  affections.  Was  he  not  always 
vsiii,  and  frivolous,  and *^ 

''  Stop,  stop,  Eva;  40  not  drive  me  mad. 
What  is  all  this  ?  Say  he  was  vain,  worldly, 
heartless,  treacherous — wicked,  if  3rou  will. 
And  what  ib  my  answer.  Why  only,  tkat  I 
bmed  kirn  !      Oh  yours  oan  be  no  woman's 
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hearty  if  this  seems  strange  to  70a!  I  tell 
joviy  that  if  I  belieyed  in  a  future  state  of 
being,  I  would  gladly  give  up  all  my  hopes  of 
happiness  in  it — ^nay,  I  would  accept  the  cer- 
tainty of  endless  wo,  to  be  assured  that  he 
once  had  loyed  me — only  once  !  Eya.'' 

"  Charlotte/*  said  Eva,  hastfly,  "  do  not 
speak  in  that  impious  way,  or  I  will  go.  Here- 
after, when  you  have  obtained  the  love  of  a 
worthier  object,  you  will  smile  at  your  present 
delusion." 

''  Delusion  I  Miss  Herbert,  do  you  call  that 
delusion  which  eats  the  very  heart  away ;  which 
bums  night  and  day,  which  never  rests,  never 
changes,  but  casts  its  own  black  hue  on  all 
around.  If  this  is  delusion,  then  show  me 
what  is  reality  I  No,  no,  there  is  no  delusion 
in  the  utter  misery  of  unrequited  love."  And 
Charlotte  as  she  spoke  sat  down  on  the  stone 
bench  near  Eva,  and  wept  in  silence  for  many 
minutes. 

Although  Eva  saw  plainly  that  she  could  do 
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no  good  by  remaining,  she  was  unwilling  to 
leaye  her  companion  alone  in  snch  a  state,  and 
so  once  more  she  strore  to  induce  Charlotte  to 
accompany  her  home.  But  the  unhappy  girl 
made  no  reply  to  her  entreaties,  still  sitting 
with  her  face  buried  in  her  clasped  hands ;  the 
stifled  sobs  that  had  at  first  seemed  as  though 
they  would  burst  the  heart  they  came  from, 
becoming  every  minute  more  subdued,  till  at 
length  they  altogether  ceased. 

Then  Charlotte  looked  up,  and  her  face  was 
pale  as  death. 

"  Miss  Herbert,"  she  said,  in  a  strangely 
altered  voice,  '^  I  must  apologize  for  having 
made  you  become  a  witness  to  a  scene  like 
this — ^the  silly  rhapsodies  and  lamentations  of 
a  disappointed  girl.  -  A  short  time  hence,  and 
you  will  laugh,  perhaps  to  Sir  Felix  Vaine 
himself  at  the  rare  folly  of  a  creature  like 
myself,  ever  dreaming  of  being  loved.  Well, 
well,  it  WM  a  wild  dream,  but  I  have  suffered : 
oh  yes,  I  have  suffered,  Eva,  more  than  you 
VOL.  in.  X 
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gentle  ones  can  know  o£  Bat  it  ib  right  that 
you  should  learn  whait  kuman  hearts  can  en- 
dure,  asid  I  will  teach  you  from  my  own.  I 
irill  teach  you  Eva,  Herbert,  what  it  is  to  yearn 
unceasingly  for  sympathy  and  aflfectbn,  to  fed 
your  yery  soul  overflowing  with  lore  and  ten- 
derness^ and  nerer,  never,  to  meet  with  any 
return.  Oh,  the  worUl  k  so  daaolata  witkoot 
love !  all  its  Iqpht  ia  darknsv,  and  finom  mf 
childhood  there  has  been  notiaaaqf  but  daifcpflii 
for  me  t  Well,  I  will  tell  yott  about  all  this, 
Eva,"  continued  Charlotte  more  wildly,  ^  and 
show  you  too  its  resai2^— -but  not  now.  Come, 
let  us  go  1" 

The  two  gills  walked  on  in  perfect  silenoe 
till  they  came  to  the  village^  and  then  Charlotte 
turned  to  Eva,  and  said — "  We  part  now. 
Miss  Herbert,  but  prcMsise  to  come  to  me  to- 
morrowi  at  ten  o'clock — and  come  alone.  I 
x;»ver  leave  my  room  before  twelve,  but  pa 
know  whiohitis-^the  same  you  used  to  occupy 
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yourself;  so  Tfalk  straight  tip  and  I  shall  be 
ready  to  receive  you.** 

Era  willingly  gave  the  reqtdred  promise, 
though  she  thought  the  request  a  strange  one. 
And  then  they  parted. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 


*"  When  art  thou,  dei^? 
Come  hither,  oome!*' 


On  arriving  at  home^  Eva  found  Miss  Stanley 
divided  between  anxiety  at  her  prdonged 
absence  and  curiosity  to  learn  more  particiiltfs 
concerning  Her  recent  engagement  to  Sir  Fdix 
Yaine.  But  all  questions^  direct  and  indirect, 
Eva  evaded  at  present,  as  carefully  as  wWk 
the  engagement  existed;  and  only  repeated 
what  she  had  said  before,  that  her  release  was 
a  source  of  pleasure  to  her,  without  in  any 
manner  explaining  why  she  had  become  en* 
gaged.  And  then  they  spoke  of  Fanny  AyfaDeri 
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and  suggested  many  plans  for  getting  her  to 
come  to  them. 

^*  This  must  be  the  first  thing  I  do,'*  said 
Era;  ''  for  while  Fanny  is  pining,  I  can  enjoy 
nothing  myself." 

**  Bat  snrely/'  replied  Miss  Stanley,  "  Stuart 
will  return  to  comfort  lus  mother  and  nster, 
when  he  hears  of  this  new  esdamity  V* 

*'  It  is  more  probable  they  will  both  go 
abroad  to  him/'  was  the  answer.  "  I  belieye 
he  is  still  in  Naples." 

*'  Ah,  that  is  where  poor  Alice  Norton  Kves, 
is  it  not?" 

"  Yes,"  said  Eva,  and  immediately  after  she 
wished  her  companion  good  night,  and  went  to 
her  own  room.  This  mention  of  *'  poor  Alice 
Norton  "  had  again  changed  the  current  of  her 
thoughts  firom  sweet  to  bitter — and  what  a 
firagile  thing  is  human  happiness  when  a  word, 
a  name,  accidentally  spoken,  can  affect  it 
thus! 

Eya  scarcely  closed  her  eyes  that  night,  for 
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the  remenibraiices  of  pist  jmms  ctowddl  nfeo 
her  mind^  and  mingled  strangely  wiA,  hflt  mti* 
dpationfl  of  conmig  onea.  And  then,  die  dwdt 
Qfn  the  &fee  of  moii  of  those  the  ItmsWf  herovft 
companions  and  equals^  and  shuddeBed  m  tb 
eomdion  forced  itself  upon  her^  liiat  almMt 
all  were  miaeraUe.  And  irfnt  Was  there  ia 
her^  that  she  ahotild  be  mare  Ueet  than  tbef  ? 
^'  Ohte,  no,**  idle  tnnmnrod^  aadie  sat&pm 
her  bed^  and  looked  out  on  the  hdgbt  warn 
that  shone  so  placidly  through  her  window; 
''  there  is  no  happineas  on  earth ;  and  yet  ^ 
heart  will  ding  to  it,  even  in  spite  of  ibelinK 
that  all  is  ranity  and  yezation  of  spirit" 

A  dead  patted  before  the  moon,  and  St* 
thought  of  Charlotte  Dacrea,  and  how  she  hi 
onoe  watchri  that  moon's  aetting,  and  p^ 
phesied  her  <^wn  £ite  from  it  And  had  ad 
the  sad  prediction  been  £i&y  Terified?  Tsiy 
CSharlotte  was  indeed  wretehed,  and  hi  ker 
there  seemed  no  hope  of  brighter  days,  ferksr 
sDtd  as  well  as  her  heart  was  darksned. 
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How  Btnsnge,  tliat  eyen  the  moet  unselfiah 
should  derive  a  species  of  consolation  from  the 
xeiectiaii  that  there  are  others  whose  fate  is 
harder  and  more  hopeless  than  their  own.  But 
so  it  is;  and  Eva,  in  thinking  of  poor  Char- 
lotte Dacres,  began  to  feel  that  she  did  wrong 
in  mmmnring  at  the  uncertainty  of  her  own 
lot ;  and  she  condnded  her  meditadons  with  a 
sincere  prayer  for  a  resigned  and  contented 
spint. 

A  few  hours'  broken  sleep  succeeded,  and 
when  the  bright  morning  sun  fully  awakened 
her,  she  arose  with  a  lighter  and  more  hoping 
heart ;  dressed  herself,  and  descended  to  the 
break&st  parlour.  As  soon  as  this  meal  was 
concluded,  she  left  the  room,  and  in  a  few 
minutes  entered  it  again,  with  her  bonnet  on. 

^'What,  going  to  that  eyerlastmg  glen  so 
early  T'  said  Miss  Stanley  in  some  surprise. 

^*  No,"  replied  Era,  ^'I  am  not  going  to  the 
glen  now— this  bright  and  glaring  sun  would 
destroy  all  my  iQusions  connected  with  it.  My 
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present  destination  is  the  parsonage,  to  see 
Charlotte  by  her  own  request.** 

'^  Then  pray^  my  love^  do  not  ask  me  to  w- 
company  you.'* 

''  Certainly  not ;  she ,  particularly  viBhedto 
see  me  alone.*' 

''  Ah,  what  can  that  be  for  ?  some  secret  she 
is  anxious  to  communicate,  perhaps.** 

"Indeed,  I  do  not  know.  Miss  Stanley," 
answered  Eva,  preparing  to  leave  the  room ; 
"  so  m  revoir.** 

"  But  how  feverish  you  are,  my  dear  duUf** 
said  Miss  Stanley,  returning  the  pressure  of 
Eva's  hand ;  ''  and  now  you  stand  in  the  ligl^ 
I  see  you  are  dreadfully  pale.** 

"  Yes,  I  fear  I  am  not  very  well.  The marb 
of  the  chains  that  have  so  long  bound  me,  caBr 
not  be  expected  to  disappear  in  a  few  hours* 
But  if  I  become  ill,  we  must  get  Fanny  to  come 
and  assist  you  in  nursing  me,**  said  Eva  cheer- 
fully, as  she  passed  out  into  the  garden. 

A  walk  of  about  a  quarter  of   an  hour 
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brought  her  to  the  parsonage.  It  was  rather 
before  the  hour  Charlotte  had  appointed,  and 
instead  of  entering  the  house  immediately  Era 
wandered  round  the  garden,  and  examined 
more  minutely  than  she  had  done  since  she 
left  the  place,  all  the  old,  familiar  objects. 
And  almost  she  could  fancy  that  past  times 
were  come  back  again,  as  the  waving  trees 
saluted  her,  and  the  perfume  of  the  roses 
filled  the  air  around.  She  plucked  a  sprig 
from  a  shrub  her  uncle  himself  had  planted, 
and  as  she  looked  on  it,  the  old  man's  fSeuse 
was  before  her.  The  very  day,  the  very  hour 
were  present  now,  when  he  had  brought  it 
home  from  the  village,  and  placed  it  there; 
and  so  far  into  the  past  had  her  imagination 
strayed,  that  when  she  heard  a  step  behind 
her,  she  almost  believed  for  a  moment  that 
it  was  his. 

The  illusion,  however,  was  quickly  dispelled 
by  the  voice  of  Mrs.  Dacres: — 

"  Ah,  Miss  Herbert,*'  she  said,  tapping  Fva 
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cm  the  dioulder^  ^  ithj  did  you  not  cone  into 
llie  hoQie?  I  am  Yery  ^ad  to  cee  you^  nf 
dear;  Charlotte  ioid  va  ahe  expected  yoa  ^ 
aAoniog;  she  has  not  left  her  room  yet;  xadeed 
•he  seldom  does,  before  eleven  or  twefare;  aad 
I  know  die  was  up  lialf  the  night,  poor  desrl 
for  I  heard  her  walking  abont,  and  to  I 
dionldn't  be  mudi  surprised  if  you  fomid 
her  asleep.  But  she  gare  orders  that  yoa 
ahonld  be  sent  up  to  her  the  moment  yon 
came,  and  that  nobody  shonid  disturb  her 
before  that;  therefore  if  you  axe  ready,  per- 
haps you  will  be  good  enongh  to  go  at  oaee. 
I  hope  and  trost,"  continued  the  old  lady,  her 
eyes  filling  with  tears,  "  that  die  poor  diU 
means  to  open  her  heart  to  you,  Mim  Herbert, 
^e  is  very  miserable,  and  has  been  for  a  long 
time;  but  I  have  often  thought  if  she  would 
speak  freely  to  some  one  of  what  troubles  her, 
it  would  make  her  mipd  easier;  and  if  you 
can  give  her  the  least  comfort,  an  old  wcMnan't 
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eternal  tlianks  and  wannest  blesnngs  flhall  repajr 
yon/' 

**  Indeed/'  replied  Eva^  **  I  will  do  all  in 
my  power^  Mrs.  Dacres^  to  comfort  Charlotte, 
and  I  am  quite  ready  to  go  np  to  her  now." 

**  Well^  do  then,  my  dear,  and  I  shall  hope 
to  see  my  poor  girl  come  down  with  a  cheerfnl 
fiice  one  more." 

Eva  ascended  the  stairs,  and  tapped  gently 
at  Charlotte's  door;  there  was  no  answer,  and 
so  she  opened  it,  and  went  softly  in.  Charlotte 
was  lying  on  tiie  bed,  in  her  usual  dress,  and 
her  &ce  turned  towards  the  wall.  Eva,  beHev- 
ing  she  slept,  sat  down  by  the  window  with  llie 
intention  of  waiting  till  she  awoke.  ''  Poor, 
poor  Charlotte,"  she  said  to  herself,  '^  she  is 
now  enjoying  a  short  respite  from  misery,  and 
it  would  be  cruel  to  shorten,  perhaps,  her  only 
moments  of  peace  I" 

To  beguile  the  time,  Eya  took  up  a  book  ^ikik 
lay  open  on  a  chair  near  the  4>ed.  It  was  a  vo- 
lume of  philosophy,  contaimsajg  daring  theories 
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of  the  principles  of  nature,  and  Eya  shuddeied 
as  she  reflected  that  stadying  sach  books  as  these 
had  only  confirmed  Charlotte  Dacres  in  unbe- 
lief; and  she  laid  it  down  again  immediatelj. 
Several  others  of  the  same  description  were  scat- 
tered about  the  room,  which,  like  its  occupant's 
mind,  was  in  a  state  of  great  disorder.  A  biUe, 
too,  was  there,  but  it  appeared  less  used  tDan 
the  rest;  and  a  selection  from  all  the  best  poets, 
in  tinyyolumes,  filled  a  small  book-case,  that 
bung  by  the  bed-side. 

In  recroBsing  the  room,  after  choosing  one  of 
these  volumes,  Eva  perceived  on  a  table  diat 
stood  in  a  recess,  a  letter  addressed  to  herself 
Sbe  started  as  she  recognised  Charlotte's 
writing,  and  read  the  words  on  the  outside, 
"  To  be  opened  immediately."  What  could  it 
mean?  An  undefined  fear  chilled  her  heart 
as  she  broke  the  seal,  and  began  to  read  the 
following : 

"  The  task  I  have  imposed  upon  you.  Miss 
Herbert,  is  I  know  a  terrible  one,  but  you 
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have  a  strong  mind,  that  is  one  of  mj  reasons 
for  doing  it,  and  another  is,  that  I  believe 
you  haye  had  yoor  share  of  happiness  in  this 
world — ^in  having  been  loved — and  besides, 
(for  why  shotdd  I  conceal  it  now  ?)  I  have  never 
forgiven  you  for  robbing  me  of  the  only  love  I 
coveted.  I  told  you  that  when  you  came 
to  me  this  morning,  I  would  shew  you  the  re- 
sult of  such  wretchedness  as  mine.  You  see 
it  now.  You  are  reading  the  words  of  the  dead 
— Do  not  start,  or  shriek.  I  call  upon  you, 
Eva  Herbert,  from  an  unknown  world,  not  for 
mine,  but  for  my  mother's  and  my  brother's 
sake,  to  go  through  your  task  calmly.  To  you 
I  scruple  not  to  say,  I  die  by  my  own  act,  but 
oh  spare  them  the  knowledge.  It  is  for  this  I 
have  summoned  you.  I  understand  well  the 
properties  of  the  poison  I  am  about  to  take, 
and  know  exactly  the  time  I  shall  live  after  it. 
I  must  read  during  these  hours,  but  the  book  I 
shall  choose,  is  one  that  I  would  not  have  my 
brother  think  my  last  moments  were  employed 
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with;  BO,  if  it  is  near  me,  fer  deaih  msy  oone 

on  suddenly,  taJce  it  away,  and  put  a  Tolnaie 

of  sermons  (yon  will  find)  in  its  place.    Hub 

is  a  harmless  hypocrisy,  and  will  rai^e  poor 

Edward  happy.    The  bottle  too,  which  ooBtains 

my  midnight  dose,  I  diall  lea^e  fiyr  yon  to 

conceal.    One  word  more — comfort  my  poor 

old  mother^  and  as  yon  hope  fi>r  happinessaad 

a  peaceful  death-bed  yourself,   conceal  from 

her  the  manner  of  my  death.     I  am  going,  I 

know  not  and  care  not  whither ;  if  the  fiiture  is 

not  annihilation,  it  m«Bt  be  something  better 

than  this  world  has  been  to  me.    Once  noie 

remember.  Era  Herbert,  these  words  are  as  a 

Toicefirom  the  grayei    And  now  &rewelL    It 

is  timel 

"  Chabix>ttb.*' 

Below  this  was  written,  '*  If  any  odier  than 
E^a  Herbert  reads  this  letter,  my  dearest 
mother  and  brother  at  least  wifl  see  ibat  I 
have  done  my  best  to  spare  them  naneoessaiy 
misery,'' 
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Era  did  get  thxcngk  flie  whole  of  this  lin- 
gular and  terrible  epistle  without  screaming  or 
fiiinting.  jEbto  she  did  so,  was  often  after  a 
nutter  of  astonishment  to  herself;  but  her 
nuad  had  been  in  a  state  of  excitement  when 
she  came — ^feyer  was  in  her  yeias,  and  this 
perhaps  gave  her  unnatural  power. 

She  stood  for  some  nunntes  like  one  stu- 
pified;  her  mind  a  chaos  of  fearful  images, 
and  her  whole  frame  trembliug  violently.  At 
length  she  seized  the  letter  which  she  had  be- 
fore thrown  down,  and  thrust  it  into  her  bosom, 
and  in  doing  this  her  eye  fell  on  the  empty 
bottle,  which  she  also  caught  up  and  concealed 
with  the  letter.  For  in  spite  of  the  delirium 
of  her  feeling,  the  dead  girl's  injunctions  still 
seemed  to  sound  in  her  ears.  That  relating  to 
the  sermons  was  too  reyolting  to  be  thought 
of;  and  so,  without  venturing  one  more  look 
towards  the  bed,  Eva  rushed  from  the  room. 
Meeting  Mrs.  Dacres  at  the  bottom  of  the 
stairs,  she  said  hurriedly,    ^*  Go  instantly  to 
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jour  daughter — she  does  not  ^eak  or  breathe. 

Go,gor 

Without  waiting  to  see  the  effect  of  her 
words,  Eva  hastened  out  of  the  house;  and 
walked  with  extraordinary  rapidity  towards 
home.  Miss  Stanley  stood  at  the  door,  and 
the  moment  Eva  saw  her  she  ran  quickly  up, 
and  shrieking  wildly — ^'^Save  me,  sare  me 
from  her/'  faintied  in  her  frightened  com- 
panion's arms. 
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*'  He  drew  me  closer,  closer, 
But  still  we  spoke  no  word ; 
And  the  beating  of  onr  own  hearts 
Was  all  the  sound  we  heard  I** 


The  consequences  of  the  exciting  scenes  she 
had  gone  through,  acting  on  a  mind  and  body 
debilitated  as  Era's  were,  was  a  dangerous 
ilhiess,  which  soon  took  the  form  of  a  brain- 
fever  of  the  sererest  kind.  For  three  weeks 
her  life  was  scarcely  hoped  for,  but  Miss  Stan- 
ley and  old  Janet  were  excellent  nurses,  and 
both  of  them  deyoter  to  their  charge.  When 
the  strength  of  the  formed  began  to  fail  from 
intense  care  and  watching,  the  idea  occurred  to 
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her  of  sending  for  Fanny  Aylmer.  Two 
letters  bad  arrired  firom  her  since  Eva's  illness, 
and  the  last  of  these  Miss  Stanley  ventured  to 
oi>en. 

It  was  short,  and  only  spoke  of  her  soiprise 
at  not  haying  received  an  answer  to  her  former 
one,  and  mentioned  that  her  mother  was  getting 
better,  and  that  Sir  Marmadoke  Digby  still 
remained  with  them.  Upon  ^is.  Miss  Stanley 
wrote  immediately,  telling  Fanny  of  Era's  iQ- 
ness,  and  begging  her,  if  it  was  any  way 
possible,  to  come  to  her  firiend. 

In  three  days  firom  this  time,  the  aflSBdknistc 
giri  arrived,  attended  only  by  one  servant; 
and  though  reduced  by  suffering  almost  to  a 
shadow  of  her  former  self^  cheerfidly  and 
gladly  performed  her  part  in  ministering  to  ihe 
beloved  invalid.  And  in  anodier  week  tfaey 
had  all  the  nnspeakiUe  happiness  of  seeii^  the 
objeet  of  their  anxie^  restored  to  oonscioio- 
ness,  and  otit  of  immediate  danger. 

To  Eva  herseU^   it  was  a  aouroe  «f  die 
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greatest  pleasure  to  fiad  Fanny  with  her  ag^ ; 
and  the  momeiit  she  was  allowed  to  talk,  ahe 
expressed  all  the  gratitude  that  oyerflowed  tiiis 
firesh  inatanoe  of  the  unselfish  girrs  devotion. 

The  first  time  after  the  return  of  her  reason, 
that  she  was  alone  with  Miss  Stanley,  Era 
questioned  her  eagerly  concerning  the  death  of 
Charlotte  Dacres,  aibout  which  her  recoUeetion 
was  still  much  coniused. 

"  I  have  seen  none  of  the  family  since  your 
illness,"  was  the  reply ;  *'  but  from  the  doctor 
and  nurae  I  hare  heard  that  Charlotte  was 
feund  dead  in  her  bed  the  morning  you  were 
with  her;  and  it  is  thought  that  the  shock 
you  experienced  on  finding  her,  you  went  to 
seek,  a  corpse,  occasioned  your  sudden  iU- 
ness." 

£ya  shuddered  as  she  Asked  asudously  if 
that  was  all. 

''  It  is  all  that  any  besides  ourselves  know," 
replied  Miss  {Stanley.  ''The  mother  and 
brother  both  believe  that  Charlotte  died  from 
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a  disease  of  the  heart;  and  the  doctor  ^wfao  wu 
called  in  confirmed  them  in  this  opinion.** 

"  But/*  persisted  Eya,  as  her  memory  fist 
hronght  bade  the  fearful  scene  she  had  gone 
through^  ''was  there  not  a  letter  and  some- 
thing else?" 

"  There  was^  Eya;  but  nobody  saw  either, 
but  myself;  and  all  is  now  destroyed.  Not  a 
single  trace  remains  to  tell  the  wretched  mother 
that  her  unhappy  child  perished  by  her  own 
hand.*' 

"And  poor  Edward — ^has  he  not  suffered 
greatly  r 

'*  So  greatly^  that  they  say  he  will  neyer  be 
the  same  again ;  and  Mrs.  Dacres  has  been 
almost  dying. — ^But  now  that  you  are  better, 
dear  Eva,  and  have  Fanny  with  you,  I  shaD 
pay  a  visit  to  the  parsonage,  and  then  I  canteD 
you  more  about  them." 

This  proposed  yisit  was  paid  on  the  same 
day,  and  the  report  concerning  it  agitated  and 
afflicted  Eva  deeply. 
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-  ''Never/'  said  Miss  Stanley,  in  describing 
it,  ''  never  have  I  witnessed  anything  so 
moumful  and  heartrending  as  that  household 
now.  Edward  tries,  but  has  no  power  to  con- 
sole the  old  woman,  his  own  grief  is  so  deep- 
seated  and  intense ;  and  she  endeavours,  though 
most  unsuccessfblly,  to  hide  her  sufferings  from 
him. — ^Ah,  poor  Charlotte  never  knew  how 
much  these  affectionate  beings  loved  her !" 

In  spite  of  all  the  care  and  solicitude  of  her 
attendants,  Eva's  strength  rallied  but  slowly, 
and  her  spirits  were  greatly  depressed.  The 
autumn  was  approaching;  at  all  times  a  melan- 
choly season,  and  doubly  so,  when  the  heart 
feels  that  its  dearest  hopes  are  at  best  uncertain 
of  being  realized,  and  that,  ere  the  yellow, 
fidling  leaves  are  replaced  again,  by  the  gentle 
breath  of  spring,  those  hopes  may  be  crushed 
to  the  very  dust. 

One  day,  as  Fanny  was  sitting  alone  with 
her,  Eva  suddenly  exclaimed,  ''Did  I  not 
talk  grievous  nonsense  during  the  height  of 
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mj  ddiriiim.  Fumy  ?    I  am  sure  people  ge- 
Berallj  do  ao." 

''  You  latom  I  was  not  here  all  die  time,'' 
lepKed  Faamj^  eraairelj. 

''Bat when  joucame^  I  waaatiUuDOOiuBUNis 
of  ererTtfainp.  Do  tdl  me,  Fanaj,  if  I  ercr 
spoke  what  I  ahonld  not  haye  gi?ea  nftteraaee 
to  in  mj  right  aenaes  ?** 

After  a  diort  hesitation,  Fanny  answered, 
^  There  waa  nothing  oonnected  in  what  yon 
said,  Eya,  and  there  were  none  bnt  fiieadi  to 
hearit*^ 

Era  feaxed  to  aak  mow,  and  both  were  aieat 
lor  many  minntea.  At  leogdi,  Fanny  looked 
up,  observing: — 

''I  haye  had  a  letter  fiosn  Stittxt  thk 
moming.*'  She  waa  nnaware  of  the  iafarenee 
to  be  deduced  from  this  sudden  mendon  of  bnr 
brother's  name ;  but  £ya*8  pde  fiue  became 
crimson  in  a  moment,  aa  ahe  Mt  conyittoed, 
from  Fanny's  unguardedneas,  ihat  the  secnl 
of  her  heart  had  been  beteayed  dun^  har 
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illness.  But  her  fxiend,  not  noticing  her  oon- 
fnsion,  continued — He  speaks  of  retaming 
home,  tor  travelling  has  ceased  to  interest 
him;  and  he  has  some  idea  of  getting  into 
parliament*  My  last  letter  had  evidently  not 
heen  received  when  this  was  written/' 

**  Then  your  brother  is  still  ignorant  of  ^ke 
changes  in  your  familyf'  said  Eva. 

*^  The  papers  must  have  informed  him  of  all 
by  dus  time/'  answered  Fanny;  ^  and  I  dread 
to  hear  how  he  has  borne  it.  Oh,  that  the  hour 
shoxQd  ever  have  come  when  I  can  bless  God  for 
my  Other's  death!" 

Never  till  now  had  Fanny  alluded  in  the 
most  distant  manner  to  Clara's  elopement,  and 
a  burst  of  tears  ibllowed  this  exclamation.  Eva 
saw  that  it  relieved  her,  and  did  not  seek  to 
soothe  her  yet;  but  from  this  time  there  was 
less  reserve  between  the  Mends. 

Eva  grew  more  depressed  after  her  conver* 
sation  with  Fanny,  for  she  fek  that  the  latter, 
and  perhaps  Miss  Stanley  too,  were  now  aware 
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of  I«  attaduneni  to  Stuart.  Wbatmi^die 
not  have  said  dmiiig  diat  long  ddiriam!  what 
G^RHaoos  of  tendernesB  long  repressed  night 
have  pasnd  her  uneonscioits  fips,  and  hate 
aaade  her  an  olged  of  pi^,  if  not  of  con- 
tCB^  to  diose  who  heaid  it!  These  idess 
haimted  and  distracted  her  mind,  and  greatij 
retarded  tihe  pgogress  of  her  reooTeij;  so  that 
when  Septemb^  came»  and  brought  widi  its 
cooler  hreeses  no  roses  to  her  &ded  cheeh, 
die  physician  who  had  attended  her  throagh- 
omt  her  illness  began  to  speak  of  a  removal  to 
a  wanner  climate  being  necessary. 

''Ah,  dienyoudiinklshalldier  saidETi 
monmfblly  when  this  was  first  suggested;  ''bat 
tdl  me  if  it  is  so,  for  I  would  not,  forthe  sake 
of  living  a  few  months  or  weeks  longer,  die 
among  strangers  in  a  strange  land." 

The  doctor  reassored  her,  but  bade  her  at 
the  same  time  think  seriously  of  his  proposal 
And  Era  did  think  seriously  of  it;  at  one  mo- 
ment persuading  herself  it  would  be  the  beat 
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thing  she  cotild  do,  and  the  next  rejecting  it, 
88  an  nselefls  £Ektigue,  that  would  bring  her 
neither  health  nor  pleasure. 

There  was  one  reason  also,  unconnected  with 
herself,  that  inclined  her  strongly  to  remain  at 
Glandale.  Since  her  conyalescence  they  had 
frequently  visited  the  Dacres  at  the  parsonage; 
and  the  old  lady  always  seemed  to  deriye  com- 
£Drt  and  consolation  from  Fanny  Aylmer's  pre- 
sence. The  manners  of  the  latter  had  become, 
from  her  own  sufferings,  subdued  and  gentle 
in  the  extreme,  making  her  a  fit  and  welcome 
companion  to  those  who  had  been  heavily 
stricken  too  —  and  it  is  not  impossible  also 
Ihat  to  the  mother  of  him  she  had  loved 
with  such  a  girlish  fondness,  Fanny's  man- 
ner might  have  been  even  gentler  and  more 
tenderly  sympathizing  than  to  another.  At 
all  events,  Mrs.  Dacres  soon  attached  herself 
entirely  to  the  young  and  quiet  girl,  who 
would  sit  with  her  for  hours  without  feeling 
wearied,   or  support  her  feeble  steps  round 
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dfee  now  negtectrd  gaxden^  irbeie  eadi  laM 
Ae  must  submit  to  hare  pointed  oat  to  ki 
hf  the  imhapp7  nuHber,  idnee  OMaioiy  vm 
ftdiDg  fittt,  tlie  flowen  Imt  "  Uewd  Chir- 
lotte"  bad  lored  die  bert,  and  vbich  mte 
now  iridiered  or  choked  inth  weeds. 

AH  this  fkimy  did  and  endmvd  aiipireutly 
widiont  a  thon^t  or  hope  of  reoompeiMey  &r 
Edward  was  rarelj  atrhome  now  that  he  nw 
his  modier  had  other  and  better  ooflsolen  thm 
he  conld  be;  and  in  all  the  fiaiti  Faanj  bad 
made  to  the  parsonage  she  had  never  seeahiA 
tar  more  than  a  quarter  of  an  boor  at  a  tine. 
But  in  spite  of  this,  E^a,  (whobelieTedfiiOj 
Uiat  Fanny  lored  die  young  rector  still)  hoped, 
and  MisB  Stanley  hoped  too,  tiiat  it  would,  ta 
use  the  bitter's  own  words,  **  come  to  •omc' 
thing."  And  therefore  it  was  that  thejbodi 
shrank  from  the  idea  of  leaTing  GlMnlale  at 
present. 

But  Mrs.  Ayfaner— -who  when  the  aho^of 
poor  Isabel's  death  and  Clara's  dmgnceim 
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orer^  he^azne  mpre  nenrous  and  inataUe  than 
eyer— ^ew  tibr^  of  her  youngest,  daughter's, 
prolonged  absence^  and  wrote  to  beg  she  wonld 
return  unmediately,  and  bring  Miss  Herbert 
vith  hev4  The  letter  con^hided  tbii»:  ''  I. 
tUnk^  Fanagfi  conaidpisiQg  yow  pexfect  knowr^. 
ledg^  of  the  ivretched  state,  of  my,  n^rr^s,  you^ 
haye  shpwn  yery  little  feeUng  in  staying  away 
so  long.  Itiis  true,  I  did  not  Jooss  yon,  while. 
Marmaduke  was  here,  for  natbipg  oould  be 
kinder  or  mom  attentjlye  than  his  conduct 
towards  me;^  but « he  has  been  obliged  to  go  to 
London  on  business — ^you  need  not  be  alarmed 
at  this,  for  it.is  qioite  unoo^tuiected  with  our 
unhappy  Clara-^biifc  as  I  said>  hi^  is  gone,  and 
so  I  mu^  haye  yo^  home.  Fray  persuade  Mm 
Herbert  to  come  too ;  she  will  be  les9  mopiah 
than  you^  and  oyeryfiiiitg  her^is  horridly  dulL 
Mrs.  Weath^poon  is  almost  tbeionJiy  person 
I  seoj  and  she  is  groidng  dreadfully  stupid. 
The  MoKtynf^  are  just  ar^yed.  with  their  daugh* 
tear,(whQ  h^s.be^  a  whole. seaspn  jxk  London) 
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still  unmairied.  I  suppose  it  wiQ  be  your  &te 
to  be  an  old  maid,  for  all  my  children  tarn  out 
badly.  Bememb^  I  shall  expect  you,  and  not 
a  letter  in  answer  to  this.  I  hate  to  be  alone 
now,  it  makes  me  so  low  and  nerroiu;  and  I 
am  alwap  fimcying  I  see  poor  Bella's  nuserabk 
fiu».  But  pray  never  speak  of  this  to  me  when 
you  come — ^I  suppose  I  shall  get  oyer  it  in 
time.  With  compliments  to  Miss  Herbert, 
''  Believe  me, 

''  Your  affectionate  Modier, 

''C.  Atlmbe.'* 

It  was  with  sincere  sorrow  and  disapp<»Ii^ 
ment  that  Eva  listened  to  Fanny's  comma- 
nication  respecting  the  contents  of  this  letter. 
She  at  once  and  steadily  refused  to  go  herself 
to  Elmcourt,  but  in  vain  she  tried  to  pertnade 
her  friend  to  stay  witli  her  yet  a  little  longer. 

''  Mama  is  unhappy,"  replied  Fanny,  ''  and 
you  are  getting  well,  so  my  duty  is  plain." 

"  But  indeed,  Fanny,  I  am  very  ftr  fion 
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weUy"  said  Eya  earnestly;  "  and  so  many  will 
miss  you  here.  What  will  poor  Mrs.  Dacres 
do  when  her  little  fiEkYoniite  is  gone  V* 

Fanny  sighed  unconsciously,  hut  her  resolu- 
tion did  not  wayer;  and  that  evening  she  went 
to  the  parsonage  to  say  fiurewell.  Eva  and 
Miss  Stanley  watched  her  as  she  walked  slowly 
from  the  cottage,  and  the  latter  said,  ''  Ah, 
poor  Fanny!  I  had  hoped  that  before  she  left 
us,  her  little  heart  would  have  been  made 
happy.  But  after  all,  she  appears  less  miserable 
at  the  thoughts  of  leaving  Glandale  than  I 
should  have  expected." 

How  blindly  do  we  often  judge  of  the  hearts 
and  feelings  even  of  those  with  whom  we  are 
most  intimate!  While  Miss  Stanley  spoke, 
''  poor  Fanny,''  as  she  had  justly  called  her, 
alone  now,  with  none  to  mark  the  despairing 
sigh  or  the  bitter  tear,  was  giving  vent  to  the 
anguish  that  overflowed  her  soul  at  the 
thoughts  that  crowded  to  her  mind.  TiU  now 
she  never   knew  how    much    of  hope   had 
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DacretH-Hi  Idre  tlut  had  survit^  tdweneei 
suffering  of  MHuyldiidBi  Hud  even  Iob  i({ipaiait 
indiffereBce  to  hter.  Bitt  then,  Ktde  as  die  liad 
teett  of  bim  during  het  visifes  to  Us  homei 
tiiere  Wfere  moimentB  when  Bhe  had  fimded, 
ftom  BMke  'trivial  act  -or  -looli.  dat  be  ^ras 
begittiiiiig  to  retimi  ha^  a^fbetsaii;  and  on  diese 
Dccasions  she  would  say  to  liend(^ '  I  do  not 
fiMur.    He  will  love  me  -at  last' 

But  now  die  was  going;  the  **  at  last^  woaU 
nerer  come.  And  Fanny  felt  aU  the  sUing 
desolation  of  heart  that  follows  a  connctian 
that  its  dearest  hopes  are  blighted.  How  hard 
the  struggled  to  feree  haA  the  bomuig  tetts 
that  came  to  her  eyes^  as  the  parsonage  at 
length  was  reached,  whfle  Ibe  torturing 
thought  suggested  itself  dfttt  paxleqpB  ahe  aright 
not  even  see  Edward  again.  ''  But  I  may,  I 
may/*  she  murmured,  pressfaig  her  hand  to  her 
aide,  to  still  the  wild  beatmg  of  her  heart,  as 
rdie  ti^anblingly  unlatdied  the  well-known  gate. 
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Mifs.  Dacres  was  alone^.  and  received  her 
fiiTourite  as  usual  with  the  warmest  expressions 
of  afiection;  but  when  Fanny  mentioned  that 
this  was  to  be  a  last  visit,  the  old  lady  burst 
into  tears,  eyclaiming  mournfully,  "  Then  who 
win  talk  to  me  of  poor  Charlotte,  and  look  at 
her  flowers;  and  bear  with  aU  an  old,  dying 
woman's  whims  when  you  are  gone?" 

''  Miss  Herbert  will  still  be  here,"  said 
Fanny,  as  she  turned  her  eyes  wistfully  towards 
the  door.  "  And  I  am  sure  she  will  do  aU 
for  you  that  I  have  done,  and  much  more  too, 
dearest  Mrs.  Dacres/* 

"  No,  no,  she  will  never  seem  so  much  my 
own  as  you  have  seemed;  she  always  shudders 
too,  and  tries  to  change  the  subject,  when  I 
speak  of  poor  Charlotte,  as  though  a  mother's 
doting  fondness  wearied  her." 

"  Indeed  you  mistake  her,"  answered  Fanny 
warmty;  ''there  is  not  in  the  whole  world  a 
kinder  or  more  unselfish  heart  than  Eva 
Berbert's." 
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"  Aj,  Bj,  my  dear,  bo  my  Edward  ahnp 
uaed  to  say;  bat  lately  I  fimcy  he  has  thought 
with  me,  that  there  is  another  eren  worthier 
and  dearer  than  hers." 

Fanny's  beating  heart  alone  answered  this, 
and  the  old  lady  continued,  '*  Ah,  Miss  Fanny, 
yon  will  go  to  gayer  friends,  and  many  will 
lore  and  praise  yon,  and  you  will  most  likely 
marry  and  Uve  in  splendour,  and  may  be  forget 
the  days  when  your  sweet  smile  and  gentle 
Yoioe  soothed  the  dwellers  in  this  lonely  place. 
But  we  can  never,  nerer,  forget  you;  and  if 
the  blessings  of  a  grateful  heart,  and  its  earnest 
prayers  to  Grod  for  your  happiuess,  can  make 
you  happy,  then,  my  dear  child,  you  shall  hare 
no  cause  to  complain  of  your  lot." 

Fanny's  tears  flowed  abundantly  while  Mis. 
Dacres  spoke,  and  she  murmured  some  inar- 
ticulate words  of  comfort  in  reply,  though 
feeling  at  the  same  time  that  she  herself  needed 
consolation  more.  For  Edward  did  not  come. 
The  hour  she  had  allotted  for  h^  stay  at  &e 
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parsonage  glided  rapidly  away^  and  yet  it  had 
aeexned  to  Fanny,  till  it  was  really  gone,  tke 
longest  she  had  ever  known.  What  would 
she  not  have  given  for  courage  to  ask  for 
Edward!  just  to  ask  where  he  was,  and  if 
there  was  any  chance  of  his  return.  But 
another  half  hour  passed,  and  still  her  tongue 
refused  to  utter  the  words  that  were  every  mo- 
ment on  her  lips,  and  she  felt  she  might  delay 
her  departure  no  longer. 

"  You  win  say  good  by  to  Mr.  Dacres,  for 
meT'  she  said,  with  an  unsteady  voice,  as  the 
old  lady  fondly  kissed  and  covered  her  pale 
cheek  with  tears.  ''  I  am  to  start  early  to-mor- 
row; so  I  dare  say  I  shall  not  see  him  again." 

''  Oh  yes,  yes,  Edward  will  see  you,  I  know 
he  will.  And  will  you  promise  me  (if  it  is 
possible)  to  come  to  Glandale  some  time  again 
before  I  die?" 

Fanny  pressed  the  hand  that  Mrs.  Dacres  ex- 
tended to  her,  in  expressive  silence,  for  she 
could  not  speak  another  word.     And  with  a 
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iigli  Ihat  came  fiam  the  Tery  depths  of  her 
heArtyshetconiedlierlmckon  die  beandfidpir- 
n&tagB  of  Glandale. 

And  now  that  it^w3B  all  oyer-'-tliat  the  krt 
glimmer  of  hope  was  esctinct,  no  tears  came  to 
telieve  die  fearfhl  oppreasioii  of  poor  Fanqr'i 
aiekeniiig  souL  She  only  felt  a  wish,  that  giev 
stronger  with  every  step  she  took,  to  die  and 
Ibiget  it  all.  *'  Bat  oh,  to  live,  to  liye,"  die 
murmured, ''  and  have  to  struggle  daily,  hourly 
with  this  loye — ^no,  no,  it  cannot  heP*  And 
then  she  turned  and  looked  again,  and  yet 
once  again,  at  the  sweet  parsonage,  staadisg 
in  its  tranquil  beauty  on  the  green  hill,  aad 
seeming,  in  its  calmrepose,  to  mock  her  pas* 
sionate  misery.  *'  Oh,  for  some  -quiet  spot, 
where  I  might  hide  myself  from  all  eyes!  To 
be  alone.  I  must  be  aloaei"  And  instead  of 
proceeding  towards  home,  Fanny  turned  vitk 
sudden  energy  to  go  to  the  Murmuring  CUen. 

By  a  strange  coinddenoe,  it  was  on  that  my 
day  the  preyioua  year,  that  she  had  fust  go&«i 
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in  sll  the  liglit^heazted  joyousness  of  a  heart 
untouched  by  Borrow^  to  look  at  that  sweet  spot* 
She  suddenly  remembered  it^  for  the  date  of 
that  day  had  been  firmly  engrayen  on  her  mind> 
and  a  yet  more  hopeless  depression  stole  oyer 
her  spirits.  "  One  year,  only  one  year  I"  she 
said  to  hersel£  ''  I  could  fancy  that  ten  had 
passed  away,  and  each  one  borne  with  it  a 
heavier  weight  of  suffering.  How  brightly 
the  world  was  oi>ening  to  me  then — ^how  blessed 
I  was  in  a  father's  devoted  love;  how  gladly 
my  heart  sung  in  the  consciousness  of  hopes 
yet  undefined,  but  fuU  of  bliss — and  now, 
now: — 

<  Where  it  he,  and  where  are  theyf 

The  place  itself  seems  changed,  and  yet  the 
trees  are  as  bright  in  their  coloured  leaves, 
and  the  brook  sparkles  just  as  it  did  then. 
The  change^  the  fearful  change,  is  in  myself 
— now  I  see  things  as  they  really  are — then 
my  romantic  hopes  coloured  and  irradiated 
all  I  looked  upon!" 
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''  And  18  thy  dream  so  soon  oyer,  Fannj 
Aylmer  ?  Has  life  already  taken  fromdiee  all 
that  life  has  to  give  ?  Can  hope  and  joy  be 
dead  in  a  heart  so  yonng  and  pure  ?  Oh  no, 
no !  that  heart  may  still  sing  and  rejoice,  for 
its  strings  are  yet  unbroken ;  their  tone  may  be 
duller  and  harsher  fer  a  time,  fer  tears  baye 
fellen  oyer  them ;  but  the  hour  that  comes  to 
many  when  the  heart-strings  snap  neyer  to 
unite  again^  has  not  come  to  thee. — So  lift  up 
thy  drooping  head  once  more,  and  say  not 
that  life  is  a  burden  1'' 

Fanny  walked  on  till  she  came  to  the  well- 
remembered  hermitage,  and  there-— oh  joy  un- 
hoped fer ! — ^in  the  self-same  spot  where  he 
had  sat  twelye  months  befere>  sat  Edward, 
Dacres  now.  Did  he  too  remember  this  anni- 
yersary?  Fanny  feared  not,  but  still  Mrs. 
Dacres's  words — **  But  lately  I  fency'  he  has 
thought  with  me,  that  there  is  one  eyen 
Worthier  and  dearer  than  hers" — ^flashed  across 
her  mind,  and  brought  a  slight  blush  to  her 
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cheeky  and  something  like  renewed  bope  to 
her  beating  hearty  as  Edward  eagerly  rose  to 
greet  her. 

**  I  haye  just  come/'  said  Fanny,  after  her 
embarrassment  had  partially  subsided,  "  to 
take  a  last  look  at  the  sweetest  spot  in  all  Glan- 
dale,  for  I  am  going  away  to-morrow.  I  left 
my  adieux  to  you  with  Mrs.  Dacres — ^not  ex* 
pecting  to  see  you  again." 

The  blood  suddenly  fled  firom  Edward's 
coimtenance,  but  he  said  nothing.  And  as  if 
by  a  common  impulse,  they  sat  down  together 
on  the  long  mossy  stone. 

For  some  time  they  both  continued  as  silent 
as  the  twilight,  which  was  stealing  oyer  the 
grey  hills  at  the  eastern  boundary  of  the  scene. 
And  what  was  there  in  that  silence  to  make 
Fanny's  heart  beat  so  strangely,  and  Edward's 
cheek  flush  and  blanch  again?  It  was  that 
emotion  which  follows  the  first  mutual  know- 
ledge  of  mutual  loye. 

Fanny's  words  had  split  like  a  spell    the 
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,  barrier  which  had  rendered  their  late  iat«- 
oonxse  artificial ;  fox  the  sadden  agitation  of 
her  companion,  and  the  strange  glance  that 
met  her  own,  when  she  told  of  her  intended 
departure,  created  a  mutual  intelligence  of 
affection,  which  made  them  both  silent  for  tlie 
time. 

The  long  golden  rays  of  the  sinking  autumn 
sun  were  sparkling  on  the  valley  brook- 
pouring  on  the  sere^leaved  woods  around  the 
place,  and  steeping  them  in  a  quiet  gloiji 
like  that  which  surrounds  the  setting  of  a  good 
man's  life — ^the  thrush  was  singing  out  its  even- 
song from  the  brushwood  in  the  glen,  and  the 
wood-pigeon  was  giving  a  voice  to  the  sohtudes 
of  the  forest  hills. 

A  struggle  was  going  on  in  Edward's  mind 
of  a  nature  that  made  silence  grateful  to  him, 
while  Fanny's  heart  was  fluttering  with  tumul- 
tuous hopes,  that  made  the  scene  around  appear 
less  real  than  a  dream. 

Slowly  came  the  twilight    on;    slowly  its 
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shadows  cast  a  dimness  on  the  brightest  spots 
of  the  glen.  #  But  Fanny  was  imconsdons  of 
all  these  changes,  for  her  sonl  was  drinking  in 
the  tones  which  she  had  so  long  panted  to  hear. 
And  deep  and  passionate  were  those  tones 
in  which  Edward  Dacres  declared  his  love: 
and  simple  and  noble  were  the  reasons  he  gaye 
for  his  haying  struggled  against  it.  And  yery 
low  was  the  yoice  in  which  Fanny  replied, 
nntil  words  became  unnecessary  between  them, 

"  And  the  beating  of  their  own  hearts 
Was  ail  the  aound  they  heard.** 
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"  Methinks  it  ahould  have  been  impossible 
Kot  to  love  all  things  in  a  world  likeOml" 


"  What  an  immense  visit  you  have  paid  to 
the  parsonage,  Fanny/'  said  Miss  Stanley^ 
who  was  sitting  alone  in  the  parlour  when  tbe 
former  entered. 

"  I  have  not  been  there  all  the  time'*  said, 
Fanny  quietly.     '  I  took  a  walk  to  the  glen.*' 

There  was  something  in  the  tones  of  her 
voice  that  instantly  struck  the  penetrating  Hiss 
Stanley,  and  she  replied  eagerly — 

"  You  have  seen  Edward  Dacres — is  it  not 

BO?'* 
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"  Yes,  I  met  him  at  the  henuitage^''  answered 
Fanny^  with  as  much  composure  as  she  could 
assume;  ''  but  I  must  go  now  and  attend  to  mj 
packing.    Is  Eya  up  stairs?" 

"  I  believe  so,"  said  Miss  Stanley,  greatly 
disappointed  that  she  was  not  to  be  the  first  to 
hear  whaterer  Fanny  had  to  tell.  And  the 
latter  left  the  room  and  went  immediately  to 
her  own. 

Here  she  could  sit  and  ponder  on  the  dream- 
like change  that  had  come  oyer  her  destiny  in 
the  last  few  hours.  Here  she  could  kn'eel  and 
pray  that  such  sudden  and  unlooked-for  happi- 
ness might  not  make  her  heart  cling  too  fondly 
to  this  world,  and  that  in  the  present  blessed- 
ness^  the  effects  of  the  ordeal  of  suffering  she 
had  gone  through,  might  not  pass  from  her 
mind;  and  here  too  she  could  recal  every  word 
and  look  of  the  beloved,  and  fondly  picture  to 
herself  the  days  when  they  should  part  no 
more. 

After  she  had  been  thus  employed  about  half 
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an   lioiir^    Eva    entered   the   room.    ^^W^T 
Fannj/'  ahe  exclaimed,  ''  I  dionght  you  were 
attending  to  yonr  packing,    and  I  find  70a 
gaiing    at   the   moon!    What  does  all  tha 
meanf 

"  It  means/'  replied  her  friend,  drawing  t 
chair  fi>r  Eva,  dose  to  her  own,  '*  it  means  only 
that  I  can  think  of  nothing  but  of  thankfokea 
to  Hearen,  and  of  kirn.  Yea,  Eva,  I  can- 
not conceal  it  from  yon — ^Edward,  I  niaj 
call  him  my  Edward  now,  loyes  me.  Oh!  I 
fear  bat  that  I  am  too  happy.  All  the  past, 
the  fearfrd  past,  recedes,  and  thoae  erents  that 
I  thought  woidd  never  be  absent  from  my 
mind  &de  away  into  nothingness  before  the 
words  '  he  loyes  me,'  that  are  ringing  in  my 
heart.  Is  not  this  sinfril,  is  it  not  selfish 
idolatry,  Evar 

''No,  Fanny,  I  think  not,"  was  Eva's 
thoughtful  reply.  "  You  hare  been  deeply 
tried  for  one  so  young,  and  now  you  are  ta 
have  your  reward.    Gtod  bless  you,  Fanny, 
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and  make  you  always  as  happy  as  ydii  are  at  this 
moment.  And  now  tell  me  your  plans  fbr  the 
fnture^  and  '^here  you  mean  to  lire^  and  eyery- 
thing  about  yourself  and  Edward ;  with  your 
fortone  he  will  hare  the  means  of  puz^hbsing 
a  much  better  living  than  that  of  Glandale/' 

"And  do  you  think,  Eva/'  said  Ftony 
warmly,  "  that  I  would  ever  cons^t  to  leave 
Glandale?  to  live  anywhere  but  where  I'^&tat 
saw  Edward  I  Oh  no,  no;  our  home  will  still 
be  here — and  yet  it  seems  almost  too  great  a 
happiness  for  me." 

"  But  your  mama,  Fanny?  will  she  consent 
to  your  marrying  an  obscure  country  clergy- 
man, and  burying  yourself  for  life  in  this 
secluded  spot?'' 

"  I  do  not  fear  that  she  willinierfere  in  the 
matter,  because  she  'always  said  I  wns  too  un* 
&shionable  to  make  a  good  matdi^-besides, 
^h^i  she  sees  Edward,  she  mmi  love  him,  you 
know?    I  am  so  anxious  too,  that  Stoart  and  he 
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should  meet;  they  at  least  aie  quite  certain  of 
liking  each  other." 

"  And  when  do  you  expect  Hub  meeting  will 
take  place?"  aaked  Eva. 

''  Oh,  soon,  I  hope ;  fi>r  Stoait  speab  of 
returning  in  a  month  or  two.  Poor  dear  Stuart! 
he  writes  in  wretched  spirits ;  bnt  dien  he  his 
no  one  to  console  him.  I  shall  be  so  glad  when 
he  comes  back." 

"  Well,  Fanny,  shall  we  go  down  stairs  now? 
Miss  Stanley  ia  all  alone,  and,  I  hare  no  doubt, 
yery  curious  to  hear  what  we  hare  been  tdldng 
about  May  I  not  tell  her  of  the  happineas  of 
her  &Yourite  T* 

''  Not  yet,  dear  Eva,  not  yet;  when  I  am 
gone  you  may;  fi>r  I  know  she  feela  a  ainoeie 
interest  in  aU  that  concerns  me;  but  die  would 
be  making  some  ridiculous  jokes  now,  and 
looking  arch,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  whidi 
I  really  could  not  endure.  How  beantifiiOy  die 
moon  shines  to-night.  Eye.  I  am  sure  it  never 
i  so  bright  before!" 
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'*  The  brightness  is  in  your  hearty  dear 
Fanny/'  said  her  friend,  with  a  low  sigh. 
"  To  me  it  looks  less  brilliant  than  usual — ^but 
we  will  go  down  now  !** 
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**  Fear  not,  beloved,  tho*  clouds  may  lour, 

Whilst  r^bow  visions  melt  ftwaj, 
Faith*s  holy  star  hath  still  a  power 

That  may  the  deepest  midnight  sway. 
Fear  not  I  I  take  a  prophet's  tone ; 

Our  love  can  neither  wane  nor  set ; 
My  heart  grows  strong  in  trust — ^Ifine  Own! 

We  shall  be  happy  yet  T' 


It  was  long  ere  Fanny,  on  the  following  TBioTDr 
ing,  when  she  stole  a  few  moments  to  yiot  ^ 
parsonage  again,  could  tear  herself  &(^  ^ 
caresses  of  the  delighted  and  happ7  ^' 
Dacres  (to  whom  she  had  given  Edward  per- 
mission to  communicate  their  attachment)  ^ 
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old  lady  could  not  bear  the  idea  of  losing  sight 
of  a  treastuTjO  so  lately  found.  She  blessed  her 
son  and  futoze  daughter  at  least  twenty  times. ; 
asked  again  and  again  if  it  was  all  trae ;  and 
finally  entreated  them  not  to  'delay  their  union^ 
that  she  might  witness,  their  happiness  before 
she  died. 

At  lengthy  amid  tears  and  blushes^  Fanny 
made  her  escape^  and  Edward  accompanied  her 
back  to  the  cottage.  It  was  agreed  between 
them  tlutt  he  should  follow  her  to  Elmcourt  in 
a  few  weeks  and  demand  Mrs.  Aylmer's  consent 
to  their  marriage.  *^  But  if^"  he  said,  at  part- 
ings *'  if^  Day  Fanny,  this  consent  is  withheld, 
what  hope  haye  we  then  ?'* 

"  Fear  not,"  answered  Fanny,  *'  it  will  not 
be  so ;  and  if  it  is,  why  we  can  wait  and  trustj 
even  if  it  be  for  years.  Do  we  not  loye  each 
other  r 


Fanny's  journey  was  a  rapid  one ;  but  on 
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amying  at  Elmoourt^  she  found  Mn.  Aybier 
in  such  wretched  spirits^  and  so  full  of  com- 
plaints  at  haying  been  left  alone^  that  uie  had 
no  courage  to  speak  of  the  engagement  she  had 
formedj  which  must  eyentaally  deprive  her 
ntodier  of  the  only  society  she  could  always 
command. 

Mrs.  Aylmer's  first  words  to  her  daughter 
were — **  Gk>od  graciousj  child  I  how  much  you 
are  improyed.  I  declare  yon  look  quite  pretty  1 
I  rejoice  to  see  this,  for  it  will  giye  me  some- 
thing to  think  of  .  But  Ineednoteq^laiamoie 
now." 

The  explanation^  howeyer,  was  speedSy 
giyen.  Lady  Mostyn  had  called  on  Mrs.  AyV 
mer,  a  few  days  before,  with  Grineyra,  and  had 
boasted  much  of  the  great  admiration  the  latter 
had  excited  during  her  season  in  London,  and 
the  probabilities  there  were  of  her  making  a 
splendid  match.  Mrs.  Aylmer  neyer  doubted 
that  all  this  was  done  to  mortify  her,  and  she 
sighed  to  reflect  that  she  had  now  no  dauj^itar 
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left  wbo  oould^  with  anj  chance  of  success, 
enter  the  lists  against  Gineyra  Mostjn,  for 
Fanny  had  always  been  regarded  by  her  mother 
aa  a  poor  simple  beings  equally  deyoid  of 
bemtfy  and  tact,  qualifications  which  Mrs.  Ayl- 
mer  looked  upon  as  quite  indispensable  for  form« 
ing  a  good' marriage.  But  when  her  daughter 
retomed  with  the  glow  of  health  and  happiness 
en  her  cheek,  and  the  light  of  pure  affection 
sparkling  in  her  formetly  tear-ditnmed  eyes, 
the  mother's  hopes  reyired,  and  she  began  to 
feel  that  even  **  poor  Fanny  "  might  become  a 
tolerable  rival  to  die  admired  and  really  beauti- 
ff$l  Miss  Mostyn,  of  Baby-haU.  This  restless 
jealousy  of  Lady  Mostyn's  daughter  and  desire 
that  her  own  should  eclipse  her,  had  become 
the  great  passion  of  Mrs.  Aylmer*s  ambitious 
biit  frivolous  mind,  which  all  the  recent  ter- 
rible and  startling  events  in  her  family  had 
done  nothing  to  humble  or  improve.  She  had 
wept  with  sincerity  a  few  weeks  after  Isabel's 
death,  and  f (to  about  the  same  time  had  voci- 

VOL.   III.  L 
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/erated  loudly  against  Clara ;  but  the  momait 
a  new  object  was  presented,  both  her  grief  far 
the  one  and  her  anger  towards  die  other  pasted 
away ;  and  Fanny  soon  saw  with  despair,  that 
it  was  no  time  yet  to  speak  of  the  young  rector 
of  Glandale. 

A  few  days  after  her  return  home,  Ladj 
Mostyn  brought  Ginerva,  that  (as  she  said)  the 
two  young  people  might  renew  their  aoqusint- 
ance.  This  Fanny  did  with  unfeigned  plea- 
sure; but  there  was  a  reserve  in  Ginem'a 
manner,  and  a  quiet  smile  on  her  lips  when  ber 
mother  spoke  of  the  offers  she  had  had,  and  the 
high  hopes  that  were  entertained  regarding  her, 
which  rather  puzzled  Fanny;  and  when  thej 
were  gone,  she  said  to  her  mother — I  am  ao 
disappointed  in  Ginerva,  mama." 

^'Disappointed!  child,  why  you  must  be 
mad,  Fanny;  she  is  positively  beautiful." 

"  Oh  yes,  but  I  mean  in  her  manners,  abe 
used  to  seem  so  warm-hearted  and  afiectionate; 
and  now,  if  you  observe,  she  shrinks  from  aaj 
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adyances  towards  familiarityi  and  shrouds  her- 
self in  a  complete  atmosphere  of  reserve,  which 
seems  unnatural  in  so  young  a  girl.'' 

^'  Depend  on  it,  Fanny,  this  is  qtdte  correct ; 
nothing  is  more  vulgar  and  missish  than  to 
make  sudden  firiendships  with  every  one  of 
your  own  age  that  you  happen  to  meet.  Gi- 
nevra  Mostyn  has  always  had  the  manners  of  a 
woman  of  the  world,  and  you  will  do  well  to 
copy  them." 

Fanny  said  no  more  on  the  subject,  and  indeed 
thought  very  little  of  it  either.  She  wrote  to 
Edward,  explaining  to  him  the  difficulties  they 
were  likely  to  meet  with,  but  at  the  same  time 
exhorting  him  not  to  despair,  and  expressing 
her  own  hopes  that  when  her  brother  returned 
all  would  go  well.  This  done,  she  felt  much 
relieved,  and  could  now  listen,  without  any 
very  great  sinking  of  the  heart,  to  her  mother's 
daily  and  wearisome  exhortations  to  cultivate 
h^r  good  looks,  and  improve  her  accomplish- 
ments for  the  next  London  season. 

L  » 
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Their  present  life  was  monotonoTis  and  lonely 
in  the  extreine,  the  only  persons  who  erer  paid 
them  more  than  a  morning  visits  being  Mrs. 
Weatherspoon,  and  occasionallj  Mrs.  Northcott, 
who  would  come  to  haye  a  quiet  chat  when  she 
had  nothing  better  to  do«  But  this  latter  lady 
Mrs.  Aylmer  never  particularly  welcomed^  for 
two  reasons — the  first,  because,  as  she  said,  the 
way  in  which  Mrs.  Northcott  turned  up  her 
eyes  on  every  trifling  occasion,  distracted  her 
nerves;  and  the  second,  and  perhaps  real  one, 
because  she  always  made  Ginerva  Mostyn's 
beauty  and  accomplishments  the  subjects  of  her 
discourse. 

One  evening,  when,  after  having  spent  some 
hours  at  Elmcourt,  Mrs.  Northcott  departed, 
Mrs.  Aylmer  abruptly  exclaimed  to  her  daugh* 
ter^^''  Fanny,  that  woman  will  drive  me  madi 
I  am  sure  she  means  to  insult  you  by  praising 
that  Ginny  Mostyn  in  the  absurd  manner  she 
does.  You  must  have  very  little  spirit  to  sit 
by  and  smile  so  complacently  at  the  homage 
paid  to  your  rivaL" 
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'^Indeed,  mama/'  answered  Fannj^  ''I  have 
no  wish  in  the  world  to  be  the  riyal  of  Gineyra' 
Mostyn,  and  I  think  aU  that  Mrs.  Northcott 
says  and  feels  about  her  is  perfectly  natural. 
Percy  Northcott,  you  know,  was  once  Ginny's 
play-fellow,  and  it  was  even  thought,  in  later 
years,  her  lover  too." 

"  Bah!  Miss  Ginny  is  a  great  deal  too  well 
taught,  and  has  naturally  too  much  self-respect, 
to  dream  of  throwing  herself  away  on  a  young 
midshipman  without  a  penny.'' 

''  But  his  mother  says  he  is  about  to  become 
a  lieutenant,  through  the  interest  and  recom- 
mendation of  his  commanding  officer — ^besides, 
Grinevra  will  have  about  ten  thousand  pounds 
herself,  and  they  might  live  very  comfortably 
on  that." 

"  Yes,  at  Plymouth  or  Gosport,  I  dare  say; 
in  a  first-floor  lodging,  with  a  maid  of  all-work, 
who  would  nurse  the  children  too;  and  where 
Miss  Ginevra — Mrs.  Northcott,  junior,  I  shotdd 
say — ^might  indulge  her  taste  for  flowers  by  ctd- 
tivating  geraniums  and  mignionette  in  little  red 
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poti,  and  her  passion  for  riding  by  occanonal 
ezcorsions  on  a  donkey.  No^  no,  Fanny; 
Ginny  Mostyn  is  not  the  Ibol  you  take  her  to 
be,  depend  upon  it!" 

''  I  should  esteem  it  no  proof  of  wisdom  if 
she  were  to  prefer  a  matoh  of  mere  ambition  to 
one  of  affeetion,"  Fanny  ventured  to  say. 

"  I  think  I  must  have  told  you  before/' 
answered  her  mother,  ''  that  nothing  is  in 
such  bad  taste  or  so  indelicate  as  for  a  yoimg 
lady  to  be  always  talking  of  lore-matches, 
mutual  affection,  and  all  such  trash  as  that. 
It  is  quite  disgusting,  and  I  beg  you  will 
never  use  the  words  again.  Clara's  was  a  love- 
match,  you  knowl" 

"  Nevertheless,"  persisted  Fanny,  feeling 
that  it  would  be  no  longer  safe  to  delay  her 
confessions,  "  nevertheless,  nothing  shonld 
tempt  me  to  marry  a  man  I  did  not  lore." 

"  Fray,  Miss  Fanny,  may  I  presume  to  take 
the  liberty  of  inquiring  if  there  has  been  anjr 
question  of  your  marrying  at  all?    Has  any 
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distingrdshed  indiyidual  thrown  himself  at  your 
feet^  or  are  you  simply  anticipating  the  chances 
of  snch  a  thing;  because,  if  the  latter,  I  can 
assure  you  there  is  no  need  for  any  alarm  what- 
ever; the  slight  improvement  I  remarked  in 
your  appearance  on  your  return  from  Glandale 
has  already  disappeared;  your  manners  are 
quite  unformed,  and  you  are  perfectly  deficient 
in  tact  and  style;  therefore,  all  these  things 
considered,  your  indignation  at  the  thought  of 
being  required  to  marry  a  man  of  rank  or  for- 
tune appears  rather  premature.  But  j^erhaps," 
continued  the  worldly  woman,  smiling  sarcasti- 
cally on  her  silent  listener,  ^'  perhaps  it  is  I  that 
am  in  error ;  probably  your  charms  have  won 
some  ducal  heart,  while  you  were  wandering 
among  the  shades  of  your  '  sweet  Glandale;' 
and  I  may  yet  hail  you  as  *  my  Honourable,' 
or  my  '  Right  Honourable'  daughter.'  " 

•*  Mama,"  replied  Fanny,  drawing  her  chair 
closer  to  her  mother's,  and  speaking  very 
earnestly,  ^^  I  had  hoped  that  what  I  have  to 
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tell  you  irould  be  received  with  indulgence 
at  least.  You  know  that  even  from  a  child  I 
have  always  been  told  not  to  expect  to  many 
well— what  you  call  well— -and  I  really  beUeyed 
that  you  thought  me  too  insignificant  to  trouUe 
yourself  about  in  that  way;  therefore  when 
Edward  Dacres" — ^how  Fanny *8  heart  beat  as 
8h3  p ' )  nounced  the  name! — "  when  Edward 
Dacres^  the  young  rector  of  Glandale,  proposed 
to  me  the  evening  before  I  left,  I  felt  no  appre- 
hension, in  accepting  him,  that  your  consent 
would  be  withheld.  Just  let  me  finish,  dear 
mama,  and  do  not  look  so  contemptuously  at 
me.  There  is  not  in  all  the  world  a  noUer 
being  than  Edward  Dacres:  he  is  rich  in  every- 
thing but  money,  and  I  have  loved  him  since 
my  first  visit  to  Glandale." 

"  Have  you  quite  finished  now?'  said  Mrs. 
Aylmer,  as  Fanny  paused  for  her  mother  to 
speak. 

'*  Yes,  mama,'*  was  the  low  answer;  and 
"  mama*'  went  on  :— 
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"  Then  be  kind  enough  to  attend  to  me  for 
a  few  seconds;  I  would  not  detain  you  longer 
from  your  delightful  thoughts  of  your '  noble 
Edward.'  That  you  were  a  fool,  Fanny,  I 
have  long  known,  but  that  you  were  cunning 
or  undutiful,  I  had  yet  to  learn.  Pray  was  it 
Miss  Herbert,  or  the  prudent  and  accomplished 
Miss  Stanley,  that  counselled  you  to  defy  your 
mother's  authority,  and  engage  yourself  to  a 
common  country  parson,  the  moment  he  con- 
descended to  ask  your' 

"  It  was  neither,  mama,"  answered  Fanny, 
with  more  courage  than  she  had  yet  displayed. 
"  My  own  heart  was  the  only  counsellor  I  had ; 
and  you  should  not  call  me  undutiful,  for  I 
had  no  intention  of  marrying  without  your 
consent." 

Mrs.  Aylmer,  throwing  aside  her  mocking 
tone,  replied — "  That  consent,  Fanny,  I  tell 
you,  once  for  all,  you  will  never  have ;  so  the 
sooner  you  finish  this  foolish  affair  the  better. 
And  for  mercy's  sake  don't  pule  and  fret  about 
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k,  child.  I  consent  to  pardon,  and  say  no 
more  abont  the  duplicity  or  indelicacy  of  your 
conduct,  and  in  return  I  shall  expect  that  you 
will  wear  a  cheerful  countenance,  and  eater 
with  spirit  into  my  views,  for  your  forming  a 
more  splendid  coimezion  than  that  hateful  little 
Mostyn/* 

''  Mama,"  said  Fanny,  firmly,  though  her 
eyes  were  filled  with  tears,  ''  mama,  let  there 
be  no  further  misunderstandings  between  us. 
If  I  do  not  marry  Edward  Dacres,  I  sh^ 
never  marry  at  all." 

"Bah,  bah,  child;  every  girl  says thi« when 
they  are  first  disappointed ;  but  I  never  hnew 
one  yet  that  did  not  laugh  at  her  own  feUy 
afterwards.  Pray,  has  your  brother  been  yow 
confidant  in  this  aflfair  ?" 

"  I  have  written  to  Stuart,  and  told  hi» 
everything,  but  there  has  been  no  time  for  ln< 
answer  to  arrive/' 

**  Well,  at  any  rate  he  will  have  the  sense  to 
condemn  such  childish  foUy  as  this,  butob- 
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serve,  Fanny,  whether  he  does  or  not,  mj 
mind  is  qnite  made  up ;  and  so  we  will  talk 
no  more  about  it.  Now  ring  for  lights,  and 
then  go  on  reading  to  me  the  novel  I  began 
this  morning." 

Fanny  was  very  unhappy  after  this  conver- 
sation  with  her  mother,  but  she  determined 
not  to  communicate  it  to  Edward,  till  she  had 
her  brother's  now  anxiously  expected  letter. 
Mrs.  Aylmer  alluded  no  more  to  the  subject, 
but  still  spoke  of  her  hopes  of  humbling  Lady 
Mostyn  through  the  brilliancy  of  Fanny's  mar- 
riage, just  as  she  had  done  before  their  con- 
versation. In  fact,  from  a  passion  this  wish 
had  grown  into  a  mental  disease;  and  after 
every  visit  the  Mo8t3m8  paid  her — and  they 
were  not  unfrequent — ^it  increased  in  strength. 
At  length,  one  day— one  dreadful  day  to  Mrs. 
Aylmer — ^Mrs.  Northcott  came  early  in  the 
morning  to  call  at  Elmcourt,  and  her  admi- 
ration for  that  ''  sweet  Ginevra"  was  more 
ardently  expressed  than  ever.    Nothing  would 
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persuade  the  fretful  hostess  that  there  vas  anj 
other  object  in  this,  than  to  mortify  her.  In 
Tain  Fanny  had  asserted  that  it  was  merely  the 
good  woman's  exuberance  of  spirits  on  aocouiit 
of  the  expected  return  of  her  Fercy^  from  a 
long  Tisit  he  had  paid  to  a  naral  friend,  that 
made  the  doting  mother  more  animated  than 
usual— she  would  not  be  conyinced ;  and  irfsk 
still  smarting  under  this  mortification,  snd 
snarling  at  Fanny  for  her  pale  and  miserable 
looks.  Lady  Mostyn  was  announced. 

''  I  am  come/'  said  that  lady,  Uandly 
smiling  when  she  had  taken  the  seat  placed  fcr 
her  **  without  my  little  Ginnj  to-day.  PsnliBe 
is  going  to  school  soon,  and  she  cannot  bear  to 
be  parted  from  her  sister ;  dear,  affiectionate 
creatures!  their  attadiment  to  each  other  it 
beautiful  to  witness.  By  the  by,  Ginny  lua 
had  a  most  flattering  offer  of  marriage  from 

Lord  H ,  whom  she  used  to  meet  in  London. 

The  letter  came  this  morning,  while  we  were 
at  break&st,  and  the  sweet  child  handed  it  over 
to  me  with  the  coolest  air  in  the  world,  saying 
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'  Be  kmd  enougli  dear  ma%  to  answer  this  for 
me;  I  have  such  lots  of  things  to  do  tO'day, 
that  I  really  shall  not  have  a  moment's  time  ;* 
and  then  she  went  on  with  her  breakfast.  ^  But 
how  shall  I  answer  it^  darling?'  I  asked,  when 
I  had  read  it  through.  '  Law,  mama/  she  re- 
plied, '  you  must  surdy  know  what  to  say ; 
we  feel  flattered,  honoured,  sorry  to  give  pain, 
something  of  that  sort,  I  suppose,  will  do.' 
'  Then  you  intend  to  refuse  decidedly  V  I  said. 
'  Without  a  doubt,  mama,'  answered  Miss 
Grinny,  not  even  looking  up  again  from  her 
coffee,  and  both  her  &ther  and  myself  laughed 
heartily  at  her  nonchalance,  in  speaking  of  it 
afterwards,  Sir  Charles,  who  of  course  knows 
Tery  htde  of  these  matters,  observed  that  he 
thought  it  a  pity  Ginny  should  be  suffered  to 
refuse  so  good  a  match;  but  I  said,  quietly, 
'  TaiU'toii  mon  ami,  our  little  girl  knows  what 
she  is  about.'  And  he  answered, '  Well,  well, 
perhaps  she  knows  better  than  we  do.  But  in 
my  opinion,  a  bird  in  the  hand's  worth  two  in 


Digitized 


by  Google 


Digitized 


by  Google 


THE  POOR  OOUSIN.  281 

follow;  but  to  her  great  surprise^  Mrs.  Aylmer 
never  mentioned  the  subject  at  all.  She  was 
in  a  dreadful  humour  the  whole  day  with 
everybody  who  came  near  her,  but  neither 
Lady  Mostyn's  nor  Ginevra's  name  again 
passed  her  lips. 

About  a  week  after  this,  a  note  arrived  from 
fiaby-hall,  with  an  invitation  to  Mrs.  Aylmer 
and  her  daughter  for  a  large  evening  party 
Lady  Mostyn  was  about  to  give.  Fanny  read 
it  aloud,  and  then  her  mother,  taking  it  from 
her,  threw  it  into  the  fire,  exclaiming,  "  She 
knew  perfectly  well  we  should  not  go.  Imper- 
tinent, low-bred  woman!  Write  a  decided 
refusal  at  once,  Fanny." 


Between  this  time  and  Lady  Mostyn's  party, 
Fanny  received  a  most  affectionate  letter  from 
her  brother,  dated  from  Brussels,  which  con- 
cluded thus : — 
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"  I  have  long  guessed,  my  dear  sister,  that 
your  affections  were  engaged,  and  it  gives  me 
the  sincerest  pleasure  to  hear  that  you  are  so 
happy.  Our  beloved  father  has  often  spoken 
to  me  of  Edward  Dactes,  and  the  fiict  that  he 
admired  and  appreciated  the  young  rector  of 
Glandale  is  quite  sufficient  to  insure  my  very 
cordial  approbation  of  your  engagement  With 
regard  to  our  mother,  I  think  it  likely  you  may 
meet  with  more  opposition  than  you  seem  to 
anticipate.  But  fear  not ;  if  I  can,  it  shaD  all 
go  right  at  last.  There  was  a  time^  when  I  too 
might  have  thought  my  noble-minded  sister 
ought  to  make  what  the  world  calls  a  better 
match,  but  alas !  dear  Fanny,  we  hare  litfl^ 
eause  to  hold  our  heads  above  our  fellows  now. 
I  thank  you  sincerely  for  the  sweet  and  sooth- 
ing words  that  concluded  your  last  k^*^* 
Yes,  Fanny,  you  are  right.  If  anything  couW 
bring  a  gleam  of  happiness  to  my  heart  again^ 
it  would  be  that.  But  at  present  I  must  not 
even  allow  myself  to  think  of  it. 
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'*  You  may  expect  me  in  England  about  the 
end  of  next  month,  for  I  am  most  anxious  to 
become  acquainted  with  mj  dearest  sister's 
chosen,  and  my  own  future  brother." 

This  letter  greatly  raised  the  hopes  and 
spirits  of  the  half-despairing  girl,  but  she  knew 
it  would  be  perfectly  useless,  while  her  mother 
remained  in  her  present  excited  state  of  jealous 
indignation  against  the  Mostyns,  to  commu- 
nicate the  contents  to  her. 

The  time  was  fast  approaching  when  Edward 
Dacres  had  promised  to  come  and  solicit  Mrs. 
Aylmer's  consent  to  his  marrying  her  daughter. 
And  so  Fanny  felt  that  she  could  no  longer 
conceal  the  real  state  of  things  from  him.  She 
wrote,  therefore,  as  cautiously  and  kindly  as 
possible ;  dwelling  more  on  her  brother  *s  very 
cordial  assent,  than  on  her  mother's  disapproval, 
and  bidding  him  still  hope  and  look  forward 
to  brighter  days. 

At  length,  the  evening  of  Lady  Mostyn's 
party  arrived.    Mrs.  Aylmer  was  in  a  worse 
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Iiamonr  than  ever,  and  found  fitult  with  eyerj- 
thing  Fanny  did  or  said.  In  yain  the  patient 
but  wearied  girl  tried  eyery  means  to  amiue 
her  capricious  companioD.  If  she  read  aloud, 
her  voice  was  hoarse  and  disagreeable;  if  she 
read  to  herself,  she  was  selfish  and  lasy;  iffshe 
played,  the  piano  was  out  of  tune,  if  she  pro- 
posed a  walk,  she  was  thoughtless  and  unfeel- 
ing; and  finally,  when  as  a  last  resource  she  sat 
still  and  did  nothing,  she  was  stupid,  Ute 
uncompanionable,  and  worse  than  a  dog  or  cat! 

"Alas!"  thought  poor  Fanny,  as  at  length 
she  laid  her  aching  head  on  her  pillow,  ^'  what 
a  prospect  for  all  my  future  life,  if  mama  stiS 
refuses  her  consent  to  my  marriage.''  And  she 
had  little  sleep  that  night. 

The  following  morning,  Mrs.  Aylmer  sent  to 
say  she  should  take  break&st  in  her  dressing- 
room,  and  requested  her  daughter  to  join  her 
there.  Fanny  hastened  her  toilette,  and  obeyed 
the  summons,  although  it  was  one  she  would 
very  gladly  have  dispensed  with. 
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*'I  am  exceedingly  unwell  and  nervous," 
said  the  mother,  as  her  daughter  entered  the 
room.  '^I  have  done  nothing  but  dream  of 
Ginerva  Mostyn  all  night,  fancying  I  saw  her 
crowned  with  a  ducal  coronet,  and  surrounded 
by  admiriug  crowds,  while  you  were  grown 
into  a  red-nosed,  peevish  old  maid.  There,  sit 
down,  child,  pray;  and  do  try,  Fanny,  to  look 
a  little  cheerful.  Your  white,  melancholy  face, 
gives  me  the  horrors. 

'*  Shall  I  pour  you  out  a  cup  of  coffee,  mama  ?" 
said  Fanny,  suppressing  a  sigh. 

''  Yes,  and  take  your  own  breakfast  quickly ; 
we  shall  be  having  plenty  of  visiters  by  and 
by,  to  relate  the  extraordinary  conquests  made 
by  Miss  Ginny  last  night.  I  am  looking  for* 
ward  to  a  most  delightful  day." 

Fanny  knew  by  experience  that  it  would  be 
worse  than  useless  to  make  any  reply  to  these 
observations,  and  still  worse  again  to  attempt 
to  change  the  subject;  so  she  said  nothing  at 
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all,  but  waited  with  patience  till  her  mother*! 
iU-hmnoiir  should  exhaust  itself 

In  the  midst  of  a  violent  tirade  uttered  bj 
Mrs.  Ayhner  gainst  the  mothers  of  beantifiil 
daughters  in  general,  and  Lady  Mostyn  in  par- 
ticular, a  loud  rat,  tat,  tatl  was  heard  at  the 
hall  door. 

**  There,  did  I  not  say  sor*  pushing  her  plate 
of  chicken  angrily  away.  *'  They  cannot  even 
wait  till  a  decent  time  of  day,  but  must  come 
to  worry  and  insult  me  before  I  have  even 
break&sted.  If  it  is  that  odious  old  hypocrite, 
Mrs.  Northcott,  as  Hei^ven  is  my  witness!  I 
will  not  see  her.'* 

"  I  think  it  more  likely  to  be  Mrs.  Weather- 
spoon,"  replied  Fanny,  '*  and  you  know, 
mama,  she  never  praises  Grinerra  Mostyn." 

A  servant  entered  to  say  that  Mrs*  Wilhim 
Weatherspoon  was  below,  and  wished  particu* 
larly  to  see  either  Mrs.  Ayhner  or  her  daughter. 

"  Let  her  come  up,"  said  the  lady  of  the 
house,  in  no  very  gracious  tones. 
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"  And  bring  another  cup  and  plate/'  added 
Fanny  tor  the  attendant.  ''  I  dare  say  she  will 
be  glad  of  something  after  her  long  walk." 

**  How  do,  how  do,  my  dears?*'  exclaimed 
the  early  visiter,  entering  the  room  with  an 
air  of  unusual  animation,  and  throwing  her- 
self panting  into  the  nearest  chair.  "  I'm 
monstrous  tired,  I  can  tell  you:  but  if  I'm 
the  first  with  the  news,  I  shan't  care." 

*•  What  news,  what  news?"  cried  Mrs.  Ayl- 
mer.  **  Were  you  at  the  party  last  night?  Of 
course  it's  something  about  that" 

**  Pray  take  a  cup  of  coffee,  Mrs.  Weather- 
spoon,"  said  Fanny,  wishing  to  delay  as  long 
as  possible  a  communication  that  she  doubted 
not  would  increase  her  mother's  irritation. 

*'  Thank  you,  my  dear,  I  wiU;  and  a  leetls 
bit  of  that  beautiful  white  chicken.  That  will 
do.  Miss  Fanny;  and  now  the  smallest  bit  of 
tongue.  There,  thank  you — quite  enough.  I 
beg  your  pardon,  Mrs.  Aylmer,  you  were  in- 
quiring about  the  party.      I  uma  there  ;   Mr. 


Digitized 


by  Google 


2S8  THB  POOR   GOirSIK. 

Weatherspoon  and  myself  get  invitations  t 
all  the  grand  folks'  houses  in  the  neighbour- 
hoodj  but  then  my  William,  you  know,  is  of 
a  yery  ancient  Scottish  family;  a  Highlander 
on  his  mother's  side ;  though  I  am  sure  till  I 
was  married  I  neyer  knew  that  a  Highlander 
was  a  bit  better  than  a  Lowlander.  But,  hi 
my  dear,  there's  as  much  difference,  it  seems, 
between  them,  as  between  a  king  and  a  beggar. 
They  are  all — the  Highlanders,  I  mean — de- 
scended from  Lord  this,  and  the  Duke  of  that ; 
and  my  William — let  me  see,  I  think  I  can 
giye  you  his  whole  genealogy.  I  am  sure  I 
ought  to  remember  it,  for  I'ye  heard  it  times 
enough." 

"  Do  not  trouble  yourself  to  repeat  it  now, 
I  beg,"  said  Mrs.  Aylmer,  in  great  indignation. 
**  but  oblige  me  by  recollecting  the  important 
news  you  came  to  relate." 

"  Well,  my  dear  lady,  I  shall  come  to  that 
presently;  but  I  was  telling  you  about  this 
grand  party.    There  were  hundreds  and  hun- 
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dreds  of  people  there.  It  was  a  wonder  to  me 
where  they  all  came  from.  The  young  people 
danced,  and  those  of  matorer  age  played  cards. 
I  do  lore  a  quiet  game  of  cards  aboye  every- 
thing, and  I'm  not  ashamed  to  confess  it. 
Weatherspoon  played  too;  he  was  my  part- 
ner, and  we  won  nine  shillings  a-piece. 
Think  of  that,  my  dear,  for  one  night's 
work!  But  the  beauty  of  it  all  is,  that  my 
husband  got  so  tipsy  afterwards  down  stairs, 
on  some  Highland  whisky  that  Sir  Charles 
brought  home  from  his  last  grouse-shooting 
expedition,  that  he  forgot  all  about  our  win- 
nings, and  has  never  asked  me  for  a  penny 
of  it,  so  there  are  my  eighteen  shillings  to 
spend  as  I  like.  The  worst  of  poor  Wea- 
therspoon is  his  terrible  stinginess.  Now 
there  was  dear,  blessed  Nathan,  my  first  hus- 
band— ^truly  I  may  say  my  heart  is  buried  in 
his  grave;  that  was  a  man,  my  dear — so  hand- 
some too;  and  as  for  family  and  descent,  why 


Digitized 


by  Google 


S40  THE  POOR  COUSIN. 

he  came  in  a  direct  line  from  Josephos^  the 
great  Jewish  warrior  and  historian." 

*'  What  do  I  care,"  cried  Mrs.  Ayhner, 
completely  losing  the  little  temper  she  had 
at  first  possessed,  *'  if  he  came  from  Bar- 
rabbas?  Have  you  or  hare  you  not  anything 
totelir 

''Tou  shall  judge  of  that  presently,  my  dear, 

if  you  will  but  hare  a  leeile  patience*    The  neil 

thing  I  must  come  to  is  the  supper.    Such  a 

turn-out!     'A  pretty   penny  this   must  have 

cost    Sir  Charles,'  I  whispered  to  Weathe^ 

spoon  as  he  went  into  the  room.     A  young 

dandy  who  was  just  before  us,  orerheard  my 

observation,  and  good  gracious,  my  dear,  it  was 

worth  somthing  to  have  seen  the  look  he  gave 

me  as  he  turned  round ;  he  measured 'me  with 

his  impudent  eye  ftom  head  to  foot,  and  thai  I 

heard  him  say  to  the  lady  who  was  hailing  on 

his  arm,  '  How  did  that  person  get  hereT 

However,  tins  did  not  take  away  my  appetits, 

I  assure  you  my  dear ;  I  enjoyed  my  supper 
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monstrously;  and  so  did  Weatherspoon — al* 
though  he  doesn't  like  champagne,  at  least  he 
prefers — " 

"  Good  heavens,"  again  interrupted  Mrs. 
Aylmer,  now  fairly  out  of  patience,  *'  who  in 
all  the  world  cares  what  an  old  idiot  of  a  pro- 
sing Scotchman  likes  or  dislikes  ?  Really,  Mrs. 
Weatherspoon,  I  have  no  leisure  to  attend  to 
such  nonsense  as  thiB.'' 

"  WcU,  well,  my  good  lady,  don't  be  angry, 
it's  just  coming  now.  After  supper,  we  went 
up  stairs,  and  a  country  dance  was  proposed. 
'  Miss  Mostyn  must  open  it,'  said  several  voices 
at  once,  and  Miss  Mostyn  Was  immediately 
sought  for.  It  reminded  me  for  all  the  world 
of  the  story  of  a  bride  who  was  missing  about 
a  hundred  years  ago,  and  her  name  was  Ginevra 
too.     It's  all  in  poetry,  my  dear,  and — " 

"'Go  on,  go  on,  if  you  do  not  intend  to 
drive  me  mad !"  screamed  Mrs.  Aylmer,  in  a 
towering  rage. 

*'  Lord,  my  dear,  how  you  do  flurry  one.    I 
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am  going  on  as  fast  as  I  can«    I  tell  yoa  all 
the  rooms  were  searched  through  and  thnmgh 
for  Miss  Ginny,  but  no  Miss  Ginny  aj^eared. 
You  may  fisuicy  the    oonfimofi  we  were  in. 
Lady  Mostyn  looked    as   pale  as   death,  and 
Sir  Gharies   as   red  as   a  turkey-^ock.    The 
servants  all  declared  they  knew  nothing  about 
itj^and  the   next  question  was,  is   either  of 
the  male  guests  missing  too  ?    Then  up  walks 
your  fayourite,  Mrs.  Northcott,  and  declares 
that  she  has  not  seen  her  son  since  supper. 
'  What  I  what !'  screamed  Lady  Mostyn, '  do  you 
mean  to  assert  that  there  is  the  smallest  chaxite 
tiiat  my  Ginerra,  my  beautiful  and  accom- 
plished daughter,  has  eloped  with  your  son  f 
*  If  it  should   be  so,   madam,'   replied  Mrs. 
Northcott,  with  admirable  command  of  temper, 
'  I  can  only  say  that  I  shall  regret  it  quite  as 
much  as  your  ladyship.'    Then  followed  kuch 
a  scene  between  the  two  mothers  T' 

"  Well,    well,    I    can    fancy  all  that,"  ex- 
claimed the  impatient  Mrs.  Ayhner.  "  Tell  me, 
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I  implore  jovl,  the  end  of  the  affair.  Has 
Ginevra  Mostjrn  eloped  with  Percy  North- 
cottr 

"Lord  bless  you!  yes;  there's  no  doubt 
about  thait;  but  the  best  of  it  is^  Sir  Charles 
obstinately  refused  to  go  after  them^  though 
his  wife  cried  aad  wrung  her  hands,  and  said 
she  should  die  if  he  did  not.  '  Nonsense,  my 
dear/  he  replied,  'you  ought  to  be  thankful 
it's  no  worse.  Let  her  marry  Master  Percy 
and  be  hanged!'  Then  he  apoligized  for  wish- 
ing us  all  good  night  We  took  the  hint,  and 
went  away;  while  Lady  Mostyn  was  carried  to 
her  room  in  violent  hysterics.  And  this,  my 
dear,  is  all  I  know  of  the  matter." 

*^  And  you  are  quite,  quite  sure,  my  dearest 
Mrs.  Weatherspoon,"  said  the  now  courteous 
Mrs.  Aylmer,  "  that  what  you  have  told  me 
is  true?" 

"  Ay,  true  enough.  I  knew  you  would  be 
pleased  to  hear  it.     That's  why  I  got  up  so 
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early  this  mornings  and  came  away  widioat  a 
moudiful  of  break&Bt  to  tell  it  to  yoa." 

''  Well,  my  kind  firiend,  you  shall  not  be  a 
loser  by  it.  Do  me  the  fitvour  of  accepting  this 
bracelet,"  said  Mrs.  Ayhner,  unclasping  a  yeiy 
splendid  one  from  her  arm.  ^^  You  can  stay 
and  dine  with  us  to-day.  Fanny,  my  sweet 
love,  you  look  pale.  By  the  by,  what  does 
your  brother  say  in  his  last  letter  about  that 
little  affidr  you  mentioned  to  mef 

"  He  gives  his  yery  cordial  assent,  mama," 
replied  Fanny,  with  a  beating  heart 

"  Well,  well,  my  love,  I  still  think  it  a 
vastly  foolish  matter;  but  as  your  brother,  who 
now  stands  almost  in  a  father's  place  to  yon, 
approves,  why  I  shall  say  no  more  against  it; 
so  you  may  go  now,  my  dear,  and  write  to 
your  friends  at  Glandale.  I  shall  be  happy  to 
see  both  the  mother  and  son  as  soon  as  thej 
like  to  come." 

''  Mama!  dearest  mamal  how  good  yoa 
are!"  murmured  Fanny,  as  she  threw  her  arms 
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round  her    mother's  neck^  and  then  hastily 
retired. 

She  wrote  to  Edward  first,  and  then  to  Mrs. 
Dacres,  and  then  to  Eya — and  how  nimbly  her 
pen  ran  over  the  paper!  as  to  each  of  them 
she  expressed  the  happiness  of  her  innocent 
and  loving  heart.  And  the  letters  were  de- 
spatched that  day.  This  was  fortunate,  for  by 
the  next,  Mrs.  Aylmer's  triumphant  rejoicing 
at  the  misfortune  of  Lady  Mostyn,  and  her  good 
humour  resulting  therefrom,  had  in  some 
degree  cooled ;  and  it  is  possible  that  had  the 
letters  not  been  despatched,  she  would,  even 
yet,  haye  retracted  the  consent  to  her  daugh- 
ter's marriage,  given  in  a  moment  of  vindictive 
enthusiasm.  As  it  was,  she  could  only  show 
her  dislike  to  it,  by  railing  against  the  indeli- 
cacy of  girls  being  in  such  a  hurry  to  get 
married ;  and  prophesying  that  Fanny  would 
be  sick  of  her  husband  in  a  week.  AH  this, 
and  much  more,  Fanny  bore  with  the  most 
exemplary    patience,  feeling    fully    rewarded 
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said^  "  and  then  I  shall  be  happy,  and  can  die 

in  peace."    Her  feehlenesa  vas  too  great  to 

allow  of  her  trayeUing,  so  at  last  Miss  Stanley 

«nd  Era,  who  had  intended  to.  visit. Elmcourt 

about  this  time^  agreed  to  accomp^iny  Edward, 

and  join  their  entreaties  to  his,. that  the  mar* 

riage  might  take  place  immediately. 

.  »Mrs«  Aylmer  listened  to  this  explanation  in 

some  displeasure^  and  nq;ed  a  thonsand  ohjeo* 

turns /to  such  indeeent  haste;  .but  the  three 

pleaders  overruled  them  all.     Eanny  herself, 

amid  liappy  tears,  timidly  suggested  that  they 

ought  at  least  to  wait  fer  Stuart's  return;  but 

Edward  whispered,  **  You  will  probably  have 

your  brother  duriug  your  whole  life,  dearest ; 

my  mother  will  be  but  a  short  time  with  us." 

And  Fanny  said  no  more. 

Eva  had  decided  at  last  to  go  abroad,  for  her 
health  was  still  very  delicate.  Miss  Stanley 
was  to  accompany  her,  and  she  asked  Mrs. 
Aylmer  to  be  also  of  the  party.  This  the  latter 
refused,  as  she  said  her  son  would  probably 
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azxire  in  TSngfawd  about  the  time  they  started; 
bat  the  attfntinn  pleased  ber^  and  she  entered 
virh  sooie  interest  into  the  preparations  fi>r  her 
daosbfier^s  vedding;,  diongb^  firom  thein  being 
in  wtsturaiDg,  she  could  not  hare  it  on  so  splen- 
did a  scak  as  she  woold  haye  wished.  AH  was 
soon  oompktedy  and  on  a  morning  glowing 
widi  die  brightest  sunshine^  Fanny  Aylmer, 
wich  Miss  Sboiky  and  Ets  for  her  bridemaids, 
and  Dr.  Xoithcott  to  gire  her  away^  pledged 
her  &ith  to  Edward  Dacres;  and  immediately 
after,  started  lor  the  home  she  so  long  had 
sisbed  fer — die  sweet  parsonage  of  Glandale. 
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u She  haih  ta*en  &roweU; 

Upon  her  hearth  the  fire  is  dead, 
The  smoke  in  air  hath  vanished ; 
The  last  long  lingering  look  is  given, 
The  shuddering  start  1  the  inward  groan — 
And  the  pilgrim  on  her  way  is  gone  !** 


Eva  did  not  linger  long  at  Elmcourt  after 
Fanny's  marriage^  though  Mrs.  Aylmer  would 
fain  have  had  her  stay  till  Stuart's  return ;  firsts 
because  she  hated  the  idea  of  being  again  left 
alone ;  and  secondly^  because  she  began  to 
think,  that  after  all  her  son  could  not  do  better 
than  marry  the  possessor  of  two  hundred 
thousand  pounds.      Eya,    however,  whatever 
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lier  secret  indiDadom  were^  would  notbe  per- 
soaded  to  defer  lier  departnze  ;  and  so,  about 
tib^e  middle  of  October,  she  set  out  on  ber 
joumej,  accompanied  by  the  delighted  Wm 
Stanley  (who  had  neyer  been  from  Engbod 
before),  old  Janet,  and  two  or  three  other  at 
tendants  befitting  her  fertnne  and  podtion. 

The  noYelty  of  traTelliDg  in  some  d^ree 
diverted  her  mind,  and  by  the  time  th^ 
arrived  at  Paris,  Miss  Stanley  had  predicted 
for  her  young  firiend,  a  perfect  and  speedy  re»- 
tormdon  to  healtlu  While  here,  Eva  re- 
ceived a  long  letter  from  Fanny,  and  this  gate 
her  more  pleasure  than  anything  else  had  dme 
since  she  left  £nghnd;  fer  die  writer  described 
lier  own  happiness  in  such  glowing  and  mi- 
mated  terms,  andspokeof  thejoyher  presaioe 
gave  to  Edward's  mother,  and  dwelt  wilh  sodi 
raptnre  and  gratitude  on  aU  the  bleasLogs  that 
aurroonded  her,  that  Eva  fdt ;  as  she  read,  it 
mnst  be  sinibl  to  deqwir  while  each  happiaesi 
as  Uiis  existed  in  the  world. 
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In  a  postscript,  Fanny  said,  "  I  hope,  when 
70a  are  in  Italy,  you  will  find  time  to  pay  poor 
dear  AUce  a  risit.  If  ker  reason  has  at  all  re- 
turned—*-and  it  was  belieyed  by  the  physicians 
that  as  her  health  declined,  it  would  do  so^-^^he 
would  he  so  happy  in  having  a  friend  of  her 
(nm  sex  and  eountry  near  her.'* 

The  very  next  day  after  the  receipt  of  this 
letter,  Evagave ^directions  for  leaving  Paris. 

'*  Surely,**  said  the  disappointed  Miss  Stanley 
**  there  can  be  no  necessity  for  all  this  haste ; 
we  have  scarcely  seen  anything  of  Paris  yet, 
and  I  was  just  i)eginning,  to  get  the  Parisian 
accent.'' 

^^  Well,  well,  you  can  get  it  when  we  come 
back,"  answered  Eva,  with  some  impatience. 
'^  I  will  not  stay  an  hour  longer  now;  you  know 
I  hate  sight-seeing  above  all  things  in  the  world ; 
besides,  I  am  delighted  to  have  an  object  in 
view — ^I  felt  no  interest  in  my  journey  before. 
Yes,  we  will  go  to  Naples  at  once— that  I  am 
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quite  detennmed  (hdu"    And  to  Naples  they 
went. 

Eta  was  liglit  in  sajing  that  she  wanted  an 
objecty  fer  the  moment  one  was  given  her,  her 
apbitB  and  her  kealth  rapidlj  improTed,  aad 
Miss  Stanley,  when  she  saw  this^  oonld  no 
kmger  regret  that  thej  had  left  die  gay 
capital,  ahhongh  the  accent  was  bat  half  ac- 
qnired,  and  the  sights  but  half  seen. 

On  arriYing  at  Naples,  Eva  would  onfy  rest 
far  an  hoar,  and  then  she  iniristed  on  going  to 
the  Villa  SolaxL  "  Ton  need  not  come,'*  she 
said  to  her  companion,  ''  if  yoa  are  frtigned." 
And  this  permission  to  stay  at  home  being  gladly 
accepted  by  the  tired  Miss  Stanley,  the  yonng 
heiress  proceeded  alone  to  the  abode  of  Alice 
Norton. 

The  lasy-looking  Italian  porter  at  the  gate 
cast  his  eye  languidly  over  the  handsome 
English  carriage,  and  then,  in  answer  to  Eva's 
inquiries^  replied,  widi  the  osoal  indifference  of 
lus  countrymen,  that  he  knew  nothing  about 
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the  health  of  the  Signora^  or  whether  she  could 
receive  strangers  or  not^  but  that  the  lady 
might  foUow  him.  Eva  immediately  descended 
from  her  carriage^  and  the  old  man  led  the  way 
through  a  quadrangle  till  they  came  to  another 
door^  elaborately  carved  and  ornamented.  Here 
a  bell  was  pulled^  which  a  stately  Major-domo 
speedily  answered.  On  his  appearance^  the 
ancient  and  somewhat  surly  porter^  muttering 
something  to  the  man^  waddled  back  to  finish 
the  nap  that  Eva's  arrival  had  disturbed^  leav- 
ing the  Signora  to  the  guidance  of  the  new- 
comer^ who  conducted  her  through  several 
passages  to  a  splendidly-furnished  saloon^  com- 
manding a  distant  view  of  the  Bay  of  Naples. 
Eva  gave  her  name  to  the  servant;  and  then  she 
was  left  alone. 

''  How  beautiful  all  this  is!"  she  said  to  her- 
self,  gazing  first  on  the  outward  view  softened 
by  an  Italian  evening  sim^  and  then  on  the 
chaste  and  elegant  decorations  of  the  room  itself. 
The  exquisite  and  life-like  paintings  of  Raphael 
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and  Claude  Lorraine  that  adorned  the  walk, 
the  Etruscan  rmes,  filled  with  the  choioeit 
flowers,  the  rare  Indian  screens,  and  aB  those 
minor,  ftnciful  ornaments,  that  tell  of  ftmale 
rule  and  female  taste — *'  how  beautiful  indeed 
it  is;  and  yet,  poor  Alice!  its  loveliness  can  he 
nothing  to  you."  And  there  stood  her  harp, 
with  its  cover  on;  and  Eva  thought  how  long 
it  probably  had  stood  thus,  and  how  much 
longer  yet  it  might  stand,  before  its  sweet  bat 
now  broken  chords  would  be  struck  by  Alice 
again.  And  ''poor  poor,  Alice  I"  once  more 
she  was  repeating,  when  her  meditations  were 
suddenly  put  a  stop  to,  by  the  entrance  of  an 
elegant-looking  woman,  somewhat  past  middle 
age,  but  who  evidently  perfectly  understood 
the  art  of  concealing  tune's  ravages,  and  thought 
it  no  sin  to  avail  herself  of  the  knowledge. 
This,  Eva  concluded,must  be  Madame  de  Bosel, 
and  she  was  not  long  left  in  doubt,  for  speaking 
half  in  French,  and  half  in  English^  the  lady 
thus  addressed  her. 
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''  Ahy  fnademoisdUy  you  are  sans  daute  some 
friend  of  Miss  Norton.  Mai  je  8ui$  son  anUe 
aui9%y  and  she  beg  me *' 

•'  What !"  interrupted  Eva,  *•  is  Miss  Norton 
then  recovered?" 

**  Ah,  la  pcpwore petite !  she  vary  ill  mats  quite 
aenseeble  nffw— depute  quinze  Jours  T* 

"  Then  I  can  see  her?"  asked  Eva,  rising. 

'^  Bientdtj  bientdt,  mademoieeUe,  but  the  great 
excitement  bad,  the  doctere  say.  She  dmost 
die  when  le  catuin  come." 

•*  Le  cousin  ?  Do  you  speak  of  Mr  Aylmer  ?" 
said  Eva,  resuming  her  seat  again. 

'*  Oui  sans  doute,  mademoiselle.  Oh,  he  is 
good  fCest-^e  pas  ?  Vcus  ttes  sa  sceur  peut- 
ttref' 

*'  No,  but  is  Mr.  Aylmer  still  in  Naples?" 

^*  Oh,  yez,  he  with  sa  cousme  now;  he  come 
every  day;  she  vary  happie  when  she  hear  his 
step^— maM  qu^avez  vous  done,  mademoisellef 
yoa  are  pale,  eomme  la  mwU*^ 

*^  It  is  nothing,  thank  you,"  said  Eva,  once 
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more  rising.  '*  I  have  been  in  bad  health 
lately,  and  am  only  just  amved  firom  along 
journey.  Perhaps  I  had  better  call  to-morrov 
to  see  Miss  Norton.  You  can  tell  her  it  was 
Miss  Herbert." 

"  Mais,  maUendez  axms  un  peu,^  exdaimed 
the  kind-hearted  Frenchwoman.  ''  I  am  sore 
if  you  come  from  England,  cette  chire  petiU 
will  be  so  happy  to  see  you;  ''  and  without 
awaiting  a  remonstrance,  she  opened  the  door 
and  was  gone. 

Well,  it  was  something  to  be  alone  at  suck  a 
moment,  to  be  able  to  think  over  what  she  had 
heard,  and  endeavour,  amid  the  distractiiig 
thoughts  that  haunted  her,  to  decide  what  was 
best  to  be  done  in  the  dilemma  in  which  she 
found  herself.  So  Eva  felt,  but  she  could  not 
subdue  the  sensations  of  shame  and  deep  annoy- 
ance that  arose  in  her  mind,  while  reflecting  on 
what  Stuart  would  think  of  her  being  here. 
'^  Nay,  what  can  he  thinkr'  she  exclaimed 
passionately,  ''  but  that  it  was  to  seek  him  I 
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came?  How  can  I  ever  convince  hin/'  she 
continaedj  mnsing,  ''  that  I  belieyed  he  was 
in  England?  And  he  will  pity  me  while  he 
tells  of  his  devotion  to  AUce^  who  but  a  few 
minutes  ago^  I  was  pitying  I  Ah  me !  how 
gladly  would  I  purchase  her  presnt  blessedness 
by  all  the  sufferings  she  has  undergone !  How 
truly  I  can  still  say — I  would  I  were  that  pale- 
faced  cousin.  But  how  shall  I  meet  him  ?  he 
must  so  despise  me^  when  he  remembers  my 
engagement  to  Sir  Felix.  Oh,  that  that  part 
of  my  life  could  be  for  ever  blotted  out!  But 
all  is  misery  for  me,  whether  I  look  into  the 
past  or  the  future.  And  Stuart  is  near  me 
now — a  few  doors,  perhaps,  only  divide  us.'* 

At  this  thought  Eva's  heart  throbbed  so 
wildly  that  she  pressed  her  hand  closely  against 
it,  and  a  sudden  faintness  came  over  her.  At 
the  same  moment  a  rapid  step  sounded  in  the 
passage,  the  door  opened,  and  Stuart  Aylmer 
entered ! 

How  little,  how  very  little,  can  pride  or 
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dignity^  or  any  other  feding,  ayail  to  dieck 
the  expressioB  of  the  joyous  and  oTerwhefamng 
emotion,  that  rushes  oyer  the  heurt  tm  the 
sudden  appearance  of  a  beloved  ohjectl  Eva 
became  alarmingly  convinced  of  this,  as  Stoart 
elderly  advanced  to  where  she  stood.  Her 
colour  went  and  came ;  she  trembled  violendy, 
and  tears,  in  spite  of  all  her  eflforts,  started  to 
her  ej^es. 

''  Miss  Herbert,  this  is  a  surprise/'  he  had 
b^fun  to  say,  when  she  interrupted  him. 

**  And  to  me  I  assure  you  it  is  eresi  a  greater 
one  to  find  you  here.  I  thought  jovl  had  been 
some  weeks  in  FngLuuL" 

How  very  cold  her  words  sounded  wlieB 
contrasted  with  the  agitation  die  had  displayed. 
Stuart  was  struck  by  their  tone,  and  replied, 
with  less  animation  than  he  had  at  fint  ex* 
hibited — 

**  I  did  expect  myself  to  have  been  in  Bag* 
land  ere  this,  but  business  connected  withnj 
late  uncle's  affidrs  obl^fed  me  to  go  to  3/om^ 
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and  when  there^  I  thought  I  might  as  well  pay 
one  more  hasty  yisit  to  Naples.  I  fotind  Alice 
in  such  an  alarming  state,  that  I  could  not 
leave  till  she  was  better.  The  crisis  is  past, 
and  her  reason,  but  not  her  heaHh;  has  re- 
turned. For  even  this,  however,  we  must  be 
very  thankful;  she  has  no  relative,  I  might 
almost  say  no  friend  but  myself  in  this  place, 
and  of  course  my  society  is  some  consolation  to 
her  in  her  delicate  and  declining  state.  It  was 
very  kind  of  you.  Miss  Herbert,  to  think  of 
coming  to  see  her.'' 

Eva  fancied  there  was  some  embarrassment 
in  Stuart's  manner  while  speaking  of  his  cousin, 
and  she  replied — "  Nay,  do  not  give  me  credit 
for  anything  of  the  sort.  Fanny  wrote  to  me 
while  I  was  in  Paris,  begging  me  to  visit  Alice, 
and  I  was  really  glad  of  haying  something  to 
do,  and  so  I  came  here  directly.  However," 
she  continued,  seeing  Stuart  looked  pained  and 
surprised  by  the  apparent  indifference  of  her 
words,  ^*  however,  I  shall  be  delighted  indeed 
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if  I  can  be  of  the  least  serrice  to  your  consin; 
I  have  nothing  in  the  world  to  do,  as  1  said 
before^  and  mj  companion.  Miss  Stanley,  is  an 
inveterate  sight-«eeker,  «n  employment  I  detest; 
therefore,  if  Alice  will  let  me  come  and  sit  with 
her  every  day,  I  assure  you  I  shall  consider  the 
obligation  to  be  wholly  on  my  side.  Bat  may 
I  not  see  her  now  V* 

"Yes,"  replied  Stuart,  in  a  toneofdisiqH 
pointment  that  Eva  could  not  account  fer. 
"  I  dare  say  Madame  de  Bezel  has  prepared 
her  by  this  time  to  receive  you;  we  are  obliged 
to  use  the  utmost  caution^  as  the  smallest 
degree  of  agitation  affects  her  so  greatly.*' 

He  rang  the  bell  as  he  spoke,  and  on  its 
being  answeredj  desired  the  servant  to  beg 
Madaihie  de  Bezel  to  come  to  him.  In  a  few 
minutes  more  this  lady  appeared^  and  telling 
Eva  that  Alice  was  quite  prepared  to  receive 
her,  led  the  way  along  several  passages  and 
corridors,  till  they  came  to  a  saloon  filled  with 
delicate  plants,  whose  rare  fragrance  perfumed 
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the  air  on  all  sides.  At  one  end  of  this  room 
there  was  a  low  door,  which  Stuart  told  Eva 
led  to  Alice's  apartments,  and  at  which  the 
Frenchwoman  sofUy  entered,  motioning  to  her 
companions  to  follow.  They  did  so,  hut  the 
careful  obscurity  of  the  invalid's  chamber  was 
so  nearly  allied  to  darkness,  that  it  was  only 
when  Alice  spoke,  that  Eva  was  conscious  of 
her  presence. 

"  How  very,  very  kind  of  you.  Miss  Her- 
bert," she  said,  ''  to  come  to  me.  Stuart  will 
thank  you  better  than  I  can  do." 

Eva  was  so  struck  by  the  hollow  feebleness 
of  the  voice,  that  she  had  no  power  to  reply. 
She  turned  to  Stuart,  and  he  led  her  silently 
to  where  Alice  lay;  and  now,  her  eyes  having 
become  accustomed  to  the  subdued  light,  she 
was  able  to  see  the  fearful  change  that  grief 
and  illness  had  wrought  in  that  once  delicately 
rounded  &ce.  The  invalid  was  reclined  qu  a 
sofa,  with  one  arm  thrown  Ustlessly  over  the 
cushion  at  her  head.    Her  beautiful  hair  was 
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all  boiuifd  together  bdiixid  ia  a  simple  knoti 
leading  nothing  to  soften  or  conceal  ^  atten- 
uation of  her  pale,  thin  cheeks ;  but  in  spite  of 
tfaifl^  ahe  looked  lovely  still;  for  the  slightly 
aqoiline  profile,  the  small,  well-shaped  mouthy 
were    |m   perfect  as   ever,  and  between  the 
slightly-parted  lips   the   white  teeth   looked 
pearly  and  beautiful.    And  then  her  eye»— 
what  could  be  more  glorious  and  full  of  soul 
than  these!    Eva  looked  axid  looked  again,  and 
each  time  she  thought  she  had  never  beheld 
anything  so  wondrously  beautiful  as  the  eyes  of 
Alice  Norton  now  appeared.    The  thinness  of 
her  face  increased  t^ir  apparent  size,  and  then 
that   passion    which    even  madness  had  not 
quenched,  gave  to  them  so  deep  and  soft  a 
light,    that  they   became  almost  dazzling  in 
their  stnuige  beauty. 

''  You  are  surprised  to  find  me  so  changed  V* 
said  Alice,  observing  Eva  looking  earnestly  at 
her. 
.    ''  I  am  surprised  to  find,  dear  Alice,  that 
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aftear  all  your  iUness,  you  skoiild  have  grown 
more  lovely  than  ever,"  answered  the  other^ 
sitting  down  beside  the  couch  of  the  invalids 

^'  Lovely?"  said  Alice,  and  she  glanced  in* 
voluntarily  to  where  Stuart  stood.  His  eyes 
were  bent  upon  Eva,  and  quickly  withdrawing 
her  own,  Alice  began  to  talk  in  a  rapid  and  ex- 
cited manner,  till  her  companions  all  thought 
she  was  acting  unwisely ;  and  Madame  de 
Boael  declared  it  was  time  for  both  the  visiters 
to  go  away.  Eva  instantly  rose,  and  taking  an 
affectionate  leave  of  Alice,  promised  to  come 
again  on  the  following  day.  Stuart  then  ad- 
vanced to  his  cousin,  and  Eva  could  not  resist 
the  temptation  of  watching  their  adieux  to  each, 
other.  But  Stuart  only  took  the  thin  hand  that 
was  extended  to  him,  and  murmured,  '^  God 
bless  you,  AJice !"  while  he  pressed  it  gently ; 
and  Alice  only  fixed  her  mournful  eyes  for  a 
moment  upon  him,  and  spoke  no  word. 

Neither  did  Eva  speak  again  till  Stuart  had 
placed  her  iu  the  carriage;  and  then, in  answer 
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to  his  offisrs  of  service  in  reference  to  her  litde 
suite^  she  replied,  that  she  left  all  arrange- 
ments of  every  sort  and  kind  to  Miss  Stanley, 
who  she  doubted  not  would  be  happy  to  renew 
her  acquaintance  with  him. 

Miss  Stanley,  on  Eva's  return,  listened  with 
much  interest  to  the  recital  of  her  meeting  with 
the  cousins,  and  begged  for  permission  to  ac- 
company her  to  the  Villa  Solari,  on  the  follow- 
ing morning,  which  was  of  course  instantly 
granted,  although  Eva  would  much  rather  diat 
the  sharp  and  penetrating  eyes  of  her  former  in- 
structress had  been  hunting  out  the  curiosities 
of  Naples  than  bent  (as  she  knew  they  would 
,be)  curiously  upon  her  during  her  meeting  with 
Stuart  Aylmer. 

They  found  Alice  more  cheerful  than  on  the 
preceding  day,  and  very  anxious  to  hear  the  par- 
ticulars of  her  cousin  Fanny's  marriage,  which 
Stuart  had  slightly  mentioned  to  her  before. 
Miss  Stanley  gave  a  very  animated  account  of 
it,  courtship  and  all ;  and  the  invalid  seemed  to 
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lurten  with  great  interest ;  but  tUs  was  before 
Stuart  arrived.  Wben  his  step  was  heard^  Eva, 
who  waa  sitdng  close  to  Alice's  couch,  noticed 
that  her  breathing  became  hearier^  the  expres- 
sion of  her  eyes  more  fall  of  life^  and  the  pale 
and  hectic  changing  on  her  cheek  nearly  as 
&Bt  as  the  beatings  of  her  heart.  *^  There  can 
be  no  doubt  that  this  isloye/'  thought  the  silent 
watcher.  "  I£  he  betrays  himself  so  soon^  I 
shall  have  nothing  more  to  hope  or  fear." 

But  Stonrt,  if  he  had  anything  to  betray, 
waa  certainly  more  guarded  than  poor  Alice, 
for  Eva  discoTered  nothing  further  during  this 
Tisit  regarding  his  sentiments  towards  his 
invalid  cousin,  than  on  the  preceding  one. 

And  the  next  and  the  next  again,  it  was  all 
the  same.  Miss  Stanley,  seeing  she  was  of  no 
use  whatever  there,  and  having  taken  a  sort  of 
dislike  to  the  good  natured  but  talkative  French 
woman,  soon  grew  excessively  tired  of  these 
daily  visits  to  the  sick  room.  She  discovered 
that  tihe  smell  of  the  flowers  from  the  adjoining 
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saloon,  and  the  heated  temperature  of  Alice's 
apartment^  were  very  injurious  to  her  health; 
and  that  an  airing  in  the  carriage  round  the  beaa- 
tifol  environs  of  the  city,  suited  her  constitution 
infinitely  better.  And  Eva  gladly  suffered  h^ 
to  have  her  own  way,  for  she  was  conscious  of 
feelings  and  jealousies  that  she  shrank  firom 
having  observed,  or  even  guessed  at,  by 
another. 

Yes^  this  daily  and  constant  intercourse^  so 
increased  her  passion  for  Stuart,  that  if  he 
but  brought  a  flower  for  Alice,  and  neglected 
to  give  her  one  at  the  same  time,  she  felt  a 
sickening  sensation  at  her  hearty  and  wished 
once  more  to  be  ''  that  palef-aced  cousin.*' 

But  day  by  day,  the  little  strength  the  long- 
suffering  Alice  had  possessed,  declined;  her 
pale  cheeks  became  thinner,  and  her  blue  eyes 
brighter  and  more  pure,  till  all  who  looked  on 
her  felt  convinced  that. the  last  struggle  was 
coming  on.  No  murmur  ever  passed  her  lips ; 
she  said  she  knew  that  she  was  dying,  and  that 
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she  hoped  she  was  resigned ;  but  sometimes  as 
she  spoke,  a  large  tedr  woul  dsteal  from  beneath 
her  drooping  eyelid,  gently  telling  that  earth 
was  still  too  dear. 

One  evening,  when  Eva  was  saying  good 
by,  Alice  whispered  to  her — "  Come  early  to- 
morrow—I wish  so  much  to  speak  to  you 
alone." 

It  will  not  be  doubted  that  this  request  was 
readily  complied  with.  At  least  an  before  her 
usual  time  of  arriving  at  the  villa,  Eva  entered 
the  room  of  Alice  Norton.  Madame  de  Bozel 
was  attending  on  her  charge,  but  she  went  out 
directiy  Miss  Herbert  came  in,  begging  the 
latter  not  to  allow  "  la  chkre  petite*^  to  talk  too 
much,  as  the  physician  had  been  there,  and 
said  she  was  much  weaker  than  usual.  Eva 
promised,  and  then  she  was  left  alone  vdth 
Alice,  who  was  the  first  to  speak. 

*'  Eva,"  she  said,  "  I  have  very  little  strength 
remaining,  so  I  must  not  employ  it  unneces- 
sarily.    Answer  me    one  question,    and  re- 
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member  timt  Ae  who  asks  it^  will,  ia  a  few 
days,  perhaps  konrs,  haye  pitf  awajfer  erer 
all  earthly  feelings — Do  you  love  Stuart  Ayl- 
mer  V* 

Eva  WB8  startled,  and  for  one  brief  mament 
disposed  to  resent  the  question  ;  but  AKce  kid 
her  hand  on  her  companion's  arm  as  she  again 
said,  '^  Dearest  Eva,  you  must  tell  me ;  and  to 
make  it  easier  let  me  declare  to  you  first,  that 
he  worships  you  with  his  whole  heart  and  soni, 
and—** 

**  Alice,  Alice,  how  do  you  know  this  ? — ^you 
do  not  know  it,"  interrupted  Era,  wiA  excite 
ment ;  ^  yet  say  it  once  more,  dear,  dear  Alice 
— ^you  would  not  deceivie  me  ?" 

*■  No,  Eva — ^and  now  my  question  is  an- 
swered by  your  emotion,  I  will  reply  to  yonrs. 
This  is  how  I  know  that  Stuart  loves  you,  and 
you  will  feel  it  ia  the  best  and  surest  way. 
/  love  Am  myself!  and  love  is  so  watchful, 
Eva.  Oh!"  she  continued,  clasping  her  tinn 
hands,  while  the  deep  hectic  came  rapidly  to 
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her  cheeky  ^  oh  1  that  I  should  lire  to  confeaa 
my  heart's  secret.  But  I  am  dyiag,  and  Urn 
haimtmg  passion  must  be  conquered  ere  my 
soul  can  torn  entirely  to  Heayen.  I  must  see 
yoa  and  Stuart  plighted  to  each  other  ;  I  mual 
see  you  both  happy  in  your  mutual  love,  aiid 
then^  perhaps  then — "  and  she  closed  bee  eyes, 
and  leaned  back  for  a  few  seconds-—'^  and  then 
Eva/'  continued  Alice,  again  starting  up>  "  it 
would  be  oyer,  and  I  should  diel  Ah,  death 
would  haye  no  terrors  if  I  could  wean  my  heart 
from  him.  Eya,  dear  Eya,  pray  for  me ;  I  am 
weak,  and  I  haye  neyer  struggled  against  this 
loye.  If  I  could  but  resolye  not  to  see  him 
again — but  no,  for  your  sake  and  for  his  thifl 
would  not  do  (was  there  no  sophistry  in  this 
reasoning  ?)  I  must  see  you  both  happy,"  con* 
tinned  the  pale  girl ;  "  happy  in  acknowledged 

love " 

"  Alice,*'  said  Eya,   in  real  alarm,  "  I  be- 
seech you  do  not  betray  to  Stuart  what  I  haye 
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SO  incautioiisly  reyealed  to  7011.    If  he  really 
loyes  me *' 

"  Hush,  hush/'  interrupted  AKce,  **  I  hear 
his  step;  do  not  speak,  Eya;  it  may  be  the 
last  time  I  shall  ever  hear  it**  She  closed  her 
eyes  as  she  spoke,  and  a  deep  flush  passsed 
oyer  her  features ;  but  a  snule,  beautifiil  as  a 
seri^h's,  beamed  on  her  lips,  as  Stuart  entered 
the  room.  Eya  was  weeping,  and  could  not 
speak,  so  Alice  welcomed  him,  and  then  she 
continued — 

*^  They  say  I  am  worse  to-day,  Stuart,  and 
that  I  must  not  talk,  so,  if  you  please,  you 
shall  read  to  us ;  and  do  open  the  blinds  a 
little,  I  am  growing  weary  of  this  darkness.** 

Stuart  obeyed  both  these  requests;  but 
though  he  had  chosen  a  yery  interesting 
book,  he  soon  discoyered  that  his  listeners 
were  inattentiye.  He  ceased  reading,  there- 
fore, and  said — 

"  Perhaps  I  weary  you,  dear  Alice.  You 
appear  to  be  suffering?" 
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"  Yes — ^no,"  replied  his  cousin^  starting  as 
if  from  a  reverie.  "  Go  on,  Stuart ;  I  do  not 
suffer  much." 

Stuart  did  go  on,  but  in  a  few  minutes  more 
lie  perceived  that  Alice's  eyes  had  gradually 
closed,  and  that  she  was  now  asleep.  Eva, 
who  also  observed  this,  said — "  She  will  be  the 
better  for  rest,  for  I  know  she  passed  a  very 
bad  night."  And  then  she  went  up  to  Alice's 
couch,  and  arranged  the  pillows  more  com- 
fortably for  her.  While  doing  this,  a  book  fell 
from  beneath  them,  which  Stuart  picked  up, 
and  they  foimd  it  was  a  Bible,  with  the  words 
''  Nina's  most  precious  bequest  to  her  dear 
Alice,"  written  on  the  blank  page.  They 
silently  replaced  it,  and  then  both  stood  and 
gazed  on  the  marble  features  of  the  sleeping 
girl. 

**  How  beautiful  she  is !"  said  Eva,  at  length; 
and  even  her  low,  soft  voice  sounded  strange 
in  the  deep  stillness  of  the  room.  Stuart  turned 
to  look  at  his  companion,  and  when  she  saw 
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]ufl  ejm  fixed  intentlj  upon  her^  a  deep  falnah 
oyenqpread  her  featoref,  wIuIb  Alice's  wordb 
rushed  to  her  mind.  Immediately  after,  she 
walked  to  a  bookcase  at  the  further  end  of  the 
room>  and  aoarcely  conscious  of  what  she  did, 
began  taking  down  several  books  at  once.  In 
another  moment  Stuart  was  by  her  side. 

"  Are  you  searching  for  any  particular  work. 
Miss  Herbert  T'  he  ^d,  and  his  accents  were 
so  full  of  moumfulness,  that  Eva  turned  to, 
wards  him  in  surprise. 

"  You  think  your  cousin  is  worse  to-day  V 
she  asked,  in  a  low  Toice. 

"  She  does  appear  weaker  than  usual,  but 
she  may  linger  long  in  this  state,"  he  replied. 

Eva  once  more  began  pulling  the  books  out 
of  their  places,  and  once  more  Stuartoffered  to 
assist  her. 

''  There  is  a  volume  of  your  fivourite 
Shelley,"  he  said;  "shall  I  reach  that  £>r 
you?" 

''  Tes,"  answered  Eva,  and  as  she  took  i^ 
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her  hand  trembled  ao  yiolently  that  Stuart 
yentured  to  retain  it  ibr  a  moment  in  his  own ; 
but  hifl  agitation  was  almx>st  as  great  as  hers^  as 
he  said— 

'^  I  have  never  yet  thanked  you^  as  Alice 
bade  me,  for  all  your  kindness  to  her^  Miss 
Herbert ;  may  I  not  do  so  now  V* 

'^  Oh^  I  have  done  so  litde  for  her/'  fdtered 
Eva,  scarcely  knowing  what  she  said^  for  Stuart 
still  held  her  hand.  And  he  continued — 
"  Dearest  Miss  Herbert,  a  sister  could  not 
hare  been  kinder  or  more  attentive ;  and  I  am 
sure  she  feels  it  deeply." 

Eva  now  began  to  think  that  he  had  no  right 
to  retain  her  hand,  if  he  was  only  going  to  talk 
about  her  goodness  to  his  cousin ;  and  so  she 
attempted  to  withdraw  it,  but  it  was  so  gently 
that  he  felt  emboldened  to  keep  it  still ;  while 
he  said — 

"  Do  not  go  away.  This  may  seem  a  strange 
time  and  a  strange  place  for  the  words  that  I 
would  speak  to  you,  but  I  may  not  have  an 
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oj^cntmutj  again.  I  have  delayed  them,  too, 
firam  yery  oowardioe,  fi>r  Eya — let  me  for  once 
call  you  dearest  Eya — ^the  liappinefis  of  all  my 
fotore  fife  depends  on  your  reception  of  tliem. 
Ton  know  how  very  long  I  haye  loyed  you, 
wocshipped  you,  how  this  loye  has  widistood 
time,  absence,  and,  more  than  all,  that  your 
preference  for  another ** 

**  For  another!  oh,  Stoart!'*  interrupted  £ya, 
raising  her  beaming  eyes  to  her  loyer*8  face. 
"  I  never,  never  loved  another!" 

Then  followed  words  of  passionate  and  de- 
voted love,  and  confessions,  and  explanations 
which  can  be  interesting  to  none  but  lovers 
themselves — and  to  them  how  interesting!  For 
nearly  an  hour  these  long-divided  but  now  en- 
tirely united  hearts  revelled  in  their  new-born 
happiness,  sitting  and  gaxing  fondly  at  each 
other,  and  forgetting  all  the  world  besides. 
After  all,  love  is  a  very  selfish  passion!  Even 
Alice  was  unthought  of  then,  for  the  whole 
earth  and  everything  around  seemed  changed. 
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*'  Surely  it  is  a  dream/'  murmured  Eva  at 
length,  "  and  we  shall  awake  to  something  less 
full  of  happiness  than  this.'' 

"  There  never  was  a  dream  so  blissful^  my 
own  beloved,  "  whispered  Stuart,  as  he  pressed 
her  little  hand  once  more  passionately  to  his  lips. 

At  this  moment  they  both  turned  to  look  to- 
wards the  part  of  the  room  where  Alice  lay 
asleep.  The  blinds  were  still  unclosed,  and 
the  light  shone  fuU  upon  her  couch.  Her  eyes, 
those  large,  mournful,  speaking  eyes,  were 
open  now,  and  fixed  steadfastly  on  the  lovers. 
There  was  no  trace  of  tears  on  her  face,  but  it 
seemed  as  if  the  effort  to  check  them  had 
brought  the  deep  and  unnatural  hectic  that 
burned  there.  It  was  not  grief,  or  anguish,  or 
despair  that  her  look  betrayed,  but  a  something 
calmer,  holier,  that  the  struggling  with  all  these 
had  left.  It  was  a  look  that  Stuart  and  Eva 
both  felt  could  never  be  forgotten;  but  the  lat- 
ter understood  it  best;  and  a  deep  feeling  of 
self-reproach  came  over  her  as  she  hastened 
to  Alice's  side. 
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'^  Have  jfm  been  Img  svnake?^  she  <aid 
witkmieeoiifuiiMi. 

"  I  scncdy  know  how  kog/'  relied  ASet^ 
wtxj  geady  and  Idbudtj^  aad  then  die  asked 
Stnait  to  go  and  look  for  Madame  de  BoseL 

The  moment  he  bad  doeedtke  door,  she  took 
ETa's  handy  and  pressing  it  ferrentiy  ssid, 
"  Heaven  grant  that  yon  and  Stoazt  nuqr  be 
ahrajB  as  hi^j  as  yon  baye  been  during  de 
bnt  few  minutes.  I  see  Eva,"  she  oontinned, 
"  that  yon  are  reproaching  yonrself  for  hsTiog 
allowed  me  to  be  a  witness  to  what  yoasappoie 
has  given  me  pain ;  bat  you  will  do  so  no  Imger, 
when  I  tell  yon  that  my  struggle  ii  over.  Tcs, 
Heaven  be  praised  for  this^  there  is  nodung 
now  between  my  sonl  and  God.  I  have  seen 
his  entire  devotion  to  you,  his  entire  &rget^ 
fnhiess  of  me,  and  I  most  not  deny  that  the  fait 
feeling  was  one  of  nnmixed  angniah;  but  ok! 
it  was  necessary,  Eva,  for  my  heart  was  90 
completely  bound  up  in  him.  Indeed,  indeed, 
it  is  an  over  now«    I  prayed,  and  my  pnyer 


Digitized 


by  Google 


THB  POOR  OOT78IM.  tT7 

was  heard.  Never^  dearest  £ya^  let  a  thought 
of  me  in  after  years  cloud  for  one  instant  yonr 
happiness.  Believe  me^  when  I  declare  to  you 
my  firm  conviction^  that  if  I  could  recover  and 
be  well  again^  even  then^  this  passion  of  my 
life  would  be  only  as  a  dream  to  me.  But  I 
am  happy,  very  happy,  "at  the  thought  of  dying 
now,  of  going  to  rest,  Eva.  Those  who  have 
their  portion  in  this  world,  those  whose  hopes 
are  realized,  and  whose  hearts  are  filled,  have 
much  stronger  temptations  than  such  a&  I.  Oh, 
Eva,  yours  will  be  a  blessed  lot ;  but  take  care 
that  your  soul  becomes  not  too  fondly  entwined 
with  an  earthly  love.  I  feel  now  that  mine 
would  have  been,  had  my  lot  been  yours,  and 
therefore  it  is  far,  far  better,  that  I  should  die. 
Do  not  weep,  dear  Eva ;  there  should  not  be  a 
single  cloud  over  your  happiness  now.  I  hear 
them  coming,  and  you  must  smile  again,  as 
I  do.'* 

When  Madame  de  Bezel  entered,  she  was 
struck  by  the  excitement  of  Alice's  look,  and 
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mistook  the  hectic  on  her  cheeks  for  the  bloooi 
of  health. 

''  Ah,  la  chire  peUu;'  she  said,  "yu'efflr 
a  bonne  mine  a  prisent!  "  and  then  she  tamed 
to  Eva,  and  continaed,  "  Madetnoisdh  Herbert, 
je  wnu  en  fate  mes  compliments  ;  it  is  yon  who 
make  la  petite  well." 

Alice  tried  to  be  cheerful  to  atone  for  the 
silence  of  the  other  two,  but  the  effort,  she 
soon  found,  was  beyond  her  strength,  and  so 
she  told  them  she  was  fatigued ;  and  Madame 
de  Rozel  immediately  advised  them  to  go. 

"  Gk>d  bless  you  both,"  exclaimed  Alice, 
with  much  fervour  and  solemnity,  as  they 
parted.  One  tear  rolled  down  her  huce  when 
their  footsteps  had  quite  died  away,  but  this 
was  the  last  dedicated  to  any  earthly  feeling. 

And  the  afternoon  and  the  evening  wore 
away,  and  Alice  still  lay  silent  and  motionless 
on  her  couch.  The  good  Frenchwoman,  be- 
h'eving  her  to  be  really  better,  and  only  a  little 
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fatigued  from  talking,  did  not  scruple  to  com. 
ply  with  the  young  girl's  request  that  she 
might  be  left  alone.  Margaret  brought  in  the 
sick-room  dinner,  and  took  it  away  again  al- 
most UDtasted;  but  this  was  far  from  an  un~ 
common  thing,  and  excited  no  suiprise  or 
alarm. 

And  night  came  on,  and  the  full  bright  moon 
arose,  and  shone  into  the  silent  room.  Alice 
looked  upon  it,  and  upon  the  outward  scene  it 
lightened,  the  gardens  still  so  beautiftd,  and 
the  orange  groves,  and  the  distant  hills;  all 
unchanged  since  with  Nina  Solari  she  had 
gazed  on  their  loveliness,  and  wondered  how 
their  possessor  could  view  them  with  so  much 
indifference.  And  then  her  mind  wandered 
farther  back,  and  her  mother's  death-bed  rose 
again  before  her ;  the  sufferer's  pale,  sad  face, 
and  her  dying  charge.  And  the  vision  of  the 
meek  and  patient  Maurice  came ;  and  all  the 
ionate  wo  of  the  weary  time  she  had  passed 
Ingland  was  present  to  Alice  now.    And 
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then,  as  some  confused  but  blissful  dieam  came 
bade,  the  stningely  happy  period  when  the  had 
looked  forward  to  Stuart's  coming  to  her,  and 
telling  of  his  love ;  and  after  that,  the  fMffd 
blank!  And  as  Alice  Norton  thought  on  all 
these  things,  she  felt  from  her  very  inmost  aoul 
that  it  was  best  for  her  to  die,  and  the  lonely 
girl  elapsed  her  thin  hands,  and  ferventlj 
thanked  Gbd  that  He  was  calling  her  to  etenul 
rest. 

At  length,  old  Margaret  came  in,  bringing 
lights  with  her;  but  Alice  made  her  extingoisk 
them,  that  she  might  still  look  upon  the  briglit 
moon,  and  the  pale  stars  that  were  now  coming 
out  one  by  one  in  the  deep,  pure  sky. 

*'  And  Margaret,"  she  said,  "  you  may  Btaj 
with  me  if  you  like;  dear  Margaret,  do  not  be 
unhappy  when  I  tell  you  I  feel  myself  dying. 
I  have  seen  death  often — I  haye  watched  all 
who  loved  me  die !  and  it  has  no  terrors  fer  me. 
Ah,  you  are  weeping,  my  poor  Margaret;  yon 
think  it  is  a  sad  thing  for  one  so  young  to  leave 
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the  w<Mrld;  and  it  is  true  that  the  world  is  Tery 
lovely;  but  Heayea,  dear  Margaret^  is  loyelier 
still.  B^member  how  little  joy  I  haye  ever 
had;  how  little  I  should  have,  if  I  were  now 
to  recover.  I  have  few  friends,  and  those  I  do 
possess  have  each  some  one  £ai  dearer  to  them 
than  I  am;  dear  Margaret,  you  know  I  am  a 
lonely  being  here,  and  that  in  Heaven  I  shall 
be  united  to  those  who  loved  me.  I  can  look 
now  on  the  pure  stars,  and  fancy  them  the 
dwelling-places  of  those  who  have  gone  before 
me  to  their  rest.  Oh,  Margaret,  if  you  knew 
how  my  soul  is  yearning,  panting  for  that  rest, 
you  would  not  weep  as  you  are  doing,  fer  you 
love  me,  and  would  rejoice  in  my  happiness. 
Come  now,  and  let  me  lean  in  your  arms,  and 
look  while  I  can  on  tliat  glorious  sky." 

And  the  old  woman  supported  the  young  girl, 
and  the  moonlight  shone  in  upon  them  both, 
revealing  the  tearful,  wrinkled  face  of  the  one, 
and  the  calm  and  holy  beauty  of  the  other. 
And  Alice,  exhausted  now  by  all  the  excitement 
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of  die  daj,  continiied  fi>r  some  time  sOe&t,  witb 
hereye-meeUynu-edinprayer. 

At  lengtk,  Margaret  felt  her  staii  "Ky 
darling,"  she  sobbed,  **  are  you  suffering!  Oh, 
what  can  I  do  for  you?** 

''  Pray!   dearest  Margaret,  pray  widi  me, 
said  the  dying  girl,  in  a  scarcely  ardcnhte 
whisper ;'' for  the  moon  and  the  stars  are  ftdisg- 
Now  my  mother,  Maurice,  Nina,  I  am  com- 
ing, and  I  am  happy — happy!" 

Her  head  fell  soMy  on  Margaret's  abouUeri 
and  so  gently  had  her  soul  been  sommoned, 
that  it  was  only  some  time  after,  when  theoltt 
woman  feh  the  icy  touch  of  the  cold  cbeeki 
that  she  became  aware  that  Alice  Norton  wtf 
dead! 
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CHAPTER  XVIIL 

••  Good  night— all's  weUI" 

Seven  summers  have  passed  since  the  year  in 
which  Eva  Herbert  became  the  wife  of  Stuart 
Aylmer;  and  the  anxious  excitements  and  strug- 
glings  of  the  social  world  which  has  been 
presented  to  the  reader^  have,  for  the  better 
part^  given  place  to  that  peace  of  heart  which 
passes  the  understanding  of  those  who  seek  it 
not. 

Soon  after  his  marriage,  Stuart,  possessed  of 
a  splendid  fortune  in  his  own  right  and  that  of 
Eva,  made  arrangements  for  investing  a  large 
sum  of  money  in  the  purchase  of  an  estate ; 
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and  Eya  having  expressed  an  ardent  wish  to 
live  in  Westmoreland^  within  as  easy  access 
as  possible  to  Fanny  and  Glandale,  the  rich 
man's  wishes  were  obtained;  and  Stoart  — 
through  his  well-paid  and  active  agents,  as- 
sisted by  Edward  Dacres,  who  was,  on  his 
part,  equally  urged  on  by  Fanny  to  further 
the  means  of  a  neighbourhood  so  wished  for 
by  her — succeeded  in  obtaining  a  fine  large 
estate,  picturesque  with  Westmoreland  beauty, 
and  nearly  as  rich  in  dark  woods,  sweet  lakes, 
green  valleys,  and  blue-peaked  hills,  as  the 
neighbouxhood  of  Glandale  itself,  which  is  only 
five  or  six  miles  distant  fi'om  Larch-hall;  the 
name  of  Eva's  home. 

But  Stuart  still  was  young;  and  Aough  die 
sweetest  part  of  his  time  was  that  spent  in  &e 
beautiful  soUtudes  of  his  Westmoreland  do- 
main, with  a  being  by  his  side  whom  he  wor- 
shipped as  the  good  angel  that  cast  the  bright 
gladness  of  peace  and  love  upon  his  every  path ; 
still  he  found  that  his  position  and  wealth  re- 
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quired  liim  to  take  upon  hiiaflelf  other  duties  and 
employments  than  liiose  of  attending  to  his 
estate,  improying  the  beauty  of  the  park 
landscapes,  constructing  fbwer-gardens  for  Eva, 
training  splendid  horses  to  gentleness  f<nr  her 
riding,  and  reading  their  favourite  authors  to» 
gether  during  the  erening. 

He  was  now  a  man  of  some  twelve  thousand 
a  year;  was  not  without  considerable  talent, 
and  some  ambition  to  distinguish  himself— if 
but  for  the  benefit  of  the  beautifdl  boy,  with 
£va's  own  dark  eyes,  his  first-bom  and  best 
beloved.  So  he  entered  parliament;  had  a 
town  house — ^yet  not  exactly  in  London,  for 
Eva  had  an  unconquerable  objection  to  its 
streets  and  squares,  but  in  a  beautiful  part  of  a 
fashionable  suburb;  and  with  her  gardens, 
conservatory,  and  green  lawn,  she  did  not  lose 
all  the  summer  time  she  spent  there,  although 
she  counted  the  days  till  she  returned  to  West- 
moreland. 

Stuart  took  a  place  in  the  House  of  Com- 
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mens,  which  a  yoimg  man  of  active  talent,  whea 
combined  with  the  fame  of  wealth,  can  so 
frequently  obtain.  It  was  felt  that  he  repre- 
sented interests;  the  East  India  Company,  with 
whom  he  had  important  connexions,  and  in 
the  funds  of  which  he  had  large  inyestments, 
supported  him.  Three  years  after  his  marriage, 
he  was  made  a. baronet,  and  at  a  later  period 
refused  an  official  appointment  from  the  goTem- 
ment,  because  it  would  haye  prevented  him 
from  enjoying  his  yearly  six  months'  paradise 
in  his  Westmoreland  Eden,  surrounded  by 
those  he  loved. 

And  first,  the  very  first  of  those,  except  his 
own  family,  were  the  people  of  the  parsonage  of 
Glandale.  Neither  Edward  Dacres  nor  his 
bright-eyed  and  pure-hearted  little  wife,  ever 
thought  of  leaving  that  beautiful  parish, 
although  Fanny's  fortune  might  easily  have 
procured  distinguished  preferment  in  the 
church.  A  new  wing  was  built  to  the  par- 
sonage, and  it  was  Fanny's  continued  wish  that 
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it  should  be  as  completely  covered  over  with 
iyy  as  the  older  part  of  the  btulding.  Beautiful 
as  the  personage  had  seemed  in  its  old  modest 
days,  it  was  now  elaborated  into  a  striking 
object  in  the  scene.  A  row  of  tall  Gothic 
windows  in  the  new  wing,  running  along  a 
bright  green  bank,  studded'with  circular  beds  of 
roses,  and  sloping  down  to  a  range  of  highly- 
cultirated  gardens,  that  swept  round  to  and 
joined  the  old  garden  before  the  ancient  ivied 
wing;  a  lawn;  a  short  carriage-drive  running 
through  slopes  covered  with  myrtle,  sweetbriar, 
and  other  flowering  and  sweet-smelling  shrubs 
— and  the  sparkling  glass  of  hothouses  and 
conservatories,  gave  a  delicious  aspect  to  the 
place,  as  it  lay  on  the  bosom  of  its  own  green 
hill,  nestled  by  the  woods. 

Old  Mrs.  Dacres  never  fairly  recovered  the 
shock  of  her  daughter's  death,  and  she  died 
some  months  after,  having  given  her  first  kiss 
to  her  first  grandchild — another  bright  and 
gentle  Fanny. 
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of  &e  BBBtod  ixijuid  of  love  and 
out  CTcr  giT^e  to  wofTiil  mtezcooxw. 
One  of  ti^  ooiafpeB  of  IncMuJl  or  of  die 
eveflydsf  on.  &e  rood  to  die 
plaoe;   and  die    two    J^mag    modiCTB 


dad^  becnw  hamom  »  one  of  tbe 
dd^fatfial  pi  Iff!  in  the  wot  of  Eiq^aad  to 
TniL  Xbe  sweet  lepose  of  die  pnscHttge,  die 
sjjgnificent  heamtj  of  InrdiJiall,  tbe  el^mt 
i^tiftWilHiu  of  its  hoqiitailities^  and  tbe  laridi 
means  of  field  sports,  wlddi  its  master  had  at 
his  rommsiMJ,  widi  die  ddigfatfbl  societj  which 
the  ^"^^^^  a£Eaided,  and  dmt  of  soch  TisteiB 
as  wete  ever  aaet  there,  made  an  invitation 
from  Stnart  or  Ets  (towards  die  end  of  tbs 
London  season)  to  spend  the  first  portion  of 
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the  flNttamn  moD&a  in  their  happy  yalley^  a 
thing  perhaps  moce  appreciated  and  sought 
after,  from  its  difficulty  to  be  procured. 

This  was  the  only  break  in  the  beloved  se- 
clusion of  the  Eden  they  had  ladsed  around 
them«  And  so  they  now  liTe,  with  prospects 
serene  and  tranquil,  minds  at  ease,  and  hearts 
filled  with  the  noblest  and  most  ddightfiil 
sffectionB  of  our  kind. 

Ginny  Mostyn  returned  from  what  she  oooUy 
caHedher  marriage  trip;  and  having  secured 
her  fortune,  the  young  couple  took  a  pretty 
little  cottage,  with  splendid  stables,  in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Baby-fhall.  Lady  Mostyn 
was  for  a  long  time  too  indignant  at  her 
daughter's  marriage  to  see  her;  but  Ginny, 
who,  happy  in  the  mutual  passion  of  Percy 
and  herself  (an  attachment  which  had  existed 
for  so  many  years),  took  her  usual  gallops,  and 
even  sometimes  accompanied  her  husband  when 
he  followed  the  Mostyn  hounds. 

VOL.  lu.  o 
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This  completely  secured  the  forgiyeness  of 
Sir  Charles.  A  fearless^  yet  cool  rider,  her 
steady  little  hand,  her  graceful  and  secure  seat, 
and  the  nonchalance  with  which  she  took  the 
most  formidable  leaps,  warmed  tlie  heart  of  the 
jolly  baronet;  and  at  the  conclusion  of  her 
second  day's  appearance  in  the  field,  he  slapped 
his  buckskins  with  delight,  and  galloping  up 
to  his  daughter's  side,  put  his  arm  affectionately 
round  her,  and  gave  her  a  hearty  kiss. 

**  Ginny,  I  forgiye  you  everything,"  he  ex- 
claimed. 

*'  You  nearly  pulled  me  off  my  mare," 
replied  Ginny,  settling  herself  in  her  saddle. 
And  so  the  reconciliation  took  place. 
.  Soon  after  this.  Lady  Mostyn  gave  in  as  &r 
as  to  receive  her  daughter  and  her  son-in*Iaw; 
but  to  Mrs.  Northcott  (who  by  the  by  had 
had  nothing  to  do  with  any  partof  the  affiur) 
she  never  could  be  reconciled. 

An   event,    however,    occurred    some    few 
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months  after  harmony  had  been  restored  be- 
tween Ginevra  and  and  her  parents,  which  com* 
pletely  changed  the  fortunes  of  Lieutenant 
Northcott,  R.N.,  and  his  self-sufficient  pretty 
wife. 

One  morning,  as  Sir  Charles  Mostyn  had  just 
stepped  into  the  breakfast-room  in  his  dressing 
gown  and  slippers,  a  servant  entered  to  inform 
him  that  Sir  Marmaduke  Digby  (who  was  on 
horseback  at  a  door  opening  into  a  payed  court 
at  the  rear  of  the  mansion)  requested  Sir 
Charles  to  come  down  and  look  at  the  horse, 
and  giye  his  opinion  of  it,  as  it  was  a  new 
ptirchase. 

Poor  Sir  Charles  would  hare  left  many 
things,  that  he  preferred  to  breakfast,  to  look 
at  a  horse ;  so  going  down  the  back  stairs,  he 
was  seen  with  his  hands  in  the  pockets  of  his 
dressing  gown,  examining  the  animal,  and 
conning  over  its  points,  without  taking  the  least 
notice  of  the  baronet  on  its  back. 

o  £ 
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8it  Mlurmaduke  pressed  his  inquiries^  and 
the  other,  tdling  his  Aeighbovr  to  dinKHisty 
Sprang  ^  oitce  inlio  the  sad&  dressed  as  he 
was. 

He  made  the  horse  rattle  gaUantlj  across  the 
ooiirt*7ardy  and  getting  on  the  park  driyes, 
caused  the  warming  brute  to  show  its  paces  to 
the  admiration  of  Sir  Marmaduke;  but  on  re- 
turning at  the  back  door  of  the  mansion.  Sir 
Charles,  in .  dismounting  dropped  his  left  s^ 
per;  the  foot  ran  through  the  sdrrup,  just  as 
he  was  throwing  himself  off  the  horse.  He  feD 
heavily  on  his  back,  his  foot  still  fixed  in  the  8tu> 
rup,  but  as  he  retained  the  bridle  in  his  hand, 
he  made  an  eflbrt  to  recover  himself. 

This,  however,  the  alarmed  animal  would 
not  allow.  Kicking  up  its  heels,  and  going 
desperately  round.  Sir  Charles  had  just  power 
to  keep  its  head  in  a  position  so  close  to  hisown 
shoulder,  that  the  furious  kicks  were  bestowed 
upon  the  air;  but  the  struggles  of  the  animal 
became  more  distracted.    Sir  Marmaduke  cried 
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out  loudly  for  helpj  grooms  and  other  serTonte 
appeared,  and  seised  the  horse  just  as  Sir 
CSharles  Mostyn  receiyed  a  blow  on  the  back  of 
the  head,  which  rendered  him  inseudble.  ^ 

He  never  spoke  again,  and  died  on  the  OYen* 
ing  of  that  day. 

But  that  was  not  aU.  Poor  little  Pauline, 
the  invalid,  of  whom  Lady  Mostyn  has  occar 
sionally  spoken  in  the  progress  of  the  preoedr 
ing  scenes,  had  witnessed  the  whole  frightful 
afiaii  from  the  window  of  her  room.  It  seems 
to  have  frozen  her  heart-^he  uttered  no  cry, 
and  she  shed  no  tear — ^but  it  killed  her.  And 
ere  Sir  Charles  Mostyn  had  been  three  weeks 
laid  among  the  bones  of  his  fathers,  the  vault 
had  to  be  opened  again  to  receive  the  body  of 
his  younger  daughter. 

Baby-hall  became  the  property  of  Ginny, 
now  the  only  child,  who,  six  months  after  he^ 
father's  death,  removed  to  the  fiimily  man- 
sion— ^Lady  Mostyn  having,  some  days  before, 
returned  to  a  tall  gray,  mossy-roofed  house. 
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with  peaked  gables,  small  windows,  and  sur- 
rounded with  trees  and  rooks,  the  dowagers' 
established  residence  on  the  family  estate.  Her 
ladyship  always  had  a  horror  of  this  place, 
which  she  said  was  nothing  better  than  living  in 
a  church-yard ;  but  notwithstanding  that,  she 
refused  to  remain  in  £aby-hall  with  Ginny  for 
its  mistress,  and  left  the  mansion,  as  has  been 
said,  before  her  daughter  was  to  arrive. 

But  the  kindness  of  Ginevra,  the  birth  of 
children,  and  the  frank  and  generous  character 
of  the  son-in-law,  reconciled  Lady  Mostyn  to 
her  family  again,  although  she  still  jealously 
maintained  the  dignity  of  fretful  retirement  in 
the  dowager  house — ^but  to  Mrs.  Northcott  she 
never  could  be  reconciled.  And  as  the  latter 
lady,  her  acts,  qualities,  and  opinions  (from 
her  connexion  with  the  family)  are  necessarily 
brought  under  the  notice  of  Lady  Mostyn,  they 
are  an  everlasting  source  of  bitterness  and  rail- 
ing to  her  ladyship,  which  forms  the  only 
excitement  that  she  permits  herself  to  enjoy. 
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Mrs.  Aylmer^  having  no  longer  any  reason 
to  dislike  the  doctor's  wife,  receives  her  in  good 
neighbourhood.  The  mistress  of  Elmcourt 
still  sits  in  peevish  state  in  the  beautiful  man- 
sion, in  wVich  so  many  important  parts  of  this 
narrative  were  played,  with  bright-green  slopes, 
groups  of  noble  elms,  gardens,  shrubberies, 
and  all  the  outward  elegance  of  life  around 
her;  but  tbere  are  no  merry  noises  within 
these  walls,  no  sound  of  harp  or  piano  greets 
the  visiter  at  his  entrance — though  everything 
is  highly  kept ;  from  the  pruned  lawn  on  which 
no  one  walks,  and  the  faultless  gardens  whom 
no  one  comes  to  see,  to  the  stately  entrance- 
hall,  with  its  lavish  equipments,  and  the  splen- 
did chambers  in  which  the  lady  sits — ^they 
have  all  equally  the  appearance  of  solitude. 

The  most  frequent  visiter  at  Elmcourt  now 
is  Mrs.  William  Weatherspoon,  where  she  is 
always  well  received.  Her  own  home  has 
become  more  insupportable  every  year,  and 
she  spends  most  of  her  time  with  Mrs.  Aylmer, 
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to  whose  amnsemeiit  and  pleasure  sbe  has 
completely  deroted  herself.  The  cause  of  her 
new  domestic  troubles  was  the  circomstance  of 
Mr.  Weathenpoon  having  discoTered^  soon 
after  Claia^s  departure^  that  his  wife  had  con- 
cealed treasure,  a  private  purse  (as  hebeUeved) 
secretly  kept  back  from  her  little  fortune  on 
dieir  marriage.  Mr.  Weatherspoon  could  have 
forgiven  anything  but  this. 

In  vain  did  his  perplexed  wife,  who  could 
not  tell  the  truth*  of  the  matter,  commence 
&bricating  statements  of  so  contradictory  a 
kind  that  they  only  confirmed  Mr.  Weather* 
spoon  in  his  opinion  that  his  wife  had  a  stock 
of  concealed  mone]r;  and  the  first  step  he  took 
was  instantly  to  stop  her  pocket  allowanoe.  This 
was  a  measure  which  created  equal  indigna- 
tion on  the  other  side ;  and  the  consequence 
was  perpetual  bickerings,  in  which,  however, 
the  oM  Scotchman,  whose  temper  did  not  im* 
prove  with  increasing  years,  generally  had 
the  best  of  it    And  poor  Mrs.  Weatherspoon, 


Digitized 


by  Google 


THB  POOR  00T7SIN.  997 

from  hex  iayeterate  love  of  finery^  and  the 
desperate  state  of  her  private  funds^  was  con-, 
tent  to  receive  Mrs.  AyLner's  cast-off  dresset, 
wfaich^  by  the  aid  of  an  active  needle  and  a* 
natural  ingenuity  for  such  things,  she  managed 
to  fit  to  her  own  more  portly  person.  She 
also  renewed  her  love  of  wandering,  and  fre- 
quently went  down  to  Larch-Hall  and  Glan- 
dale,  where,  in  the  enjoyment  of  every  comfort 
so  dear  to  her  increasing  years,  and  of  whieh 
she  was  so  miserably  stinted  at  home,  she  spent 
many  happy  weeks.  The  subject  on  which 
she  had  become  most  eloquent  was  her  con- 
stant denunciation  of  the  Scottish  people;  for 
her  own  husband  being  the  only  Scotchman 
whom  she  had  ever  known,  she  imagined  that 
the  whole  nation  resembled  him.  Not  only 
did  she  enlarge  on  this  matter  to  her  host  and 
hostess,  but  also  to  the  servants  and  the 
children ;  yet,  in  spite  of  all  troubles,  Mrs. 
Weatherspoon  had  an  inexhaustible  fund  of 
animal  spirits,  on  which  nothing  seemed  to  be 
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able  to  make  an  impression ;  and  on  returniiq^ 
from  these  visits  she  had  always  a  budget  of 
anecdotes  and  other  reports  concerning  both 
the  Westmoreland  families,  which,  as  she  told 
them  with  high  glee,  never  failed  to  be  at  £bn- 
court  interesting  to  her  patroness. 

But  Mrs.  Aylmer  had  a  permanent  inmate  and 
companion  in  Miss  Stanley.  That  lady  having 
got  somewhat  tired  of  her  original  profession, 
owing  to  an  increasing  love  of  gossip,  and  appre- 
ciation of  the  comforts  of  life,  gladly  acceded 
to  Mrs.  Aylmcr's  request  that  she  would  reside 
at  Elmcourt  in  the  capacity  above-mentioned. 
Her  attachment  to  the  other  members  of  the 
family  was  another  reason  why  she  was  so  well 
pleased  with  a  comfortable  but  secluded  resi- 
dence in  Derbyshire.  Sheisnowatf  ootfron^with 
the  minutest  circumstances  connected  with  the 
families — corresponds  with  Eva  and  Fanny — 
has  become  very  fond  of  making  bargains, 
criticising  sermons,  and  attending  scientific 
lectures,   whenever  she    has  an    opportunity. 
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She  has  also  grown  rather  stout^  wears  false 
hair^  and  drinks  bottled  porter  at  luncheon. 
Yet  Miss  Stanley  is  still  very  good  and  kind, 
and  has  established  a  little  Sabbath  school  in 
Elmhurst,  of  which  she  takes  all  the  trouble. 
She  is  looking  forward  with  much  pleasure 
to  the  time  when  she  may  instruct  Eva's 
children,  to  whom  she  is  already  devoted. 

There  is  another  visiter,  so  frequently  at  Elm- 
court,  that  he  may  be  almost  called  an  inmate. 
This  is  Sir  Marmaduke  Digby.  He  remained 
after  his  wife's  elopement,  and  made  himself 
very  useful  at  that  trying  time — ^in  arranging 
Isabel's  funeral,  and  managing  the  house, 
during  the  prostration  of  grief  in  which  the 
rest  of  the  family  lay.  Sir  Marmaduke  bore 
his  own  share  in  the'calamity  very  well  indeed  ; 
until,  on  consulting  his  attorney,  he  found  out 
that  he  could  not  touch  a  shilling  of  his  wife's 
thirty  thousand  potmds ;  and  it  was  of  no  use 
prosecuting  Sir  Felix  Vane  for  money,  as,  in 
the  language  of  the  profession,  he  was  a  man 
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of  Straw  -  but  if  he  wished  to  do  it  for  the 
purpose  of  obtaining  a  divorce^  the  expea&m 
of  the  action,  with  those  of  getting  the  bill 
through  parliament,  would  amount,  one  way 
or  other,  to  a  sum  considerably  bejond  a 
thousand  pounds.  Sir  Maimaduke  buttoned 
up  his  trousers  pocket  at  this  intimation,  and 
told  the  attorney  he  would  think  of  it. 

Disappointed  and  enraged  at  the  loss  of  so 
much,  the  baronet  for  some  time  gare  way  to 
the  profeandest  grief.  He  still,  howerer,  spent 
most  of  his  time  at  Elmcourt,  and  having  dis- 
missed firom  his  own  house  such  servants  as 
were  not  positively  required  to  take  care  of  the 
place,  he  put  the  others  on  board  wages,  while 
he  himself  dined  nearly  every  day  with  Mrs. 
Aylmer.  This  arrangement  was  gratifying  to 
that  lady  for  sereral  reasons;  the  chief  of 
which  were,  that  she  considered  Sir  Marma- 
duke  as  a  sort  of  son  and  protector,  and  that 
his  continuing  to  regard  himself  one  of  the 
family,  after  the  diBtressing  event  which  had 
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occurred,  was  paying  herself  and  her  own 
personal  character,  and  also  her  domestic  circle, 
a  compliment  which,  from  a  person  in  the 
baronet's  unfortunate  situation,  could  not  fidl 
to  tell  well  in  protecting  the  mother's  position 
in  society  from  being  much  affected  by  the 
follies  of  her  girls. 

And  yet  Mrs.  Aylmer  had  long  nights  and 
days  of  bitterness  of  heart.  She  could  not 
avoid  accusing  herself  of  having  educated  her 
daughters,  more  for  the  paths  of  vanity,  than 
for  those  of  virtue ;  and  she  now  says  rather 
less  than  she  had  been  in  the  habit  of  doing, 
of  the  advantages  of  a  French  education. 

Of  Lady  Julia  Maddy,  as  the  reader  knows  so 
little,  very  little  shall  be  eaid.  Her  ladyship 
has  got  very  thin,  yet  preserves  a  portion  of 
her  beauty,  and  all  her  elegant  style.  She 
continues  to  caress  and  feed  her  bullfinches  and 
canaries ;  to  occupy  herself  in  the  active  duties 
of  various  religious  societies,  of  which  she  is  a 
member ;  and  to   dress  with  more  and  more 
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careful  taste  every  year.  She  still  goes  a  little 
into  society,  but  whether  there  or  in  retirement, 
a  strange  whisper,  to  which  no  one  seems  able 
to  give  an  explicit  interpretation,  follows  Lady 
Julia  Maddy.  Goo(/*natured  people  say  it  will 
cease  when  she  marries. 

And  now  to  look  after  our  friends  abroad. 
Sir  Felix  Vaine,  afiter  all  his  confident  expec- 
tations, failed  (as  has  been  seen)  in  obtaining  a 
wife  of  his  own  with  two  hundred  thousand 
pounds,  but  he  managed  to  procure  the  wife  of 
another  man  with  thirty.  With  this  latter 
acquisition,  much  as  Sir  Felix  liked  to  deal  in 
such  matters,  he  would  never  have  suffered 
himself  to  be  blessed,  at  least  before  the  eyes 
of  a  discerning  public,  if  it  had  not  been  that 
some  of  his  creditors,  not  being  able  to 
understand  the  reason  of  the  delay  in  his  an- 
nounced marriage  with  the  heiress,  and  irritated 
by  their  recollection  of  the  fresh  advances  with 
which,  on  the  faith  of  this  event,  they  had  fur- 
mshed  him  in  London,  made  a  dead-set  at  the 
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baronet^  and  Sir  Felix  became  conscious  that 
he  stood  in  jeopardy  every  hour.  So  indifferent 
generally  was  he  to  anything  except  his  vanity 
and  personal  gratification^  that  this  disagreeable 
position  affected  his  peace  of  mind  less  than  it 
would  have  done  most  other  persons ;  but  for 
all  that,  it  formed  a  powerful  reason  to  induce 
him  the  more  readily  to  abandon  his  hopes  in 
Eva,  for  the  charms  of  Lady  Digby,  the  en- 
joyment of  her  society  in  a  foreign  country, 
and  the  pleasure  of  managing  her  thirty  thou- 
sand pounds.  '*  This  sort  of  thing  will  do 
very  well,. in  the  meantime  (thought  he,  as  he 
handed  the  beautiful  Clara  into  the  Dover 
steam-packet)  for  a  man  who  is  stumped.*' 

But  Sir  Felix  soon  found  he  had  been  stumped 
in  another  way.  Strange  as  it  may  appear,  this 
thoughtless  woman  had  been  influenced  just  as 
much  by  aversion  and  contempt  for  her  hus- 
band, as  Sir  Felix  had  been  from  fear  and 
dread  of    his   creditors,    in   making   up   her 
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mind  to  the  elopement  The  weight  of  af- 
fection between  them  was  pretty  well  baknoed. 
They  were  certainly  for  some  time  excesaiTely 
fond  of  each  other,  but  it  was  not  that  fond- 
ness which  could  give  Sir  Felix  the  slightest 
influence  over  a  woman  of  Clara's  charac- 
ter. 

Lady  Digby  was  a  person  who  nerer  blushed 
nor  wept,  nor  exhibited  any  feminine  weakness 
of  a  nature  to  put  arms  in  the  hands  of  a  lover; 
she  quietly  settled  down  in  Paris,  at  the  head  of 
a  very  pretty  Utde  m^f$age,  and  was  as  free 
from  any  control  of  Sir  Felix  Vaine,  as  she 
had  been  from  that  of  Sir  Marmaduke  Digby. 
Finding  that  her  lover  was  in  needy  circum- 
stances, and  having  an  idea  that  he  had  a  dis- 
position to  gambling,  she  never  allowed  him  to 
draw  upon  her  fortune,  beyond  an  occasional 
hundred  pounds  or  so,  for  his  immediate  ne- 
cessities. This  was  all  very  annoying  to  Sir 
Felix  Yaine,    but  he  had  hiB  own   consola- 
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tions  too^  for  his  fine  person  and  his  splendid 
English  riding  horses  had  ahready  excited  the 
warmest  admiration  of  the  Parisian  dames. 
Neither  was  Clara  without  admirers  as  speedily, 
and  as  she  drove  her  pair  of  beautiful  white 
ponies  in  the  Bois-de-Soulogne,  her  carriage 
was  always  being  passed  and  re-passed  by  the 
fSEuhionable  loungers  of  that  most  fashionable 
rendezvous. 

They  also  were  warmly  received  in  very 
pleasant  society,  and  all  was  ootdeur  de  ro$& 
for  the  first  few  months,  for  Sir  Felix,  who  had 
the  faculty  of  getting  into  debt  wherever  he 
went,  and  being  the  nominal  master  of  what 
was  considered  in  Paris  a  splendid  establish- 
ment, had  no  difficulty  in  supplying  himself 
with  nearly  aU  the  luxuries  of  life ;  and  Clara 
— although  she  paid  for  hers-^-did  the  same. 

But  of  course  this  state  of  things  could  not 
last  Clara  grew  peevish,  and  Sir  Felix  grew 
morose ;  and  so  perfectly  did  their  manners  to 
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each,  other  resemble  those  which  follow  a  i 
riage  de  canvenanee,  that  it  gave  a  sort  of  re- 
spectability to  their  position  from  the  absence 
of  anything  clandestine  in  the  appearance  of 
their  connexion. 

The  first  thing  which  disgusted  Clara  with 
Sir  Felix,  was  his  eternal  boastings  of  his  con- 
quests; and  the  first  thing  that  disgusted  Sir 
Felix  with  Clara,  was  her  saying,  when  she 
wished  to  take  a  nap  in  her  fatdeuU  after  din- 
ner— *'  Felix,  tell  me  all  those  things  you  used 
to  invent  about  your  conquests  again,  for  I 
want  to  be  put  to  sleep." 

Li  point  of  &ct,  they  were  both  too  well 
matched,  for  the  one  ever  to  gain  much  advan- 
tage over  the  other;  and  although  gay,  happi- 
ness, even  of  the  most  transient  kind^  was 
rapidly  departing  from  them. 

The  first  great  blow  which  Clara  felt,  was  on 
being  one  day  informed  by  a  chattering  lady 
from  Derbyshire  of  her  own  elopement,  and 
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the  death  of  Isabel  on  the  same  night.  Clara 
had  never  corresponded  with  her  family  since 
she  ran  away;  and  although  she  had  seen  in 
one  or  two  newspapers,  a  small  paragraph  an- 
noimcing  this  event,  there  was  no  mention  in 
these  journals  of  Isabel.  The  blow  sobered 
her.  She  had  been  fretful  and  unhappy  before, 
but  now  she  was  miserable. 

Desolate  is  the  path  of  the  wanton  when  the 
short  period  of  her  blinding  madness  has  passed 
away ;  and  Clara  now  saw  that  path  befere  her, 
and  shuddered.  For  in  the  solemn  language 
of  the  Psalmist,  "  Her  sin  had  found  her  out;" 
and  though  her  heart  was  changed,  it  was  only 
changed  to  gloom  and  despair.  For  she  had 
now  fw  future. 

She  had  squandered  her  inheritance  of  youth, 
beauty,  and  that  nameless  homage  paid  to 
purity^  which  is  so  delightful  to  woman's  heart 
to  receive.  She  had  burned  out  the  sweetest 
feelings  of  her  nature  by  a  crime,  for  which. 
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in  this  world  al  least,  there  is  910  fergiyeneai,  ' 
She  could  not  find  a  hope  in  all  her  thonghts  to 
dieer  her  in  the  wilderness  of  her  prospects,  and 
she  was   most  discontented  with  her  present 
lot 

To  her  horror  she  began  to  see  that  her  beauty 
wasrapidlf  £iding.  This  had  always  been  the 
dearest  possession  of  her  life;  she  reckoned  it 
above  all  other  qualities,  eyen  yirtue  itself;  it 
was  the  consolation,  the  happiness,  the  triumph 
of  her  heart — and  now  it  was  passing  away. 

Lady  Digby  soon  sank  into  that  wretched  state 
of  seeming  apathy,  which  is  but  one  of  the  cloaks 
of  despair — that  chronic  suffering  of  the  mind, 
which  lasts  so  long,  and  works  so  slowly  on  die 
frame.  She  still  went  into  society,  and  the 
change  in  her  manner  there,  was  not  much 
detected;  for  Clarain  her  youngest  days  always 
played  the  queen;  but  the  dry  brightness  of 
her  once  soft  eyes,  the  peevish  expression  of  the 
once  handsome  mouth,  and  the  angular  pomts 
of  her  relaxed  countenance^  betrayed  to  those 
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*  who  understood  these  signs,  that  peace  had  for- 
saken that  fading  bosom. 

Several  years  were  passed  by  Qara  in  this 
state^  without  any  change  in  the  character  of 
her  mind  or  person,  except  that  the  latter  wa6 
fiuBt  losing  every  trace  of  bloom  and  beauty. 
It  is  a  dull  distemp^j  this  hopeless  weariness 
of  the  heart,  tod  can  last  a  lifetime ;  and  Clara 
loathed  h^  life^  though  she  feared  to  die. 
With  the  natural  sauciness  of  her  nature, 
which  no  suffering  could  entirely  destroy,  she 
has  made  no  effort  to  break  off  her  connexion 
with  Sir  Felix  Yaine ;  and  he  on  his  part  is  in 
circumstances  which  makes  it  impossible  for 
him  to  do  so. 

Seven  years  have  taken  Sir  Felix's  youth 
quite  away.  It  had  been  pretty  well  squan- 
dered ere  he  joined  himself  to  Lady  Digby ; 
and  the  once  handsome  baronet  is  showing 
some  slight  indications  of  the  ''smack  of  time/' 
The  gray  is  mingling  thickly  with  his  once 
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dark  hair ;  he  is  becoming  a  saupgan  too  round 
in  the  waist,  and  the  crows  have  dug  their  feet 
yery  cruelly  into  his  countenance.  Could 
there  be  a  greater  punishment  for  Sir  Felix 
Vaine  than  this  ? 

Yet  still  his  greatest  pleasure  remains  the 
same,  that  of  ogling,  flirting,  and  making  con- 
quests. Although  he  cannot  return  to  Eng- 
land, and  is  overwhelmed  with  debts  in  France; 
although  now,  in  middle  age,  he  has  no  dis- 
tinct prospect  of  becoming  respectably  settled 
in  any,  except  the  8ted£e»t  hope,  that  has  never 
left  him,  of  ultimately  marrying  a  young  and 
beautiful  heiress — ^he  manages  to  keep  himself 
tolerably  free  of  spleen  in  society ;  but  it  is 
easy  to  see  that  Sir  Felix  Vaine  is  so  often  ha- 
rassed by  sad  thoughts  at  the  worthless  issue  to 
which  he  has  brought  the  unusual  advantages 
of  his  youth. 

The  world  has  forgotten  them  both.  Even 
in  Paris,  where  they  have  remained  the  whole 
seven  years,  they  have  ceased  to  be  a  novelty 
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in  any  way^  and  therefore  have  passed  into 
indifference.  The  once  bel  Anglais  and  his 
beautiAil  milady  have  degenerated  into  the  tall 
gentleman  who  is  continually  to  be  seen  in  the 
Tuilleries  gardens,  and  the  pale  lady  who 
drives  the  pair  of  white  horses  in  the  Bois- 
de-Boidogne  and  they  are  regarded  no  more 
than  the  thousand  others  who  are  regularly 
found  in  those  places. 

And  the  last  actor  in  the  scenes  which  have 
been  exhibited  in  the  previous  chapters,  sleepd 
by  her  mother's  side  in  the  English  burj^g- 
ground  of  Naples.  A  simple  tablet  of  white 
marble  erected  by  Alice  to  the  memory  of  her 
parent,  is  there,  but  neither  her  own  name  nor 
the  record  of  her  death  is  on  the  stone.  The 
raised  sod,  covered  with  long  waving  grass, 
is  the  only  monument  to  her  memory. 

And  the  beautiful  villa  of  Solari  is  now 
among  the  deserted  halls  of  Italy.  Alice  left 
no  will,  and  relations,  of  whom  she  had  never 
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in  het  own  life  beardj  rose  up  in  considerable 
nsunbcrsy  daiming  to  be  her  heirs.  Lawsdls 
unilti|died»  which  still  are  pending,  and  the 
proper^  in  question  is  getting,  year  after 
year,  in  a  more  n^lected  state. 

The  old  porter,  Margaret,  and  <»ie  other 
aged  servant,  of  all  those  who  had  once 
been  employed  in  this  magnificent  retreat, 
alone  remain.  The  porter  sleeps  at  his  post  aU 
day  long  as  usual,  without  a  thought  or  care 
regarding  the  desolation  around  him;  and 
Margaret,  who  nerer  recoy^ed  the  dejection 
of  heart  which  followed  the  death  of  her  young 
mistress,  sits  with  a  mournful  and  almost  yacant 
eye,  Irnitting  in  the  room  where  Alice  died, 
during  the  long  hours  of  erery  day;  no- 
body but  herself  in  all  the  silent  chambers 
and  galleries  around  her.  And  the  other  ser- 
vant is  a  tall,  grave  woman,  of  a  severe  melan- 
cholic temperament,  devoted  to  the  mortifi- 
cations of  her  religion. 
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The  place  is  like  a  vast  tomb ;  weeds  grow 
amid  the  the  pavings  of  the  splendid  quadrangle, 
and  grass  peeps,  here  and  there,  from  the  chi- 
selled marble  walls.  Birds  build  their  nests 
without  fear  in  the  window  corners,  and  their 
twitterings  and  caroUings  are  the  only  sounds 
that  break  upon  the  stillness. 

Around  the  house,  it  is  the  same.  The  gar- 
dens have  run  ^ild ;  the  grotto,  that  had  been 
such  a  favourite  with  both  its  owners,  has  partly 
fallen  down,  and  the  beautiful  shells  are  mingled 
with  creeping  plants  and  tangled  roses.  There 
is  still  a  sweet  perAime  of  the  jessamine  Alice 
planted,  but  its  tiny  flowers  can  scarcely  be  seen 
through  the  weeds.  The  fountain  is  dried  up, 
except  a  small  stream  that  makes  the  grass-plat 
sodden ;  and  all  traces  of  cultivation  are  quickly 
passing  from  the  scene. 

And  the  seasons  come  and  go,  and  the  old 
porter  continues  to  dose,  unconscious  that  his 
hair  grows  whiter;    aod  poor  Margaret  still 
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knits  in  the  silent  rooms^  heedless  of  eyerything 
around  her;  while  the  devotee  below,  spends 
much  of  her  time  in  the  little  chapel,  offering 
up  daily  prayers  for  soul  of  her  departed  mis- 
tress. 
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LOKOON  : 

M.  40DD,  pftiimm,  4,  BomsB  bbom  oovwr,  loimatc  siu. 


Digitized 


by  Google 


Digitized 


by  Google 


Digitized 


by  Google 


Digitized 


by  Google 


Digitized 


by  Google 


Digitized  byi  <J 


fir" 

oogle 


Digitized 


by  Google 


